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equal to the present two hours. And for each Hour, there are eight quarters with the first four called Chu, 
meaning beginning of the Hour, and the latter four called Zheng, meaning the exact time of the Hour. 


Time Table of the Twelve Hours in the Novel 
F Zi23:00-00:59 

# Chou01:00-02:59 
Bi Yin03:00-04:59 
5) Mao05:00-06:59 
fR Chen07:00-08:59 
E si09:00-10:59 

“4 Wu11:00-12:59 
FE Wei13:00-14:59 
FA Shen15:00-16:59 
& You17:00-18:59 
F& Xu19:00-20:59 
%K Hai21:00-22:59 





1: Si Zheng (10:00-10:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


In the far distance galloped innumerable black riders, hang over the long river was a round setting sun of 
blood red, and from the Lonely City soared bursts of beacon smoke high into the dim sky at dusk. 


Sizheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
West Market, Chang'an County, Chang'an. 


Sun shone brightly in the cold fresh air of Spring. It was a nice and sunny day without even a cloud to 
mask the sky. 


The heavy gate of West Market was slowly pushed open revealing a hide flag hanging up high on the 
lintel. The street outside was already crowded with over a dozen of camel caravans who, when seeing 
the flag, all exclaimed with excitement, followed by busy laborers who forced the camels lying on the 
ground up with bullwhip, counted the goods and called for their companions, filling the street with 
incessant shouts and yo-heave-ho in foreign accents. 


They were the last caravans who, after pressing forward day and night from Fulin (Byzantine Empire) or 
Persia, made it to Chang'an before the Lantern Festival, an important event when the lantern show 
would last for three whole days and aristocrats of Tang would stake a thousand tales of silver with one 
throw. 


The petty officials of Bureau of West Market all stood by the two sides of the entrance to West Market 
with a workbook in one hand and a brush in the other, examining all the official passports and goods 
with an emotionless face. In this special day, the opening time for West Market was an hour earlier than 
usual and all petty officials did the inspection quicker as they desired to finish their job earlier so as to 
get home for the festival. 


An old official registered quickly for a Persian merchant and beckoned to another one waiting in line to 
come forward. It was a man in short maroon robe with double lapel who immediately handed over the 
rey-k3) oe) a 

The old official was surprised when taking a look. 

The document was perfect. The applicant was Cao Poyan, a Sogdian from Samarkand who came to 
Chang'an with 15 servants, 15 camels and a stallion carrying thirty wool carpets and furs that varied in 
color. On the document signed the permission from the guarding official of outposts along the way. 
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The old official had been in charge of inspection for nearly twenty years which facilitated him with a pair 
of sharp eyes for anything suspectable. A team of sixteen carrying goods so few would cause cost 





extremely high. Moreover, wool carpets were hard to sell in spring which even if sold out was not likely 
to cover all the expenditure for the journey. Was there really a merchant stupid as this? 


The old official couldn't help but frown upon what he found. Then he began to scrutinize the foreign 
merchant who was about thirty years old with prominent nose and unfathomable eyes. On his thin jaw 
grew whiskers that looked extremely hard and black just like a stiff bristle brush. Adding the felt cap 
with a white top, he would be over two meters high. 


The old official asked a few simple questions which Cao Poyan answered in faltering mandarin of the 
Tang dynasty. His vocabulary seemed quite limited as he could only manage to repeat several words, his 
expression cold without any trace of a smile or tactfulness that a normal merchant would demonstrate. 
While answering the question, he involuntarily reached for his own waist which, upon the old official's 
observation, was a habit developed from long years of holding a weapon. However, now hanging on his 
waist was an empty copper hook as, for security reasons, all merchants' sharp weapons were 
confiscated by the gate guards when they entered the city, and only returned when they left the city. 
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caravan for a detailed inspection. The goods were safe of ordinary quality. The fifteen servants were all 
Hu people of similar age as Cao Poyan who all wore tight pants and pointed shoes, each leading a camel 
in silence with tight shoulders. 


"These guys look nervous," thought the old petty official who lifted his brush to comment "Dubious" on 
the document, meaning the identity of the caravan was suspectable for further inspection of the Bureau 
of West Market, when he was suddenly stopped by a big hand. 


Raising his head, the old petty official saw a man with thick brows and wide face smiling at him. 
"Cui Liulang?" 


Cui Liulang was a broker with wide connections in West Market who was quite reliable for goods 
delivery, pawnshop finding, house renting, lawsuit assisting... Though not an official of any sort, he was 
quite popular in West Market. 


Cui Liulang said with a smile, "Haven't had your breakfast? | brought you a fried cake." With that, he 
handed over a cake dotted with sesame seeds that smelt really good. The old petty official felt it and 
found a tale of silver inserted deep into the other side of the cake, which, upon his secret weighing, 
should be at least two Liang (a unit of weight in ancient China, 1 Liang=50g). Though not able be used as 
ready cash, he could use it to buy his daughter a great hairpin. 


"Senior, please pardon them for their ignorance of the rules. These friends are visiting Chang'an for the 
first time," whispered Cui Liulang. 


The old official hesitated for a while before he took the cake and signed "Approved" on the document. 
Cui Liulang folded his hands to show gratitude then turned around to speak fluently Sogdian language. 
Cao Poyan only gave a slight nod without any delight or excitement on the face. 


With Cui Liulang leading the way, the camel caravan flocked into West Market. Getting through the 
threshold, what greeted them was a spacious crossroad with wide lanes in four directions crowded with 





all shops that sold every from cloth, ironware, porcelain, jewelries, grains to musical instruments. Unlike 
native architectures in Chang'an, the roofs of these shops were flat not because the Hu merchants 
deliberately constructed this way as a token of missing home but for the purpose of storing more 
commodities. 


At this time of the day, most of the shops were not open yet all signboards and flags were already hung 
up high which nearly shrouded the sky over the lane. On the gate of the shops already hang several 
lantern frames made in bamboo before the peach wood charms against evil for the Lunar New Year's 
Eve were removed. These frames were prepared for the lantern show this night, which, though empty 
without lanterns, already displayed a jubilant air for festivity. 


"Here in Chang'an, there are 108 Fangs, 14 north-south streets and 11 east-west streets. Each Fang is 
walled and is the region for food, entertainment, business and accommodation. In normal days, 
remember to stay in Fang for the night as there are curfews. Yet, today is exception. All curfews are 
lifted for the lantern show. In fact, the exact time of Lantern Festival should be tomorrow yet the show 
starts tonight." 


Cui Liulang introduced every regulations and sites for his guests quite enthusiastically as they walked. 
While Cao Poyan kept scanning around, looking quite vigilant like an untamed eagle. In the hustling and 
bustling street with horses neighing, carriages running, and passengers busy around, the small caravan 
was noticed by none. 


Walking to the center of the Tenth Street, Cui Liulang stopped, "Where shall we go? Should | find you a 
hotel or you already have booked one?" 


Cao Poyan fished out a folded paper from his chest and handed it over to Cui Liulang, who, after reading 
the paper, was in a bit of a daze. Then he smiled, "Ah! So you did book one. Then this way, please." With 
that, he stretched his arm, pointed to the right in a rather exaggerated way and moved on with the 
others following behind. 


Cao Poyan would never expect that everything he and Cui Liulang did was caught by the scout watching 
on the watchtower. 


The watchtower was a wooden building with black paint about 26 meters high. Situated in the center of 
West Market, whoever standing on the tower could get a clear view of everything happening in the 
market. The scouts on the tower were all carefully picked ones with sharp eyes to spot anything 
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Cui Liulang and Cao Poyan had been under the close watch of the tower from the very moment they 
entered West Market. Getting Cui Liulang's gesture, a scout straightened up, took a black flag, waved it 
three times to the east then repeated the whole set of signal three times. 


Moments later, the same black flag was waved on another tower about three hundred steps to the east, 
followed by the same response on the tower further east. The message was delivered like this from one 
tower to the other, which in just a few minutes was passed on to the Guangde Fang in the far east of 
West Market. 





On the northeastern corner of Guangde Fang stood Jingzhao Office, next to it was Temple of Great 
Mercy. In between the two lay an inconspicuous mansion that was originally the residence of Sun Simiao 
the Great Physician, but now the traces of the great physician were gone, replaced by a serious 
atmosphere with a watchtower much taller and more magnificent that other towers in the middle of the 
yard. 


The scout on the tower recorded the times that the black flag was waved on a wooden slip and threw it 
down without delay. 


Under the tower awaited a tall messenger who ran straight into a great hall about thirty meters away 
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wrote Jing'an Department in regular script that demonstrated vigor and great skill. It was apparently 
written by Yan Zhenqing (a leading Chinese calligrapher and a loyal governor of the Tang Dynasty). 


Entering the hall, one would be greeted by a huge sand table of Chang'an with ramparts moulded by red 
clay and walls of Fang by beeswax, bringing the 108 Fang and 25 streets alive on the table as vivid and 
orderly as a chessboard. Even the paths in each Fang and canal were displayed clearly, with only one 
exception-the Imperial Palace that was left with a blank area, besides which stood a four-layer 
hourcopper (a device to measure the passing of an hour by the dripping of water) carved with a Chinese 
dragon. The speed of the dripping water was the same as the hourcopper placed before Shuntian Gate. 


Overlooking the sand table with the help of the hourcopper was like overlooking the whole Chang'an 
high in the sky, which could enable one to get every tiny change of the city. 


Besides the sand table stood two officials observing with great attention. The old one was white haired 
and grey beard. His purple robe was wide-sleeved and round-necked. On his waist tied a goldfish bag. 
While the youth had a little round face with residual greenness yet between his eyebrows already grew 
three faint wrinkles from overthinking. He wore a tight-sleeved robe of green, hanging on his waist was 
a silver-fish bag, while in his hand was a fly-whisk of Taoists. 


The messenger stopped before the two officials with the slip in hand and reported in a loud voice that 
resounded through the hall, "Wolfpack in West Market, crossing Tenth Street." 


Officials in the hall remained still as a beautiful girl servant stepped forward, grabbed a moon stick for 
playing polo and pushed a black pottery figurine from the street outside West Market to the site where 
(1U]m MIO) F-Tat-ar-]alem Or-(o x0)'7-lancinelele p 


The youth ventured after a while of silence, "Supervisor He?" 
Not until several calls later did the elder open his eyes, "Changyuan, what's your plan?" 


The youth smiled and pointed to the sand table with his fly-whisk, "Cui Qi has already deployed a team 
of fifty men from Lubi Army (Imperial Guards) in West Market. He will breach the door and arrest the 
Wolfpack upon Cui Liulang's signal. While in the periphery of the market, about a hundred The Indecent 
(A group of detectives and constables that report directly to the emperor) guard every street. And gate 
guards of West Market can close the door at any time. Besieged for three layers, no way the Wolfpack 
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The girl servant immediately placed several scarlet pottery figurines around the black one, leaving no 
chance for it to escape. 


"These Wolfpack believed they could get away with it under camouflage in the disguise of Hu merchants 
with a planted agent. Never could they expect that we're fishing with a bait all the time. Success is 
assured with well-planned scheme against an unarranged one." 

The youth took back his fly-whisk with his jaw slightly raised, looking quite confident. While the elder 
just uttered a simple "Em" as a gesture of hearing the words before he closed his eyes again, making no 
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For every quarter of an hour, the messenger would run into the hall, reporting in a loud voice the 
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"Wolfpack passed Saddle Shop of Fan, heading to the northwest of Tenth Street." 
"Wolfpack passed Silk Shop of Ruyi, turning right into the Er'hui Lane." 


"Wolfpack passed Third Bridge of Guangtong Canal, getting into the left lane of Lonely Willow." 
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The girl servant took the moon stick and kept moving the black pottery figurine to the appropriate site. 
Cao Poyan’s walking track was vividly presented before the two Principles: the caravan was walking far 
away from the busy area, and gradually approaching the Lonely Willow in the southwest of the city. 


The Lonely Willow was a place to execute the condemned criminals in the West Market. The merchants 
thought it was unlucky and stayed away from it, so there were fewer people nearby. 


The youth turned his head slightly, “Principle Xu, are there any buildings around?” 


The two officials were surrounded by a dozen long tables, which were covered with volumes. Dozens of 
junior officials were busy working. A fat middle-aged scribe heard the call, hurriedly put down the scroll, 
ran to the sand table. His eyesight was not very good, so he had to lean over the edge to see where the 

black pottery figurine was. 


Principle Xu thought for a second and immediately answered like reciting book, “Northeast Lane is 
mostly low-lying and wet, with only sixteen warehouses and adjoining Guangtong Canal. In Kaiyuan Year 
15, the rain-swollen canal flooded three Hu merchants’ inventory, worth Guan five thousand.” His 
memory was so impressive that he answered casually, without stammering. 


The youth interrupted his reciting, “Is there any exit nearby for the sixteen warehouses?” 
“Em...No. But...” 


At that moment, the messenger broke into the hall again and interrupted his words, “Wolfpack has 
entered into the sixth C warehouse and haven’t come out!” 


The atmosphere in the hall was stirred up by this message; everyone turned to the sand table. 


“Got it!” the youth’s eyes suddenly lit up. “Tell Cui Qi to be ready for action; The Indecent clear the 
outside of the warehouse now, don’t let anyone in or out. Stand by at the second gate of the West 
NV/E-Y a Cole) a0) ame] alo Ke) aera) i0] eo) gel =) acMor-]aq(-MolUh me) malicmanleleldamiiidamele\ telecom). colleclealsalm 


The messenger took down the order and left the hall quickly. The youth, with his arms on the edge of 
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“Turkish wolves, I'll see what the hell do you want in Chang’an?” 


The order was sent from the Jing’an Department to the Watchtower. Then, it quickly crossed the street 
and returned to the north Watchtower of the West Market through a series of flag signals. The Scout 
copied the flag signal on the wooden slips and threw it downstairs, shouting, “Brigadier Cui, take 
orders!” 





Before landing, the wooden slip was grasped by a big hand. 


The man holding the wooden slip was tall with sideburns and arms as thick as beams. He took the 
wooden slip and cheered up after glancing at the order above, and then he turned around and shouted, 
“Everyone falls in!” 


Fifty soldiers from Lubi Army filed out of the warehouse besides him. They were wearing inky infantry 
amour, holding hand crossbow, horizontally hanging eye-free swords on their waists, and ten of them 
had long bows slanted. During the gathering, no one spoke, only the dreary footsteps and breathing 
were heard. 


Cui Qi ran down the team, said with a dark face, “The target is in the sixth C warehouse. Surround them, 
and then attack; Try to keep them alive. Keep your eyes open later, and don’t humiliate the Lubi Army!” 
With the words he waved his hand and ran outside. The soldiers, every five stood in a row, trotted after 
the General, and then ran fast. 


They easily skimmed over the Cross street, got in the back alley and headed for the south Fang in West 
Market. The merchants along the street were shocked to see the suddenly flying dust and so many 
soldiers running through. Before they could whisper together, a large number of Indecent came and 
asked the shops to close temporarily. People in the streets were also invited to rest in nearby shops, but 
no one was allowed to leave. 


At the East and West entrances of the West Market, the gatekeeper lifted the stone bolt from the pit so 
that the gate could be closed at any time. 


The cobweb was rapidly woven in layers, and a sharp arrow was piercing right there. 


When stepping into the range of the C warehouse, Cui Qi made some gestures, so the Lubi Army tacitly 
divided themselves into three directions, quietly approaching the warehouse, and the Indecent had 
stealthily blocked all the roads nearby. There were horses and cattle of a few caravans tied up here, 
watched by two or three men. The Indecent went over and persuaded them into taking the animals far 
away. 


So far, the C warehouse was cut off from the West Market. 


Squatting at the corner of a mud wall near the sixth C warehouse, Cui Qi took off the breastplate, hung it 
on the end of his horizontally-worn sword, and carefully held it out. With the reflection of the plate, he 
could see what was ahead without poking his head. 


The C warehouse was a wooden building with capping, 93m long, 70m wide, almost square, with only 

one entrance and windows in four sides, but the window was too small to get through by adults. Close 
to the canal, this area was easy to be flooded in summer, so the bottom of the building was suspended 
and supported by sixteen wooden pillars, which was somewhat similar to architectural style in Lingnan. 


At the door stood a man with big nose, who was one of Cao Poyan’s fifty Hu companions. He leaned his 
back against the wooden door and looked absent-mindedly at a string of beads on his wrist sometimes. 





Cui Qi estimated the range of the crossbow. If he really wanted to do it, he was confident that he would 
break in within seven seconds. 


Cui Qi looked at the entrance and held his breath. Everything was ready, just waiting for something to 
happen in the warehouse. 


In the warehouse separated from the outside world by a wooden wall, Cao Poyan stood facing the 
entrance, with his arms folded and his back against the corner. He had taken off his white steeple hat, 
revealing thick black braids. Other people scattered in small groups among the shelves, whispering in 
Turkic, not Sogdian. And of course, Cui Liulang, who was standing by the window, pretended he didn’t 
understand what they were saying. 


Cui Liulang rubbed his hands and laughed, “Mr. Cao, who found this place for you? It’s wet and there are 
no grocery stores nearby. How about arranging another one for you?” 


As if he had not heard the question, Cao Poyan answered coldly, “Get down to business.” 
Cui Liulang was not embarrassed, “Well. Can you tell me now what you want from me?” 
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size on the ground. Then they took out a Langhao pen (a writing brush made of weasel's hair), an ink 
stick and an inkstand. Cui Liulang was stunned, not knowing their purpose. Was it to have a poetry 
examination? 


He looked at the hard-yellow cloth again and gasped in horror. The cloth was densely painted with 
countless squares and crisscross ink lines. It was the 108 Fangs Map of Chang’an. But the map was too 
rough, just outlining the city and its name. 


“It is only collected in imperial city and secret departments, and the common people who hide it may 
result in capital crimes.” 


Cao Poyan narrowed his eyes, “You dare not take the deal?” 


Cui Liulang laughed and took a step backward to sit cross-legged on the ground, “If | dare not, | will not 
take you into the West Market. No risk, no riches in our business, so who will take state’s law seriously? 
Come on, give me pen and ink. What do you want to mark?” 


“| need you to mark all the key points such as hidden doors, gutters and passages between walls on the 
Fang Map of Chang’an,” Chao Poyan said, enunciating every word. 


Cui Liulang was thinking rapidly while agreeing to do it. Chang’an had more complex topography than 

just twenty-five crisscrossed streets. There were water and land channels between Fangs, cavity walls 

between walls, ditches under bridges and pits beside slopes, and how and where they connected each 
other was unknown to most residents of Chang’an for their whole life. 


If they got the panorama, they would know clearly enough about Chang’an and came and went freely. It 
seemed that these Turkic people were ambitious....! 
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ink after a while. Cui Liulang licked the pen tip, dipped in the ink and began to draw. Suddenly, he 
stopped, “Mr. Cao, you are not from the Central Plains and are not familiar with cloth. This cloth, which 
is called hard yellow cloth, is suitable for making clothes, but easy to block ink when drawing. How 
about | go to buy some first-class Xuan paper...” 


“You stay here.” Cao Poyan rejected firmly. 

Cui shook his head, picked up the pen to mark. Just as he finished filling a corner of Chang’an, he raised 
his eyes and said, “The city is so big that three days and nights are not enough to draw everything. Mr. 
Cao, what are you doing with this map? If you tell me, | can draw in detail as you need.” 


Cao Poyan said, “None of your business.” 


Cui Liulang extended his hands palms-up, “You ask me to fill the whole Chang’an city in four hours, and 
refuse to tell me what it’s for. Sorry, | can’t do it.” 


Hearing his excuse, Cao Poyan came to him angrily with one step, reaching to hold his breath. 


Cui Liulang hesitated but didn’t move. He knew that people of Jing’an Department were outside, and 
with a cry, none of these Turkic people could run away. But in that case, all the efforts before would 
have gone. He bet that Cao Poyan was bluffing, and he wouldn’t really do it before getting the map. 


With one more trick, he could figure out what they were really up to. 


Cao Poyan’ hand suddenly stopped on Cui Liulang’s neck; Cui Liulang loosened up, realizing he won the 
bet. Cao Poyan kept this posture, and his head suddenly tilted toward the window, as if he was listening. 
Cui Liulang was anxious. Did the people from Lubi Army make noise carelessly? He asked immediately, 
“Mr. Cao, what’s wrong?” 


“Do you hear anything?” Cao Poyan pointed to the window. 


Cui Liulang listened for a while, but it was dead silent outside. He shook his head vaguely, “Nothing at 
all.” 


“You're right. There’s nothing outside.” With a ferocious smile unique to coyote, Cao Poyan’s fingers 
powered up suddenly, “When we entered the house, there were many animals tied up nearby, 
appearing lively. But you can’t even hear a neigh now.” 


On hearing this, Cui Liulang’s face suddenly clouded due to panic, and then due to suffocation. 


Cui Qi waited outside, feeling even more uneasy. It was quiet in the warehouse, but somehow he didn’t 
feel right. As a veteran, his intuition never failed. 


He stretched out the breastplate with the sword, aiming at the window of the sixth C warehouse this 
time. The window was so small that only shadows could be seen moving in the mirror. All of a sudden, a 
shadow disappeared at the window, and something heavy fell to the floor with a “plump”. 
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Gosh! Cui Qi’s heart suddenly skipped a beat. He slipped the horizontal sword back, eagerly shouting 
around, “Break in, now!” 


The Lubi Army had already been ready at their posts. Hearing his order, eight arrows were shot from 
three directions, nailing the Turkic gatekeeper into a hedgehog. Meanwhile, two soldiers jumped onto 
the wooden door steps, passing the softly fallen enemy, slamming the door with their thick shoulders. 


Unable to withstand the pressure, the bamboo hinges cracked in a flash. Boom! The two soldiers fell in 
with the door panel. Two other soldiers behind stepped over their comrades without hesitation and 
rushed into the house. They fired at the house for a round with crossbows, and then ducked down. At 
that moment, the two soldiers on the ground had rolled over and lifted the door to form a temporary 
wooden shield around their comrades, giving them time to draw the string. 


This series of free-flowing movements acted perfectly, as if it had been rehearsed many times. 


The nearest Turks run roaring towards the soldiers, and suddenly fell to the ground again, screaming in 
pain. Three longbows were drawn far from the inn to shoot the two-feet-long iron arrows right through 
the narrow window of the warehouse, piercing their thighs. 


The offensive had bought enough time. More soldiers rushed into the warehouse with crossbows, 
shouting as they advancing, “get down! Get down before | kill you!” 


However, the Turks sprang from the corners of the shelves one after another, as if they did not 
understand it. They rushed in to the soldiers with bare hands, shouting Khan’s name. For the Lubi Army, 
they were sitting targets. For a moment, the warehouse was filled with the rumbling sound when metal 
struck into the body and men’s yelling. 


The soldiers were in no hurry to advance, and slowly moved forward in groups of three, covering each 
other. Any appearance of a Turk would be instantly shot by a number of crossbows. 


As the command was to keep them alive, the soldiers tried not to aim at their vital parts. But even with 
their last breath, these desperate coyotes were brave enough to fight back. Several soldiers didn’t have 
the heart to kill the Turks and, after only a moment’s hesitation, were injured and even killed in attack 
instead. Even if they could not fight back, the Turks would kill themselves at once. 


Quietness was soon restored in the house, and only the bodies littered between the passage and the 
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whole warehouse. 


The soldiers were still alert, carefully searching the shelves one by one. All of a sudden, a Turk who had 
been lying on the ground jumped to his feet and pounced on the nearest soldier. The soldier was caught 





off guard by his hug so that they struggled with each other. The Turk opened his big mouth to bite the 
soldier’s nose. Suddenly, he stiffened and immediately fell to the ground, with a sharp bolt in the back of 
his head. 


At the end of the passage, another soldier was holding an empty crossbow, his arms drooping slowly 
and his eyes flustering. He should have kept the Turk alive, but the comrade’s suffering made him forget 
the order. 


“Idiot, what did | tell you?” 


Cui Qi grabbed the soldier’s crossbow and slapped him hard. His dark face was dull, as if colored lead 
gray. 


That breaking the door at one minute and destroying the enemy within three minutes was a remarkable 
achievement among the Imperial Guards in the capital. But the Turks were so fierce that no one was 
alive, which was not what the authorities expected. 


Cui Qi walked in the passage with anger, his eyes sweeping over the bodies and fingers nervously 
clutching the hilt, then loosening. All of a sudden, he froze a moment and quickly walked up. There was 
Cui Liulang’s body in front. 


The wide-open eyes and obvious finger marks at his neck was enough to prove that he was choked to 
death, let alone the coroner. 


“Brother!” 


Cui Qi roared with a grief, one knee on the floor, trying to lean over to hug the dead. They were exactly 
brothers with similar looks, except that, one of them had closed his eyes forever. 


“If | had given order 21 seconds earlier; if | had broken the door myself....” Regret was gnawing Cui Qi’s 
heart like ants. His fingers trembled so fiercely that he could hardly hold his brother’s hand. 
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gave him a what-is-wrong look. The soldier quickly stood upright. “We have checked the bodies, 15 in 
all.” 


Besides Cui Liulang, sixteen Turks had entered the warehouse. That was to say, there was still one 
person who had not been caught. It was identified as being the leader Cao Poyan. Cui Qi took a deep 
breath and stood up again, flames dancing in his eyes. 


“Search!” he shouted with a scowl. 


Unlike a domestic house, the warehouse was a large open room without partition, with only a few 
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he hiding in such an empty room that could be seen through by one sight? Did this guy know some 
western magic about Passwall? 





Cui Qi suddenly felt a little chilly overhead. He stopped and looked up. Suddenly his pupils contracted: 
right above him was a wooden lid the size of a wellhead, slightly skew to reveal a hint of blue sky. 


There was a vent! 


The C6 warehouse had a capped roof, so no one expected that there would be a vent on the roof. 
Normally, only flat roofs had such designs. 


This would be opened secretly by someone using it before, yet he didn’t report to the Bureau of West 
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into the crossbow. Rage didn’t drive him out of his mind, “I must keep the last one alive, or the whole 
plan will be ruined.” 


Now the warehouse was surrounded by the Lubi Army. Even if Cao Poyan got on the roof, he still had no 
way out. It was almost like shooting fish in a barrel. 


For fear of any further accident, Cui Qi got on the ladder and climbed upward. Reaching the top, Cui Qi 
was about to push the wooden lid open when he felt murder in the air. He quickly ducked his head, 
escaping a flying hardwood strip with nails. Without hesitation, he raised the crossbow to shoot an 
arrow. Pop! Something seemed to have been hit. Cui Qi was happy and climbed up with hands and 
knees, but was surprisingly whipped in the left eye by a belt. 


The belt, made of boiled leather, was so hard, which made Cui Qi painful and dizzy. When the belt was 
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by the attack, Cui Qi did not retreat, but rolled the belt with backhand. With a hard tugging, he rushed 
onto the roof. 


Before he could stand still, he felt the belt loose. Clearly, his opponent had given up. Cui Qi suddenly lost 
his balance, desperately swinging his arm, and finally kept his feet again. At that moment, he heard a 
clatter of feet walking on the tiles, and then someone leaped with a brush, and then a dull clatter in the 
distance, and then a splash of water. 


The voice was a bit strange, not like something falling on the land. Although his left eye was too sore to 
see anything, he clearly recognized that he had made a serious mistake. Cui Qi was very anxious. 


Next to the C6 warehouse was a Guangtong Canal close to the Fang’s wall. The canal had been widened 
a year ago to transport logs from Qinling only, so it was deep with water, and wide enough for sailing. It 
was still January, the unthawed thin ice layer on the canal was as smooth as the Suzaku Avenue, and 
there’s no security at the water gate-Cui Qi’s previous arrangement: fix on the land and neglect the 
canal. 


What he heard was the sound of Cao Poyan smashing the ice and falling into the water. 


After leaving the West Market, the Guangtong canal connected the Yong’an canal, Qingming canal and 
further the Longshou and Gong canal. It flew through more than thirty residential areas and half the city. 
In other words, If Cao Poyan dived through the water gate of the West Market, he could easily break 
through the siege and land anywhere in the city. 





Cui Qi felt like slapping himself for making such a stupid mistake. 


Under desperation, he plunged into the canal, forgetting that he was wearing heavy Mingguang armor. 
Upon his feet landing on the ice, the ice cracked, dragging the Brigadier into water. 


Before entering the water, his right eye barely saw that a splash of water was galloping toward the 
water gate. 


There was a high wall between the canal and the warehouse. The soldiers had to go around from the 
other end, which spent them a lot of time. Then they took off the armors and went down into the water, 
busily pulling the chief out. In this way, Cao Poyan had already disappeared at the other end of the 
water gate. 


Grim-faced, Cui Qi lied on his stomach on the bank, badly vomiting ice water. In his hand, he was still 
grabbing a leather belt with copper hook. 


That was the only gain in the whole operation. 


In the Jing’an Department, the air was as heavy as mercury. Everyone was trying to be quiet, lest their 
sounds would annoy the two unsettled chiefs. 


It never occurred that such a sure raid would be messed up. Although the attack was perfect, it didn’t 
mean anything without a living Turk. 


Cui Qi half knelt at the hall and forgot to wipe his wet body, leading to the water dripping from his 
clothes smashed into an irregular water mark on the floor. After Cao Poyan fled away, he was instantly 
recalled to the Jing’an Department. The superiors were eager to figure out which part was wrong, and 
the flag signals couldn’t convey too complicated news, he had to return himself. 
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the entire process. Then he bowed his head and waited for trial. The old man brushed his sleeve and 
sighed, “We attempted to lure them into a trap, but opened the door to wolves instead.” 


Everyone knew the seriousness of this sentence. Cao Poyan had just showed his aggressive, cunning and 
extremely quick response. No one could imagine what would happen next when a Turk with bad 
intentions had entered Chang’an on the eve of the Lantern Festival. 


What’s worse, the wolf was almost brought in all the way by the Jing’an Department. If the government 
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“| have sent men to search along the bank.” Cui Qi added carefully, hoping to dilute the guilt for his 
omission. 


The youth waved the fly-whisk with grim face. “What can you do with so few people? Do you know how 
long the Guangtong, Yong’an, Qingming and Longshou canals are? Call the scouts and executives of all 
blocks; close all the Fangs and search one by one!” 
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but resolutely, “your one hour’s blockade of the West Market just now maybe against the rules. If you 
close the city to search, the whole Chang’an will be disturbed-Today is the Lantern Show, and lanterns 
are seen everywhere on the street. Once you make a big noise, even the saint will interfere.” 


The youth continued to argue, “Supervisor He, you haven't participated in the task, so you do not know 
the emergency! The sixteen men, including Cao Poyan, is just the last group having entered the city. 
They have more party members already hidden in the city. If we can’t figure out the intention of the 
Turks as soon as possible, there would be a disaster in Chang’an!” 


His tone was almost rude. However, the old man was not angry. He put out a finger and pointed to the 
northeast — where the palace was. “I never meant to ignore it, but openly search was definitely not 
appropriate, which would make troubles for that one.” 





1: Si Zheng (10:00-10:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


On hearing the old man mention "that one", the youth's eyes darkened, and immediately burst into a 
more dazzling blazes after a moment of thinking, "Supervisor He, since you said we couldn't put it on the 
table, how about sending few elite soldiers to catch them secretly?" 


For this advice, the old man stroked his beard hesitantly. 


And Cui Qi suddenly raised his head and said loudly, "I know that I've made a big mistake. | don't ask for 
your forgiveness, just want to kill the enemy myself to avenge for my brother's death." 
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There were nearly one million residents in Chang'an, including Han and Hu officials and various 
characters. All kinds of forces intertwined and struggled, making Chang'an a complicated vortex of light 
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battle. But it was not realistic to expect him to shuttle in the city to search suspects. 


The Jing'an Department brought together talent from all over the country, including able officials with 
expertise in money and grain trades, scholars with photographic memory, doughty soldiers, and even Hu 
officials familiar with internal information. What was lacking was a hunting hound with strong sense of 
smell, and could access to shadows in Chang'an. 


Cui Liulang, brother of Cui Qi, should have been the best candidate. Unfortunately, he was dead. 
Knowing why the governor was sorrowful, Cui Qi's eyes went red, he punched on the ground, even got 
cracks in the bricks. 


After a silence, the old man picked up his cap on the side table, put it on properly, and tied the 
stationery bag and towel to his waist. The youth glanced at him and asked where he was going. The old 
man sighed, "The court has attached great importance to the Turkic wolves. So what happened today 
cannot be long a secret. I'm going into the palace to buy more time. Changyuan, you'd better carry out a 
solution to correct the mistake, otherwise...." the old man lowered his white eyebrows, held words back. 


Slightly dropping his shoulders, the youth took a breath of relief, and despised him from heart. "What a 
cunning old guy! He is making an excuse to escape responsibility of the screwed-up. Well, this way, | can 
make my own decision freely." 


Time is money. He didn't have much time to deal with his own people. 
The youth saw the old man off at the screen wall, and then returned to the hall, a bit happy. He looked 


sternly at Cui Qi, who was still kneeling there, waved his sleeve, "At this very moment, your punishment 
can be temporarily postponed. No slacking off any more!" 





Cui Qi bowed out of the hall in all seriousness. He knew that the old man surnamed He was just a 
dummy director. The real person in charge of the Jing'an Department and his own life was this young 
man, Li Bi. Despite the senior executive was young, he was a decisive man of means, and had the Jing'an 
Department under foot. 


After dealing with Cui Qi, Li Bi banged the corner of the table and called all the principles, "Now you 
think about it, is there a suitable candidate to replace Cui Liulang? By the way, | want the best." 


The principles were deep in thought, none saying a word. There were only eight hours before the 
Lantern Show, and it was nearly impossible to find out Cao Poyan in such a short time. Doing well might 
not be rewarded; once things were broken, you might as well be the scapegoat, even endangered the 
referral. 


Li Bi was about to scold their cringe, suddenly his eyes stopped at the shortsighted principle Xu, who 
hesitantly raised his hand. He knew this man. His name was Xu Bin, a former archivist in the Ministry of 
Revenue. With a photographic memory, he was transferred to the Jing'an Department as principal. 
However, he had a slight stammer. Li Bi chinned up to mention him to speak. 


Principle Xu thought for a while and said, "I... have a recommendation, but I'm not sure if he is the 
person for you." 


"Go ahead!" 


"He is my friend, called...Zhang Xiaojing. He was a squad leader in the Protectorate General to Pacify the 
West, and then was transferred back to Chang'an for his battle achievements. He had been general of 
the Indecent in Wannian County for nine years. Sicheng Li, you may like him." 


"Oh?" Li Bi narrowed his eyes. 

His resume looked simple, but was not common on second thought. The general of the Indecent was 
deputy Marshal, the top position among officials under the ninth rank, who was responsible for criminal 
catch and county security. It was very seldom that a squad leader could be promoted to general of the 
Indecent in a county. Moreover, this was Wannian County, not an ordinary one. 

Chang'an was divided into East and west counties, Chang'an County to the West and Wannian County to 
the East. The Wannian County was at the foot of the emperor, royal families of complex origins lived 
here. How could he hold the title for nine years? Li Bi was getting somewhat interested. 

"Where is he?" 

"Eh....He committed a crime last year and is now in prison in Chang'an County, awaiting execution." Xu 
Bin deliberated every word. The people around whispered, "Is principle Xu confused? How can he 
recommend a prisoner, even a prisoner condemned to death? Isn't that a jinx on superior?" 


Surprisingly, Li Bi was impassive, "What | need is a skilled man, not a saint. Is he the best?" 


Xu Bin quickly raised his voice, "No one is better than him at seizing the criminals in Chang'an." 





A silver fish bag flied through the air, Xu Bin hurriedly reached for it, almost missed. Li Bi said, "Take my 
horse. | want to see him here in half an hour." 


It took Xu Bin a few seconds to figure out what was his meaning. He tied the fish bag in the waist, and 
felt that it was inappropriate. Then he quickly took it down, held it in his hand, rushing out of the hall. 


Li Bi looked around and noticed that others were craning their necks to look outside. He couldn't help 
getting angry, "what are you looking at? Now go check all the passes through the East and West Markets, 
record at the city gate, and newspaper all over the street. Hurry up!" 


The officials in the hall quickly returned to their seats, burying themselves in work. The hall was, once 
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rubbing his face. Suddenly he thought of something and said, "Yao Ru'neng, go to the Jingzhao office to 
bring Zhang Xiaojing's personal records." 


A young official immediately got up and ran out. 


Min) 06) | (Yoo) ol 1a alow ge) ol -Fm al=lL0 Mal icw- a aatcm or (o(- Maal omcy-lale m=] o)(-eml-r-]al-tomm cela 7-1 a0 m-lale mee) audi alv[-1oM Ke) 
overlook the sand table of Chang'an. His sharp eyes ran down each building, as if to pluck the wolf out. 


In the corner of the hall, a water clock (a copper container) was still dripping leisurely. No matter how 
urgent the affair was, it had never changed. 


There came desert, ruins, and strong smell of blood. 


Thousands of black riders galloped back and forth in the distance; above the long river, there was a 
rounded and bloody sunset; in the isolated city, the smoke of signal rose straight into the dim sky. 


He struggled to straighten up and shouted angrily. There were layers of bodies stacked around the wall, 
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the inclined flagpole was almost broken. 


Rat-tat.... With the drum roll, the enemy was closing in with dense Bone arrows like locusts. This time, 
he was the only one to face... 


Zhang Xiaojing woke up suddenly and realized that he was not in the Serindia, but in the dead prison of 
Chang'an County. The shackles locked his neck and hands so tightly that he couldn't even move when 
waking up from a dream. 
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and saw two men standing at the door: one was prison officer; another man, who had narrow face, 
short eyebrows, and five untidy strands of long whiskers, was looking at him with concern. 


"Are you Xu Bin (another name Xu Youde)?" Zhang Xiaojing paused for a second and smiled, "I've never 
thought that you are the one to see me off." Nothing in the words slightly revealed his depression on 
death row. 





Xu Bin knew that he had misunderstood. Because he couldn't explain it, he bowed to the prison officer, 
"Please open the door and remove the shackle." The prison officer popped his slightly protruding eyes 
like an unwilling toad. When he glanced at the silver fish bag that Xu Bin held in right hand, he winced 
and pulled out the key to unlock the jail reluctantly. The two guards went in to remove the shackle. 


The two prison guards were trembling and seemed to be in awe of Zhang Xiaojing. They were so nervous 
that they could not open the shackles. Zhang Xiaojing sighed coldly, "Stupid, this is a three-twisted snake 
lock. Use your thumb to pull from under, focus your power in the middle." The guards obeyed his 
instructions and cracked the shackles into two pieces finally. The two men each held a piece and 
hurriedly stood away. Zhang Xiaojing swept the prison officer from the corner of his eyes. The latter 
shivered and quickly avoided his eyes. 


Zhang Xiaojing was not tall, but he was as strong as a mountain rock, with a slightly convex forehead and 
two short and black lying silkworm eyebrows. He shook his sour wrist, looked around and said loudly, 
"Where is my meal? The County has a rule that the standard for the last meal is worth RMB100 yuan, so 
don't you lie to me." 
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arm, and whispered, "Someone wants to see you ...." 


"ER?" 


Zhang Xiaojing was surprised. "He comes here to save me. Being a Mr. nice guy, why does he have the 
right to take me out of prison?" 


Xu Bin didn't explain too much, but just urged the officer to help them to check out. Soon an employee 
brought a paper and asked Xu Bin to sign it. From the side seal, Zhang Xiaojing knew that this was not a 
paper for pardon, but a document transposing prisoners, which generally used by the Dali Temple or the 
Ministry of Justice to transfer prisoners from the county prison. But they wouldn't remove the prisoners’ 
shackles first. 


Zhang Xiaojing was beset by doubts. But it was not time to ask question, he just kept silent. 
Xu Bin scrawled his name, and together they left the dark jail and returned to the ground. The sun was 
shining in from the entrance, creating a sharp contrast on the last few steps. Zhang Xiaojing ascended 
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The step separated the Yin and Yang realms. He had prepared to die, but did not expect to knock at 
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It was unknown what was ahead. No matter it was good or bad, he had one more looked at the sunshine. 
That was enough. 





1. Si Zheng (10:00-10:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Zhang Xiaojing walked to a well like no one was watching. It was somehow against the rule, but the 
jailors all stood off, no one saying anything. His pliers-like hands alternately pulled the rope and quickly 
pulled out a bucket of water with ice. He raised the bucket over his head and poured water down. He 
cooled down with a cozy chill, sweeping away the filth and slump of the dungeon. 


He put down the bucket, looked up and ice water dripped down the hair, exuding a hint of aggressive 
momentum. The sun was burning, casting golden sunshine on his left eye socket, which was empty with 
a deep old scar that looked fierce in the sun. 


“Hello, bright world.” 


He threw a hard punch into the sky. At that moment, the light and shadow swayed, making his axe- 
sculpted side look like grim-faced King Kong. 


After completing the transfer procedures, Xu Bin rushed out of the court of Chang’an County with Zhang 
Xiaojing. It was so urgent that Xu Bin didn’t give him time to take off prison suit. In front of the door, two 
fast horses from Liangzhou were tied to a stone-post, and clear headbands on their foreheads suggested 
that they could gallop on any street, even the Royal Road on Rosefinch Street, free from regulations in 
the Yi Zhi Act (traffic laws). 


They each mounted a horse. Zhang Xiaojing asked, “Where are we going?” “Go back to the Jing’an 
Department in Guangde Fang,” Xu Bin looked at the sundial at the door, “It will take us one and half a 
quarter to get there. Hurry up.” 


“A quarter is enough.” Zhang Xiaojing swept the horse ear with his ring finger, satisfied with the 
sensitive response of the horse. 


The outer city of Chang’an was separated by Rosefinch Street with the east under the control of 
Wannian County and the west ruled by Changan County. The prison in Chang’an County was located in 
Yongda Fang, West City. The journey to Guangde Fang from here was four miles long that required one 
to first cross three streets to the west and then four blocks to the north. If you wanted to arrive ina 
quarter, you must run fast without any delay. 


They galloped up the street and flew away. Both pedestrians and litters dodged their tall speeding 
horses lest crashing into each other. Xu Bin’s riding was obviously worse than that of Zhang Xiaojing. His 
whole body was almost crouched atop the horse, his hands holding the reins tightly, which was quite 
awkward. 


Zhang Xiaojing slowed down a little to keep up with Xu Bin. His single eye squinted, “Hey, buddy, what 
the hell is going on?” 





Xu Bin barely took control of his post, took a breath and said, “It’s the Jing’an Department that gets you 
out.” 


“Jing’an?” Zhang Xiaojing was a bit surprised. He was familiar with the government system in Chang’an, 
but he never heard of the name. 


Xu Bin explained, “Jing stands for rebellion suppression and An for security defense. The Jing’an Dep. is a 
new agency of the government to undertake the security and thieves catching in west city. All these 
things happened after you went in prison. They are recruiting talents, and | recommend you.” 


His lying silkworm eyebrow cocked as he thought to himself, “There are officers from Jinwu Guards, 
imperial censors from Yushi Office (The Censorate) and Marshals from Chang’an and Wannian County to 
defend the security of Chang’an city. What kind of thief is this that forces the government to set up a 
new agency to deal with it?” 


Xu Bin continued, “The director of Jing’an Dep. is called Li Bi, courtesy name Changyuan. He is Hanlin 
scholar on call and Sicheng of the Jin’an Dep. It’s he who wants to see you this time.” 


“S.... It’s more unusual.” Zhang Xiaojing was more confused, “The job of the Jing’an Dep. is thief defense, 
and they must have crushing workloads. How do they ask a Hanlin scholar on call, which is an idle civil 
official, to catch fugitives? Isn’t that nonsense?” 


Zhang Xiaojing searched for name in his brain and suddenly remembered, “Isn’t he... the child prodigy 
who composed poetry on chess?” 


Xu Bin nodded intently. 


In the 13th year of Kaiyuan (725 DC), a child prodigy named Li Bi, seven years old, presented himself at 
court. The Emperor was going chess with Zhang Shuo, head of the secretariat. So, the Emperor asked 
Zhang Shuo and Li Bi to compose poem on Chess with the word “Square”, “Round”, “Act” and “Calm”. 
Zhang Shuo wrote, “Square as a chessboard; round as a piece. Act like a live game; calm is a dead one.” 
Li Bi said, “Square is to be righteous; round is like using wisdom. Act seems to display talents; calm is just 
satisfaction.” The Emperor was quite impressed and sent him to the Orient House (where the crown 
prince lived) to accompany prince in studying. 


As counted, he was already 26 years old, the age with ambition to stand out at court. The post, Sicheng 
of Jing’an Dep. was low yet powerful, and could help him accumulate experience for public affairs, 
perfect for promotion. Thinking of this, Zhang Xiaojing scraped his left eye socket with little finger and 
smirked, “Sicheng Li is so thirsty for talents, it seems that Jing’an Dep. has been deep in trouble?” He 
always talked with a hint of sarcasm. 


Xu Bin looked away, a little embarrassed. With penetrating insight and straightforward speaking, his 
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“Sorry, | can’t answer you now.... Sicheng Li will tell you later.” 


Zhang Xiaojing laughed, “Well, it doesn’t matter. Is anything worse than being killed?” 





Xu Bin looked far away, and his face turned grim, “It’s... hard to say.” 


As they ran towards the Jing’an Department, Cao Poyan had just climbed up the canal bank. On the bank 
stood a blue guide-stone with a height of more than twenty feet, which said “North Yong’an Canal”. He 
crawled to the stone tablet, sat down with his back against it, and gasped, his face ghastly pale. 


His left elbow was bent, with a dark steel crossbow protruding at joint and blood revealing in his sleeve. 
He was lucky; had there been an arrow on the crossbow, he would have lost his arm. 
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horses. The patrol had to shout around to clear a path; in this case, few people would pay attention to 
the movement beside the canal. 


When the patrol was far away, Cao Poyan covered his left elbow with his right hand and slowly got up. 
He looked around and was about to step out. Suddenly, vigilance appeared in his eyes. In the distance, a 
man left the road, crossed the drain, and staggered towards the stone. 


It was a drunkard in his forties, dressed in a white robe with slit up to the waist on sides, and with wet 
stain on the chest. From his staggering step, he must have drunk a lot. Cao Poyan had to bend down 
again and tried to lower his breathing. 
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other hand rustled his belt open, and he began peering against it. He peed so long, dedicated in holding 
his penis to wipe away dust on the stone. After finishing, he tied belt casually and turned to go, but 
suddenly he looked down and said, “Eh?” 


Seeing a string of messy wet footprints on the bank between the canal and the stone, he walked up 
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The drunkard was stunned, then he laughed and said, “Zimei, you came back, let’s have a drink.” Cao 
Poyan threw his arms around the drunkard’s neck. The drunkard muttered, “Oh, stop it.” In the next 
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Soon, Cao Poyan, dressed in the drunkard’s robe, walked naturally toward the road. It was more 
common to see Hu people wear Tang robes in Chang’an. He walked into the crowd like a grain of sand 
into the desert. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Xu Bin arrived in Guangde Fang in precisely a quarter. The price was that Xu Bin lost 
his headscarf. Through strict body frisking, the two met Li Bi in a quiet yard behind the hall of the Jing’an 
Department. 


It was a waiting room with plain wall, grey tiles and simple bed and table. Under the window, 
honeysuckle, Bauhinia, and several clusters of half-dried yellow bamboo were randomly planted. 
Obviously, the owner did not pay any attention to the decoration. The only special was a small copper 
sundial with an oblique finger pointing to the sky, which suggested he was very concerned about time. A 
small canal was dug around the sundial, and the babbling water wound its way to the courtyard. 





Xu Bin returned the silver fish bag and bowed out, leaving Zhang Xiaojing and Li Bi alone. 


Zhang Xiaojing made a deep bow, and quickly looked Li Bi over with his only eye. The handsome chess- 
reciting prodigy was wearing a dark green robe, which was fit for his sixth rank, Hanlin scholar on call. 
However, his silver fish bag for officials above the fifth rank indicated that it was a privileged gift from 
the Emperor. From this small detail, you could smell the emperor’s favor to him. 


But Li Bi was not proud this time. Although he was trying to keep calm, his brow and lip muscles were 
tensing. With a single glance, Zhang Xiaojing knew that the youth was under great pressure. 


And interestingly enough, Li Bi was holding a fly-whisk. Why a magistrate of Jing’an Department had a 
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Li Bi shook the fly-whisk and said simply without any greeting, “What | gonna tell you are the top secrets 
of the court. You have two choices: work for me, or go back to die.” 


Zhang Xiaojing remained silent. He knew that the youth before him didn’t expect any answer, but was 
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1. Si Zheng (10:00-10:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


Li Bi walked to the table and tore down a piece of wide white silk on the wall, revealing a map of the 
territory of the Tang Dynasty. He pointed at somewhere to the north with fly-whisk, 


“In Aug, the first year of Tianbao (742 DC), civil unrest broke out in Turk. The new Khan Usumish refused 
to give allegiance to Da Tang and rebelled. Wang zhongsi, the Shuofang Jiedushi (regional military 
governors), united tribes Basmyls, Uighur and Qarlug to send troops to attack Usumish. The war lasted 
for a full year and a half, driving the Turkic Khan to the end of the road.” 


His voice was clear, calm, and very organized, as if he had rehearsed many times. 


Li Bi said as he took down a chronicle labeled with red silk from the side shelf and threw it to Zhang 
Xiaojing. It was a long roll with notes stuck across it. The scrawled notes, long as hundreds of words, and 
short as one sentence, arranged in chronological order. Looking at a note alone, the content was very 
vague. But the more the book was spread out, the more frightened Zhang Xiaojing was. 


“In early Sep. of the second year, a secret file came from Standby Division (the acting Jiedushi) of 
Shuofang, saying that the Turkic Khan has sent several groups of Wolfpack (bodyguards) to dive into 
Chang’an, intending to assassinate the Emperor to reverse the front war situation. Those Turkic wolves 
are the most terrible elites in the wild, cruel, cunning and extremely loyal to Khan. So, the court set up 
Jing’an Department to specifically prevent these thieves.” Li Bi paused for a moment and continued, 
“Their plan is even unknown to us. The Standby Division and Jing’an Department have tried their best, 
but only catch the movement of one team.” 


Li Bi gently knocked the pine table with his finger joints, “We had set a trap, hoping to fish other lurkers 
with this group. Unfortunately, my incompetent team ruined the plan; a keyman flees away one hour 
ago.” 


Li Bi ordered people to bring all the records of the previous action for Zhang Xiaojing to browse, or to 
test him to some extent. Zhang Xiaojing read through it and pointed to one of the records, “The Turks 
come from the grasslands and are most sensitive to the sounds of horses. Sicheng Li, your order to 
remove the livestock around the warehouse was placed too early, the silence would certainly cause 
alarm.” 


Hearing his words, Li Bi couldn’t help being frozen. Jing’an Department had discussed how Cao Poyan 
spotted the trap, and various conclusions came out. Li Bi had always thought that it was Cui Liulang’s 
incompetence that led to the failure. In the end, he was the one to blame. He had intended to test this 
guy to see if he had any real skills. As a result, his own mistake was uncovered. 


Li Bi was a little embarrassed when thinking about it, and then smiled, thinking to himself, “Isn’t he the 
man the Jing’an Dep. is looking for?” 





Zhang Xiaojing looked calm as usual. He had been general of the Indecent for nine years and handled so 
many weird cases. It was no big deal to make such a simple inference and restoration. 


Li Bi sighed, “Since the Please-in-urn plan failed, all clues are gone. The only certainty is that wolf guards 
will take action on the Lantern Show this evening!” He looked seriously out of the window at the sundial. 


Zhang Xiaojing was shocked. The Lantern Show had always lighted candles at You (17:00-18:59). Now it 
had passed Si (09:00-10:59), at most eight hours left for them. 


In the meantime, Jing’an Dep. must find out all the Turkic wolf-guards from millions of people in 
Chang’an. This was almost impossible to accomplish. 


Zhang Xiaojing began to understand why Li Bi was so eager to bring him out of prison. This matter was 
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move, condescending to talk with a condemned prisoner. 

Li Bi’s tall body leaned forward slightly, “Can you do it within eight hours?” 

Zhang Xiaojing asked, “Why me?” 

“V’ve checked your resume. You had dealt with Turks in the Western Regions and should be quite 
experienced; you had been general of the Indecent for nine years, so no one is more familiar with the 
city than you.” He paused deliberately, and raised his hand again, “As long as you finish the mission, | 
promise you an amnesty.” 
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There was no surprise on Zhang Xiaojing’s face. His one-eye narrowed as if thinking about something. 
Then he bowed respectfully, “Shicheng Li, thanks for your kindness. I’d rather go back to prison and wait 
for death.” 

Li Bi’s brows trembled. Why did this guy refuse the only chance to survive, huh? 

“There are one hundred and eight Fangs in Chang’an. Even God can’t find out Turks within eight hours. 
I’m bound to die, and I’d rather wait for death in prison, which is easier.” Zhang Xiaojing spread his 
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“| grant you an honor of Xuanjie Captain (8th rank military official), plus a job as Wing Commandant, 
lower 7th rank. Is it enough?” 


“It’s not about reward.” 


Li Bi’s face scowled, “I have no time to lose, show me your terms!” He didn’t believe that a man would 
give up this opportunity, unless he wanted to die. 


Zhang Xiaojing continued walking, “I’ve said that this has nothing to do with the reward. | just can’t do 
it.” 





“Do you hate Turks?” Li Bi suddenly threw out an irrelevant question. 
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“Of course,” his voice was cold. 


Li Bi suddenly raised his voice, “Well, you are not going to sit back and watch the beasts run amuck in 
Chang’an, are you?” 


Zhang Xiaojing still had his back to Li Bi, “There are the Emperor and officials at court, strong armies with 
tens of thousands of soldiers in Chang’an. How can the arrest of Turks fall upon me, a condemned?” a 
hint of sarcasm was in his tone. 


Li Bi snapped, “Because you are the only one who can save Chang’an!” What he said sounded almost 
crass. Zhang Xiaojing shook his head to leave, but Li Bi rushed forward, abased himself to pulled Zhang’s 
sleeve, and then turned his body to stop him, his sword eyebrows knitting in a frown. 


“Zhang Xiaojing, | know you have grievance against the government. But what happened today has 
nothing to do with the reputation of the Emperor, nor with the career of me. It is for the safety of the 
people of the city! Do you understand? How can you be relieved to leave alone? No matter how you 
look at it, you have to get it done! It’s hundreds of thousands of lives, human life!” 


Gradually, his voice quivered, which was obviously the result of a surge of emotion. That was rarely seen. 


Zhang Xiaojing never expected the young official to suddenly lose his poise. When he heard the word 
“human life”, his heart was finally stirred. He didn’t know why, the scene of the mountains of corpses 
and sea of blood in the dream reappeared, and the terrible wolf flag was intertwined with the crying. 
After a long silence, he finally uttered a deep sigh, “All right, Sicheng Li, you’ve convinced me.” 


Li Bi released his sleeve and stepped back, recovering his composure, “What I’ve promised you are still 


” 


lola 


Zhang Xiaojing thought for a moment and said, “Il have a request. The government considers too many 
things, so they can’t do things freely. If you want me to catch the demon within eight hours, follow my 
rules.” 


“What are your rules?” 
“No rules.” A trace of danger and recalcitrance flashed in his right eye. 


Li Bi was clever and immediately understood what he meant. Chang’an involved intersection, checks and 
balances between all kinds of forces, which would all get in the way of working. If he didn’t take drastic 
measures to cut the knot, nothing could be accomplished even with four months, not to mention the 
fleeting eight hours. If Zhang Xiaojing wanted to seize the Turks in Chang’an within eight hours, he must 
have absolute authority to crush everything, do what he wanted with fully support and no hindrance nor 
interference by any parties. 





Li Bi hesitated, weighing the whole matter in heart, “He has mastered various cruel means during his 
nine tenure as general of the Indecent in Chang’an. If he acts without scruples, the possible 
consequence will be hard to imagine.” 


Seeing that Li Bi didn’t speak, Zhang Xiaojing sneered and turned to walk out. 
“Hold on!” 
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the words “Jing An Ce Ping” engraved on it. 


T/N: Jing An Ce Ping means to pacify unrest and bring peace and security. 


“From now on, you are Commandant of the Jing’an Dep. With this tablet, watchtowers in Chang’an, 
scouts on the street, soldiers guarding Fangs, patrolling riders, city guards and the Indecent of the two 
counties are all at your disposal. Seeing my tablet is seeing me.” 


Without hesitation, Zhang Xiaojing took the tablet, tied it to his waist with a Jiuhe knot (a complicated 
knot). He was the most powerful Condemned in Chang’an from right now. 


Li Bi suddenly asked, “I give you such a great authority. What if you run away without a word?” 


“No promise,” answered Zhang Xiaojing without thinking, “You select the man and | choose the road, 
both of us should be responsible for our own choices.” 


The conversation ended. Li Bi rang the bell on the table, calling two maids. They took Zhang Xiaojing to 
the nearby wing-room, asked him to take off his grey prison suit and helped him change a suit of light 
clothes, small coats and brown cotton trousers. When he was ready, Li Bi personally brought him to the 
hall of the Jing’an Department. 


It was the center of the Jing’an Dep., where assembled the elites of each department, summed up the 
military information everywhere and then deduced them; there was a huge warehouse in the wing- 
room, which contained files from six departments to two counties, available at any time. Xu Bin was 
transferred here for his expertise in this field. 


What impressed Zhang Xiaojing most was the watchtower there. 


Throughout Chang’an, there were two to three watchtowers in each Fang, which was used to monitor 
bandits and fire. But Li Bi added a new feature to it and created flag bearing Scout. They communicated 
with each other in agreed signals, flag by day and lantern’s brightness by night. 


This way, anything seen by a watchtower in Chang’an could be quickly transmitted to the center of 
Jing’an. Similarly, the center could issue orders to any place soon. 


This system was obviously learned from the Beacon Tower in border areas, even more convenient. The 
watchtower was set up less than 270m away from each other, the military situation could instantly cross 
the entire Chang’an. Zhang Xiaojing saw at a glance the practicality of this system: it meant that no 





matter where he was in Chang’an, he could keep in touch with Jing’an Department through the 
watchtower, an invisible giant eye overlooking Chang’an. 


However, the watchtower system was extremely expensive, and only a geek like Jing’an Dep. could 
afford it. 





1. Si Zheng (10:00-10:59) Part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 


In the hall, Cui Qi was whispering with the maid deducing the sand table. When he heard Li Bi call his 
name, he ran over and fell on one knee, not forgetting that he was a sinner. 


Li Bi said quietly, “Brigadier Cui, Liulang’s death is due to careless site-clearing. | gave the order, sol am 
also responsible for it.” Cui Qi suddenly looked up, hardly believing his own ears. On one side, he didn’t 
expect that his brother died through such a little fault; on the other side, how could a chief admit his 
error? Was he trying to win his support? 
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pointed at Zhang Xiaojing, “It’s him, Commandant Zhang, who has cracked the puzzle. He’s gonna take 
the place of your brother to trace the wolf guards.” 


Cui Qi looked at Zhang Xiaojing with both gratitude and doubt in his eyes. 


He knew Zhang Xiaojing was a condemned, but he had no idea why Li Bi would bet on a prisoner. 
However, the soldier took obedience as his duty. He made a military salute and exclaimed, “I have three 
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minutes. Hope Mr. Zhang can give me a chance to kill the enemy so | can revenge for my brother!” 
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given by Li Bi, was uneasy to control. 


Time was ticking. The following schedule was so tight that Zhang Xiaojing took down the flag signals and 
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the Turks. 


It was the beautiful maid holding a moon stick who was responsible for the introduction. Her voice was 
clear with something of a Hu accent. Zhang Xiaojing offensively took one more look at her. The girl 
named Tan Qi, with her towering nose and black bun, should be mixed of Han and Hu. 


“The point is, what are the Turkic wolves gonna do?” asked Zhang Xiaojing. 


Tan Qi said, “I don’t know yet. The only information came from Standby Division, Shuofang. A Turkic 
leader of a tribe claimed that the entire Chang’an was about to become ‘Quele Huoduo’. You know what 
that means, don’t you?” 


Zhang Xiaojing nodded. “Quele” was a Turkic noun, similarly to Bloody Jail at the very bottom of the 
ground; “Huoduo” was to turn into dust. The whole word was both a curse and a legendary beast. Even 
if one didn’t understand Turkic, he would feel the surging desire to kill in the four words. 
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something. No one knew. 


Knowing time was urgent, Tan Qi spoke quickly, “This is debris we picked up in the C6 warehouse. It 
outlines half of the outer city of Chang’an. So, we guess that Cao Poyan likely wants a detailed map of all 
the Fangs in Chang’an.” 


Hearing the Fang Map of Chang’an, Zhang Xiaojing knitted his brows together. Li Bi noticed that his look 
became somber and asked, “In your opinion, what do the Turks want to do with the Fang map? Well, 
put another way, if they obtain the map, what can they do?” 


“Poisoning along the canal, arson in Fangs, killing at night, spreading rumors, breaking in the Imperial 
city.... During the Lantern Show, a few coins thrown at several prosperous viewing sites in Chongren 
Fang, Yanshou Fang, Xingqing Palace, and Qujiang Pond will lead to riots. Guided by map, they can come 
and go freely through Chang’an. There’s so much they can do.” 


Zhang Xiaojing chattered on his fingers. One more word, the faces around went whiter. 


Li Bi looked serious. He had estimated the situation to be threatening enough, but he didn’t take these 
eye-opening tricks into consideration. After all, members of Jing’an were civil officials, and their 
experience was far less than this ex-general of the Indecent who was used to dirty tricks. 


“In your opinion, if the open search is infeasible, where we can start?” asked Li Bi. 


Zhang Xiaojing answered, “Possessing Fang Map of Chang’an is a capital offense. No ordinary family has 
it except officials. Since Cao Poyan didn’t get it from Cui Liulang, he will either steal it from Imperial City, 
or....” He turned to the sand table, and his body moved toward Tan Qi, almost touching her shoulder, 
“Where was Cao Poyan last seen by watchtower?” 


Tan Qi was somewhat surprised at his boldness and hesitated before answering, “Cao Poyan climbed 
over the Watergate too fast to be seen by the watchtower. However, he is presumed to land in Yanshou 
Fang and Buzheng Fang. Both of the places are crowded, easy to hide. We’ve sent a searching team 
there.” 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “I guess he can’t go far, and he’II have to come back here anyway.” He pointed at a 
spot on the sand table. 


“The West Market?” Cui Qi was a little surprised. Li Bi nodded slightly before he and Zhang Xiaojing 
blurting out the same words, “Hu merchants!” 


Most of the Hu merchants gathered in the West Market and some of them were Super Rich. Fang Map 
of Chang’an was good for business; collecting a copy was not surprising among them. Zhang Xiaojing was 
too familiar with their nature; these people were born to seek profits and bolder than camels. 


After Cui Liulang was exposed, Cao Poyan didn’t dare to contact the Tang people. If he wanted to get the 
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“Do you know which merchant we are going for?” frowned Li Bi. The number of Hu merchants in the 
West Market was too large to be screened one by one. 


Zhang Xiaojing clenched his fists and replied calmly, “There are exceptional measures at exceptional 
hour.” Li Bi was a little nervous, but he swallowed his tongue back. 


The guy’s “exceptional measures” might be some kind of methods contrary to the humanity. But there 
was no time to talk about criminal law or conscience. The water was trickling from the hour-copper, 
beating on the hour-tin. Every drop could mean the loss of hundreds of lives. 


“Commandant Zhang, the destiny of Da Tang and the fate of people in Cahng’an all depend on you.” Li Bi 
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and bowed to Zhang Xiaojing. 


Zhang Xiaojing did not respond, but only dusted off the left eye socket with his hand, and said with 
indifference, “What | do is only for the people of Chang’an. Don’t get me wrong.” 


All the faces became pale at once. What was he talking about? Although everyone held resentment for 
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Zhang Xiaojing grinned and turned away. Officials in the hall were all frightened and turned to Li Bi. Li Bi 
looked as usual, with fly-whisk on his arm, appearing careless. 


That guy was hinting to me that he would not be under anyone’s girdle. 


At the door, Cui Qi had prepared sets of equipment: refined baffle knife, soft figure-hugging armor, 
smoke bomb, leather rope, etc., along with a hand crossbow. Zhang Xiaojing fluently hung them up, and 
squatted down to fasten the bottom of his trousers with two pieces of string. With these done, a 
vigorous killer came with overwhelming hunger. 


Zhang Xiaojing took up the crossbow and repeatedly pulled the empty string. Then he listened to it 
before he said to Cui Qi, “Remove Wangshan (sight on the crossbow) and tighten the hook center two 
more points.” Cui Qi was startled. Wang Shan was a spare part for aiming, people who shot well didn’t 
like it; hook center adjusted the speed of the arrow, the faster the greater the power, but the accuracy 
was difficult to control. So it seemed that he was a hot shot. 


Cui Qi quickly took the crossbow to craftsman for adjustment while Zhang Xiaojing took Xu Bin aside and 
whispered, 


“Youde, please ask someone to send a message to the shopkeeper of Wen’s Incense in the 
southwestern corner of Dunyi Fang: Leave Chang’an immediately. You’d better ask your family leave as 
soon as possible. Don’t go to the Lantern Show.” 


Xu Bin stared at him, puzzled. 
Zhang Xiaojing spoke sternly, “I’ve been in Chang’an for so many years, and | know how fragile the city is 


better than anyone. If what Sicheng Li said is true, | guess....” Unexpectedly, he hesitated for a while and 
then said with emphasis, 





“Chang’an is doomed.” 


Meanwhile, Cao Poyan was standing at the gate of a Fang. He had a new rain hat on head, screening his 
entire face. 


The gate was wide open. Under the Fang wall, countless vendors set stands and shouted; in an open 
space, a dozen idle men were grabbing the ends of a thick rope to play tug-of-war, with ten times more 
people watching and cheering. By the gate, there stood a large lantern over fifty feet high with 
cantilever bamboo cranes. Colorful silk tassels hung from each corner of the lantern, only waiting for 
lighting candles after dusk. 


Cao Poyan lowered his hat, passed by the guards and walked into the Fang. A statement came from the 
Jing’an saying that guards of all Fangs must pay attention to a Turk with beard. It was so urgent that no 
portrait was attached. The guards were busy cheering for the tug-of-war that they didn’t even eye him 

and let him in when they saw Cao Poyan not wearing a Hu robe. 


He paused at a quiet corner near the end of the tenth street, took out a roll of paper from his arms and 
stopped a running child to ask where the Lee’s Bamboo Ware was after a quick glimpse. The child saw 
his ferocious face and told him that it was in a residence at the end of the back street. 


Cao Poyan walked along the way the child showed him. There appeared a bamboo ware workshop. The 
aisles and front doors were full of lantern frames, bamboo strips, including phoenixes in love, cloud- 
dragon (meaning appreciated by Emperor), various immortals and mascots. Business seemed to go well; 
it was busy even on the Lantern Festival. 


He knocked the door, three long knocks, one short, and then another two long knocks. After a few 
moments of silence in the door, a skinny bamboo craftsman with sharp nose and deep eyes popped his 
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“Where is yellow yurt in the royal court?” he suddenly asked in Turkic. 


“Eagle over the grasslands fear no wild wind.” Cao Poyan raised his hat and also responded in the same 
language. 


The door opened a crack and Cao Poyan edged in. 





2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 

The two horses surpassed one the other, racing on the streets of Fang. 

From time to time, they suddenly halted or took a sharp turn, generating huge clouds of dust. 
The pedestrians and carriages on the streets hurriedly evaded, which caused a messier riot. 
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West Market, Chang'an County, Chang'an City. 


The West Market didn't turn bleak due to the riot happened just now. As the noon approached, folks 
and gentlemen from each Fang, white-robed purchasers from high-officials' mansions, officials-to-be 
waiting in the capital for election, and men of learning from everywhere in the country swarmed up, all 
hoping to get the newest foreign goods. In the crowd, you could even spot females who wore 
Chunsheng (a kind of hair accessories). Not trusting others, they came to select the goods in person. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked on the street, pacing speedily like flying. Behind him closely followed a round- 
faced youth that still possessed features of a child. This youth was Yao Runeng, a young low-ranking 
official who had just been enrolled into Jing'an Department. Originally served as a constable in the 
capital and neighboring areas, he was a talent able to remember everything immediately after he read 
for once. Li Bi sent him to follow Zhang Xiaojing to assist the latter, and, of course, also to monitor him. 


"Commandant Zhang, where are you going?" Yao Runeng couldn't help asking. Zhang Xiaojing walked so 
fast that Yao Runeng carried his legs as fast as he could to keep up with him amidst the bustling crowd 
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Zhang Xiaojing didn't stop his feet, "Roujia Yuzhen Fang." 


Yao Runeng heard of the name Yuzhen Fang; it was a shop especially selling medicines of women's facial 
treatment and cosmetics. Most of the secret medical creams were bought from the Arab Empire. For its 
excellent effect, the products were well-known among the noble ladies. The shop owner was also an 
outstanding figure in the West Market. 


Yao Runeng suddenly surpassed to stop Zhang, "Please explain the purpose of going there." Zhang 
Xiaojing frowned, "What time is it? Do we have time to waste in explaining everything to you?" Yao 
Runeng replied seriously, "Because of your special status, our deed must be stated and explained before 
we take actions, so that Sicheng Li could rest assured." 


"What if | don't?" 





Yao Runeng got hold of the sword at his waist, "| can send you back at any time." As those words were 
spoken, Zhang Xiaojing reached out five fingers and grabbed at the sword handle, and by one plucking, 
the sword was leaving off his body. Yao Runeng stepped forward to take it back in a hurry, but Zhang 
Xiaojing raised his foot tip. Without noticing it, Yao Runeng instantly tripped down and fell into dust. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked down at him and said coldly, "If | really wish to escape, you've died for many 
times already." 


Then he turned and left, and Yao Runeng rose up to his feet awkwardly. Without sparing a moment to 
pat off the dust on his body, he shouted in a succession of phrases, "Hey, Commandant Zhang, if you do 
this, I'll report to seniors!" 


Zhang Xiaojing totally ignored him and walked straight ahead. Yao Runeng had no other choice but to 
follow up in a bad temper. 


Yuzhen Fang was situated within a northern alley at Southeast Street 2. To get there, they needed a turn 
at a corner which happened to shield off the hustle and sight from the outer street. 


Upon entering the Fang, what greeted guests were pepper-scented mud walls on three sides. On top 
were nine rows of long shelves which were wrapped with pink satin, and on the shelves placed glass and 
porcelain bottles in various sizes. Now there were only a dozen of girls wearing brocade in different 
colors. Now and then, they lowered their heads and whispered to one another, revealing fair-skinned 
necks. The aroma of tagara gently spread around to form intoxicating air. 


The shop assistant paused for a second in shock when he saw a male guest coming in. Zhang Xiaojing 
showed him the waist card, ordering in a low voice, "Jing'an Department. Take me to the shop owner." 
The shop assistant wanted to say something, but Zhang Xiaojing squinted his eyes to sweep the girls. 
The shop assisted didn't dare to bother the customers, so he only had to report to the shop owner, yet 
Zhang Xiaojing instantly grabbed him in the arm, walking directly to the back of the Fang, "The urgent 
military affair tolerates no delay. We go together!" The shop assistant wanted to resist, but his 
struggling body stood still the moment it felt a knife against his waist. 


In this way, Zhang Xiaojing dragged the leg-shaking shop assistant and walked blatantly to the back. Yao 
Runeng followed up closely. He had no objection to this method. Time was pressing. They couldn't let 
him walk leisurely back and forth to report the situation. 


Behind the shop was a large courtyard. A fat foreign man was leaning against a Persian blanket 
embroidered with bunch flowers, his left hand holding a goblet, elbow resting on a cushion, and his left 
leg curved. Next to him stood a boy carrying a wine pot, ready to serve him. In the middle of the yard, a 
beautiful singer-prostitute was singing Twitter of Spring Oriole while dancing around a plum tree. 


Once Zhang Xiaojing, along with others, came in, the song and dance couldn't go on at once. Two guards 
went over to stop them, but the shop owner, frowning, waved to let them retreat, "May | know who you 
are...?" 


"Zhang Xiaojing, a commandant of Jing'an Department." Zhang Xiaojing released the shop assistant, 
showing him the waist card and gesturing Yao Runeng to shut the door of the yard. 





"Oh.... Are you known as Yama Zhang from Wannian County?" The shop owner lived in Chang'an for 
many years and he knew or at least heard of any person who had a little fame. Zhang Yiyan from 
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thirsty killer who had suppressed the rogues in the east. However...it was said that he had been 
imprisoned many months ago and sentenced to hanging. Why was he out of jail now? 


Zhang Xiaojing looked deadpan, folding two fists together and lifting up as an etiquette, "May | ask you 
some questions?" 
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have money to celebrate the festival? He should blackmail my Yuzhen Fang. Didn't he know my 
relationship with the imperial palace? 


"Come on. Fetch Mr. Zhang a bolt of road silk." 


According to official standard, one bolt of plain silk equaled forty feet and was used for trading. If long- 
distance transportation was involved, it must be added another forty feet, called road silk. The weight 
only suited for a mule to carry, too heavy to an ordinary person. The owner deliberately gave him a bolt 
of road silk, suggesting his intention to humiliate Zhang. 


Want money? Then carry it out like an animal. 


Zhang Xiaojing stepped forward, posing to take over the silk. The owner sneered, but before his smile 
faded out, as a lightning of white beam flashed by, a sharp blade was put against his neck. 


Not to mention the owner, even Yao Runeng was shocked. He had thought that this prisoner was on 
good terms with the owner. Unexpectedly, he should go this wild at the very beginning. With a ‘swish’, 
Yao Runeng pulled out his sword, but for a time he didn't know whether he should cover Zhang Xiaojing 
or stop him. 


At this time, a group of guards of Yuzhen Fang rushed in. Yao Runeng hardened his heart and his sword, 
imitating Zhang Xiaojing and scolding, "Jing'an Department. Get away!" Then the guards really stopped 
at where they were. 

Zhao Xiaojing still sounded impassive, "| don't finish asking questions." 
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Zhang Xiaojing lowered his head, getting near to the owner's ear, "To tell you the truth, I'm a prisoner 
facing death penalty. I'll die anyway if | can't complete the task--what do you think | should do?" Gazing 
at the sullen one-eyed person, the shop owner felt his heart plummeting. The ones he feared most were 
those crazy dogs that never followed rules. He blinked for many times before asking, "What on earth do 
you want to know?" 


Zhang Xiaojing moved the knife a bit away, "Have you recently gotten in touch with Turks?" 


The shop owner was a little surprised at this question, but he replied at once, "No!" 





"Do you hear any businessmen have?" 
"No. Turks? They haven't been seen in Chang'an for a long time." 


The Turks had declined and never recovered since Zhenguan period. The western tribes of Turks also fell 

apart after Xianqing period, leaving only a few small ones sometimes appearing on the grasslands. As for 

the Turks having stayed in Chang'an, they were already assimilated. Except for captives, envoys and 

tribe chiefs coming to the capital to pay tributes, the name of Turks hadn't been heard of for many years. 


"Why don't you call your men over. Maybe they know." Zhang Xiaojing insisted. 


The shop owner had no choice but to summon up the shop assistants and guards to ask them one by 
one whether they had contacts with Turks. The answers were of course negative. Zhang Xiaojing waved 
to let them leave, continuing to ask, "Then do you know who in West Market has the map of Chang'an's 
Fangs?" 


Hearing this question, the shop owner hurriedly shook his head, "| don't know. And | don't have." He 
added, "This is against the laws, as serious as trying to overthrow the throne. Who dares to hide one 
copy?" 


Zhang Xiaojing took back the knife and stepped back, "To tell the truth. Recently there are a few Turks 
already sneaking into Chang'an, in an attempt to cause a riot at Lantern Festival. Now all they need is a 
map of Chang'an's Fangs. It'd be better if you don't hide one copy, otherwise if the imperial court figures 
out who does, that will be a deadly unforgivable crime." 


Only then did the shop owner understand why this officer acted in such a haste. It turned out there was 
this hidden reason. He stood up straight, putting on an expression of concern, "Though I'm a mere 
businessman, | know loyalty to the imperial court. May | ask the looks and origins of the Turks so that | 
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Zhang Xiaojing answered coldly, "Not necessary. If you meet suspicious people, just report in time. Right, 
this matter is confidential. Don't mention it to others." 


"Yes, yes, of course." The shop owner promised. He just ordered the servants to give them some bottles 
of hand moisturizer, but when he looked up, the two had already left. Seeing them getting away, the 
shop owner pulled his smiling face, called over a confidant servant and whispered something to him. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Runeng left Yuzhen Fang and stood still at a flagpole opposite the alley, saying to 
Yao Runeng, "Can you recall the faces of all guards and assistants in that shop?" 


Yao Runeng nodded. 
Zhang Xiaojing said, "Watch on them at the front and back doors of Yuzhen Fang. If any furtive ones 


come out, let the Indecent of West Market follow up and see which store they enter. Do remember the 
name." 





Until now did Yao Runeng really come to the awareness that just now Zhang Xiaojing's revealing to the 
shop owner was a deliberate warning. After that, the shop owner must be so started that he would at 
once go to remind those stores that had drawn a map of Fangs. Therefore, now, as long as they watched 
closely on Yuzhen Fang's message-senders, they could know who had hide the map copies. With the 
initiative actions started by the shop owner, they saved much more time than to inquire one by one. 


This method seemed oversimplified but in fact most energy-saving. Even the way Yao Runeng looked at 
Zhang Xiaojing changed. Unless an experienced officer, no one could think of such a tactic and carried it 
out just right in terms of both timing and propriety. 


"How do you know that Yuzhen Fang had problems?" Yao Runeng asked studiously. 


Zhang Xiaojing replied, deadpan, "Just randomly chose one. In West Market, there are few shops or 
stores that are innocent." 


Yao Runeng breathed in a quick sign, "...What if you guessed wrong?" 


"Then the whole Chang'an city will be doomed." 


Yao Runeng thought Commandant Zhang was kidding, but there wasn't a slightest smile on his face. 





2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Yao Ru’neng came from a criminal catcher (police) family in Qizhou, nearby Chang’an. His father and 
uncle were both killed in the line of duty. As compensation, the imperial court broke a rule and took him 
on. Before leaving, he had vowed to be a junior official who could scare off evil guys in Chang’an, not 
humiliating the family name. 
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County eating out of his hand, which made him a perfect icon to Yao Ru’neng. He encouraged himself to 
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same as what he had imagined. 


A veteran criminal catcher, in his imagination, should be awe-inspiring with integrity, shining like a Mo 
broadsword to frighten the thief. However, this Commandant Zhang, he just couldn’t tell, seemed evil in 
word and deed. In a word, he radiated vague uneasiness from the dark. “You must keep a distance with 
him.” As Li Bi’s words before the departure flashed into his mind, fear couldn’t help rising in his heart. 
Zhang Xiaojing suddenly asked, “You are a new criminal catcher, right?” 

“Bh? Yes, I’ve worked for three months and eight days,” answered Yao Ru’neng. 

“So, what would you do?” 

“Hate evil as poison of course!” 

Zhang Xiaojing shook his head sadly, “You won’t live long in the city.” 

Yao Ru’neng stood up, “I respect you as my senior and admire your sophistication and stratagems, but 
you don’t expect to scare me off with such words. | will continue to do my job to assist you and report 


any suspicious activity, unless you kill me.” 


Zhang Xiaojing looked at the stubborn guy, a bit helpless. He made a “whatever” gesture and said 
nothing. 


The Indecent gradually gathered round, listening to Yao’s instructions. Suddenly, he came up with a 
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stores, how can we watch them with limited help in such a short time?” 


“Keep an eye on the Hu people. They won’t trust alien race for such an important thing,” answered 
Zhang Xiaojing without hesitation. 





Actually, Tang never judged people by bloodlines. Chang’an was a great mixture of Han and Hu people, 
and also had many civil and military officials not from Central Plains. Even among the members of the 
Jing’an Department, there were quite a few Hu officials who were proficient in mathematics and 
business. However, someone would occasionally mumble Exclusionism in heart. 


“As the Hu people are involved, how about reporting to the Bureau of West Market...” the time he put 
forward a suggestion, he was interrupted rudely by Zhang Xiaojing, 


“| need your hands and feet, not mouth!” 


Yao Ru’neng accepted the order and left without any delay. Jing’an Department didn’t have the 
Indecent, so he had to take some time to recruit them from other Fangs and offices. 


Zhang Xiaojing stood still under the sign flag, expressionless with his hands crossed before him. No one 
knew what he was thinking. It was early afternoon already, and time was passing quickly like Wei River. 
His one-eye kept looking at the distant watchtower. The tower was calm, no flag waving. 


He was waiting for another message, which was no sigh yet. 
Jing’an Department, separated from West Market by a Fang, was never so busy. 
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the hall. 


The servants constantly brought in more files, piling before their desks. In order to improve efficiency, 
servants would have scroll unfolded and spread it on a simple bamboo holder. This way they could 
browse the content directly without wasting time to open it. 


Each scribe was equipped with three holders: one for scroll spreading, one for reading, and the last one 
for unloading, ensuring the scroll was present when looking up. 
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After the beginning of Kaiyuan years, trade between Tang and Turks had been halted, but the mutual 
demand wouldn’t disappear. Smart western merchants had long noticed the market and secretly 
established a transit trade route. They bought fur and livestock from the grasslands, brought them into 
Chang’an in the name of western goods, and then shipped the silk, tea and salt out of Chang’an and 
transported them to the grasslands. Many of wealthy Hu merchants in Chang’an were intimately 
connected with Turks. 


Li Bi took out all pass records of caravans who had entered and left Chang’an for the past five years, 
focusing on verifying the amount of the four items of sheepskin, beef tendons, mud salt, and ironware. 
The first two were grassland specialties, and the latter two were urgently needed by grasslands. The 
larger volume the stores handled, the closer their connection with the Turks, and for Jing’an Department, 
the more likely Cao Poyan would come to them. 


It was the method finalized before Zhang Xiaojing left. 





Usually, it would take the Ministry of Revenue several days to handle the statistics. But time was more 
precious than pearl and jade this time, these copyrighters from different departments had to turn their 
backs on it, even calculating sticks (an old calculator) were not enough. 


Although Li Bi didn’t participate in specific affairs, he kept walking back and forth between the tables, 
hands behind like an old master of the Imperial College. After a while, he glanced at the water clock in 
id atom at ll mexe)aal=)emdal-lamcjalele) qa) cmar-t-(oMlaaie-]o)hear-lale mal aal-lom oy-(el ako maal-Mcr-lalemn-10)( 


“Tan Qi, what do you think of Zhang Xiaojing?” Li Bi asked suddenly. 
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she couldn’t help wrinkling her nose in distain, “The appearance stems from the mind. He is a rude 
playboy, in my opinion. Master, why do you bet your future on a condemned prisoner?” 


Tan Qi was a mixed-race girl of Han and Hu with sharp nose and light-amber pupils. She was born a 
servant of Li Bi’s family with half Patola Sahi blood from her mother. She grew up in Li’s family, gifted 
and courageous, so she was deeply trusted by Li Bi and spoke freely. 


Li Bi tapped his finger on the table, “When Emperor Taizong rescued Duke Li of Wei state from the 
execution ground, he said pearls of wisdom: Use a man guilty rather than whom with merits. Taizong 
can use Duke Li, why can’t | handle this man?” 


Tan Qi curled her lips, “How can he be compared with Duke Li?” 
“He was peeping at you. You’d better not be another Lady with Red Sleeves.” 


“Eh....” Tan Qi flushed, didn’t know what to say, and just give him a fierce glare. Li Bi laughed out loudly, 
which slightly eased his fatigue. Suddenly he sighed again, “If you know more about him, you won’t say 


n” 


SO. 
“Is he a reincarnated Rakshasa?” Tan Qi pursed her lips. 


Li Bi said, “It was the 23th year of Kaiyuan (A.D.735), Khan Sulu from Turkish rebelled, besieging Bohuan 
City, AnXi. In ten miles north of the city, there was a beacon tower with 220 soldiers. They leaned on the 
fort and resisted the Turkic army for nine days. When Gai Jiayun, the commander of the North 
Protectorate, arrived there with his army, only three people and the flag survived. Zhang Xiaojing was 
one of the three survivors.” 


Tan Qi covered her mouth with sleeve to hide her astonishment. Even from these plain words, she could 
Jaat=1| matelaale) (om e)kelelep 


“Then, Zhang Xiaojing returned and was decorated as flying lieutenant for his achievements. If he had 
got through a few years in Ministry of War, he could have held a position in the court, which was 
promising. Unfortunately, he was on bad terms with his superior, and had to retire from the army. After 
that, he was transferred to be the general of the Indecent in Wannian County for nine years. Half a year 
ago, he was put in prison for killing his superior.” 





Tan Qi gasped, “Is the superior above the general of the Indecent the County Magistrate of Wannian 
County? It’s impious that the lower level killing the higher level, which is one of the ten unpardonable 
crimes in Tang’s law.” 


“Why did he kill his superior?” asked she. Li Bi just shook his head slowly. Tan Qi knew him well that he 
never said something he shouldn’t say. So, she asked another one, 


“Master, why do you choose such a dangerous guy?” 


Li Bi raised his hand and suddenly grasped in the air, “Only the most dangerous guy can accomplish the 
most difficult job. The whole city is in danger and has to take the most powerful and tough medicine.” 


Tan Qi signed, “Master, | never doubt your vision, how about others? Did you ever consider people 
around, Supervisor He and the one in the palace for whom you’ve taken too much burden?” 


She knew Tang court too well. Jing’an Department was born a target. With even a small mistake, people 
in charge would face numerous backstabbing. 


Li Bi held the fly-whisk across his arm, sternly-eyed, “For him (the one in the palace) or for the civilians, 
someone has to guard Chang’an. Besides me, who would have the wisdom and courage? Though a 
Taoist priest, | have a heart of making a better world. It’s unnecessary for everyone to know my heart.” 


Just then, Xu Bin ran over, holding a paper, and shouting, “Here’s the list!” 


They surprisingly collected statistics in two quarters. What a miracle achievement! On the list were 
seven or eight Hu merchants with the most trading volumes of four types in the past five years, ranked 
by volumes. 


Li Bi took a glance at the list and said immediately, “Send to the watchtower.... Hold on, the watchtower 
is too slow. Where is Zhang Xiaojing now?” Tan Qi knew that Master had entered work mode, and she 
stopped chatting and pointed to the sand table, “He is at the north back alley, the Twentieth Street, 
West Market. Yao Ru’neng is with him.” 


On the sand table, the representative of Zhang Xiaojing was a lonely gray pottery figurine, which was 
different from scarlet Lubi Army and the black Turkic wolf-guards. 


“Send it to him with full speed horse,” Li Bi ordered. 
There were fleet horses by the porch, and riders always ready to deliver complex messages. The list was 
rolled into a mini fish barrel, and then the barrel was tucked into the rider’s sleeve. With a clamping of 


stirrups, the drum of hooves went far. 


Meanwhile, the loud messenger rushed into the hall, just passed by the horse. 





2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 
“Sir, Supervisor He is back.” His vital capacity was so large that he did call powerfully. 


Li Bi frowned, “Why does he come back so soon? That’s unusual.” He made an eye contact with Tan Qi, 
who, upon getting the hint, pushed Zhang Xiaojing’s gray pottery figurine out of the sand table with 
moon stick. 


Messenger also handed over several new files which must first be reviewed and signed for by Li Bi. He 
read and signed, and suddenly frowned, taking a paper out. He handed it to a servant next to him and 
whispered a few words. 


No sooner had Li Bi given order than old He entered the hall and asked, 


“Changyuan, how dare you appoint a condemned prisoner?” 


* KK 
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“Today is Lantern Festival. Do | really have to leave?” 


There was no one in the room. She was just talking to herself. 
Someone just sent a message, in which contained a unique code; she knew it was from benefactor. 


The message told her to leave Chang’an as soon as possible, yet didn’t give any explanation. This was 
somewhat a dilemma to Wen Ran. Since her father died, she resolutely took over this incense shop and 
hung in there herself. With kind of stubbornness and persistence, her business was getting along very 
well. Moreover, great demand for incense on Lantern Festival meant a good time to make money. “If | 
leave now, I’m gonna earn less.” 


But it was the order from benefactor that Wen Ran couldn’t ignore. Without him, Wen’s family would 
have broken up last year. Her father had repeatedly warned her to obey benefactor in every way. 


With a soft sigh, she packed her gear and looked up at the densely order plates on the wall. Each plate 
represented an important order. She couldn’t read much or keep accounts, so this was her only way to 
record business. She saw one of the wooden plates with the word “Wang” written on it, beside which 
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This order, twelve packs of super gods-calling rue incenses, placed by daughter of Jiedushi Wang from 
Anren Fang was due today. 





Wen Ran’s pale and delicate eyebrows were knitted together. The order meant a lot to Wen’s Incense. 
“The lady loves my mixed incense so much that she always wants some new ones. If she is satisfied, | 
will become well known in the circle of aristocratic women.” 


Anren Fang was three avenues northeast of Dunyi Fang; that was not too far. Wen Ran thought, “I must 
deliver this order anyway before | get out of Chang’an.” 
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for festival, even high price didn’t work. That left her no choice but to manually carry the rack. 


The street was full of traffic. She pushed her way through the crowd and finally arrived at Chongye Fang, 
weary and exhausted. There was a Xuandu Temple and most dignitaries worshipped there; various 
cattle and carriages stopping by the Fang gate blocked the street. Civilians had to pause and wait 
patiently. 


Wen Ran quietly stood in the crowd, unaware that, on the second floor of a tavern at the corner of the 
opposite Huaizhen Fang, a couple of evil eyes peered over the wide street and swept her several times. 
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eyes and Roman nose. And a move of his lips would pull the nose and eyelids, as if a snake was 
swimming under the skin. 


“Do you see that woman?” He coldly asked as he took a sip. 
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hearing the question. 


The middle-aged man said with hatred, “Her case with her father last year stirred the city into a tempest, 
and did a county chief in. It’s Providence that | bump into her today. If | don’t revenge, others will treat 
me, Feng Dalun, like a doormat.” 

“You must take ‘good’ care of her later.” 

The youths in brocaded robe all laughed, eyes sparkling with evil and lascivious desire. 

Feng Dalun put down his cup, “Do whatever you want. Yama Zhang is in the jail waiting to die, no one 
will protect her this time.” Every time the name was mentioned, there was a flicker of fear and hate in 
his eyes. Even he couldn’t figure out which feeling was stronger. To dispel this unpleasant feeling, he 
waved his hand, 

“Why are you still standing still? Act now!” 

The youths crossed their hands and stamped down the stairs. 

Wen Ran finally got out of the crowded Chongye Fang and walked along the street for a while. 


Unconsciously, she found herself surrounded by several young loafers. These youths dressed frivolously, 
and a few dark tattoos could be seen under the neck from the front opening of their robes. 
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out other pedestrians. Slowly, they occupied all directions around Wen Ran. These people, loosely 
separated from each other, formed an impregnable human wall into which she was confined. 


Wen Ran sensed that there was something wrong, trying to rushing out. The young loafers jokingly 
stopped her and pushed her back with their shoulders and arms. In her anger she grasped one man’s 
arm and pulled it hard. Instead of tearing the ‘wall’ apart, she pulled his robe down and saw two dark 
arms. 


The youth’s arms were tattooed with two lines of cyan words: Live without fear of the Jingzhao Office; 
Die without fear of the King of Hell. 


It...1t was the sign of the Fires (a gang)! The gang, a bully in Wannian County, kept hundreds of loafers. 
From picking quarrels and provoking troubles to robbing and killing, they ran amuck everywhere willfully. 


“‘Is...Is this the danger mentioned in benefactor’s message?” Wen Ran thought. But why the Fires gang 
came to bother her? Wen Ran had no idea. 


As if falling into a torrent, Wen Ran was wrapped by a man wall, being forced all the way north to a 
remote area. She obstinately clenched her teeth, her eyes constantly looking out from the gaps of the 
‘wall’. Suddenly her face brightened: there was a scout booth in the front corner of Fang and several 
scouts were sitting there, holding forks in their hands. She sped up, knocked off a young loafer and cried 
to scouts for help. 


The scouts heard the cry and picked up their forks, but their faces changed at the first sight of a dozen of 
loafers with arm tattoos following the girl. The leading youth composedly came up and bowed, “I’m 
disciplining my wife. Sorry to make myself a joke.” Then, he took off a string of coins from waist and 
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Although knowing he was lying, the scouts, unwilling to cause more trouble, took the money and 
retreated. The youths playfully dragged desperate Wen Ran back to the man wall. At the front crossing, 
there was an arched carriage waiting over there, its two windows covered with black cloth. The young 
loafers pushed her into the carriage, and then two men jumped into and locked the door from the inside. 


The carriage started slowly. Wen Ran was very scared in the dark, yet unable to get out. A while later, 
from outside the carriage suddenly came a grand bell. The special bell, broad with a little clear unvoiced 
sound, was easy to be recognized as the violet gold Fo’en Bell in the Jidu Nunnery. Empress Wu Zetian 
had practiced Dharma here; the bell was cast in violet gold, so the sound was quite different from that 
of other temple bells. 


Suddenly, she calmed down. 


It was not because the powers of the Buddha, but she suddenly realized that she was not completely 
desperate. 


Jidu Nunnery was located in Anye Fang, where Wen Ran often came to send incense and was familiar 
with the paths around. As soon as she heard the bell, she immediately figured out where she was- 





probably on the west side of Anye Fang, close to An’ren Fang where she had planned to go while there 
was only Rosefinch Street in between. 


Rosefinch Street was a north-south road in central Chang’an, about one hundred steps wide, leading 
straight to imperial palace. “If | have the opportunity to run on the Royal Road, | may be able to escape.” 


Thinking of that, Wen Ran sat straight against the wall of the carriage, and her hands, in the dark, felt a 
loose nail in the floor crack. 


It was in her nature to never give up easily. 


* 


With a cry of repression to the extreme, Cao Poyan jerked forward, his eyes red. The stick in his mouth 
was almost bitten off. 


The bamboo craftsman extracted a section of dark and bloody arrow shaft with a sharp knife. He put 
down the knife, and then completed the stitching, dressing and wrapping expertly. 


“The headless arrow won’t endanger your life, but your elbow can’t move for months.” The craftsman 
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his forehead. 


Meanwhile, there came the sound of footsteps outside, and a sullen man came in. He had a typical 
Turkic appearance: chapped horse face and bushy white brows. He was wearing a floor length, plain silk 
robe with a bailing bucket-like hood which was not the style of Tang or Hu clothes. 


“General Yousha.” Cao Poyan and the bamboo craftsman bowed together to pay respect. 


Yousha was not a name, but an official title in Turk. Royal members were assigned to take over different 
territories, those who controlled the east were called Zuosha, and the west Yousha; they had enormous 
powers. If the Tang court knew that such a big shot actually hid in Chang’an, it would certainly cause a 
great storm. 


Yousha glanced at Cao Poyan’s wound on his elbow, “I’ve just got the news. The fifteen warriors came 
with you were already dead.” Cao Poyan flopped down on his knees and ashamedly held the knife 
nearby against his heart, “It’s all my faults, and | would die for my sin.” 


Wolf guards were the most loyal bodyguards of Khan. They were ordered to sneak into Chang’an and 
had never intended to return to the grasslands alive. However, they should have sacrificed their life in 
exchange of hundreds of times that of the Tang people to serve Khan. Dying in a broken warehouse was 
indeed a great waste. 


Yousha sneered, “What right do you have to decide your life? It belongs to Khan.” He took the sharp 
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wrist. It meant taking the spirit of the guilty on the grasslands. From that moment on, Cao Poyan was 
completely dead, leaving only a shell that had to obey any command. 
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2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Cao Poyan lowered his head in silence. This Yousha had the noble blood of Ashinas family and was the 
one in charge of this mission in Chang'an. He now represented Khan, also the master of Cao Poyang's 
fate. 


Yousha threw the saber and raised his hand, "Leave Fang map to me. I'll let someone else take care of it. 
Now there is something else you have to do." 


"What?" Cao Poyan raised his head in surprise. 


"| just got word in. Family of Wang Zhongsi, Provincial governor of Shuofang, is in the city. Now go 
kidnap his daughter, chop off her fingers and have them delivered to the military camps in grasslands, 
one by one," said Yousha with blatant cruelty hanging at the corner of his mouth. 


Wang Zhongsi was the nightmare to Turk, the one that suffocated all Turks and the one hated most by 
Turks. Now that Wolf Guards were here in Chang'an, it would be so inappropriate not to pay "tribute" to 
him. 


Yet Cao Poyan was worried with a deep frown. They had long been preparing for this mission and now 
was right the time to implement their plan. They couldn't bear to stand such a change on a whim. And 
there was one thing that he didn't point out. Cui Liulang was the one Yousha had chosen as their guide 
but he turned out to be a spy of Tang. He wasn't suspecting Yousha of colluding with Tang but only 
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they barely initiated the plan. Yet he himself had to take all the blames of this. 


This General Yousha had the same defect as most of the Turkish nobles, careless and arrogant, which 
wouldn't pose a big issue in grasslands, but apparently wouldn't make him a good commander for what 
they were going to do in Chang'an. 


Cao Poyan fought hard to suppress these thoughts before he kowtowed in respect, "This engagement in 
West Market had already alerted Tang, who might have already set a trap for us. Your humble 
subordinate worries that such a change at such a critical moment might bring about new problems to 
our great plan." 


Yousha pulled a sullen face. This idea was a sudden inspiration of his genius yet was now suspected by 
this lowly wolf guard! 


“Shut up!” fumed Yousha with a violent wave of his sleeve. “The sharp fangs of Wolf Guards are what 
value the most, not plausible tongues.” 


Cao Poyan intended to refute but was stopped and kicked over to the ground by Yousha who, if with a 
whip in hand, would even give this arrogant Wolf Guard a sound slashing. 
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apologize for his offence. Yet his fists were clenched tight, his eyes brimming with flames of rage and 
unwillingness as a necklace of colorful stones that seemed to be the work of a child dropped out from 
his collar. 


Yousha dismissed Cao Poyan, turned to push the door and walked into a spacious workshop where 
about a dozen Turks were busy with woodworking. Unlike the usual Wolf Guards that were robust, 
these carpenters were hunchbacked with a pair of hands covered by calluses. 


Such woodworkers were priceless for grasslands yet now were kept in a narrow workshop, working like 
a horse. Around them were a dozen patrolling Wolf Guards with sharp eyes. 


Bamboos were cut into poles of about one meter long after the leaves were removed. On the two sides 
of each pole drilled ten tiny holes about 3 centimeters in size before they were placed obliquely against 
the wall under the window. About five or six other woodworkers were loading lanterns to carts, which 
were of the same bulk but varied in designs such as gourd, peach, bat, cloud, etc. All with a round hole 
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Yousha clapped his hands and began his speech after all woodworkers stopped and turned to look at 
him. 


“Khan is watching you through my eyes.” As those words were spoken, all woodworkers kneeled on one 
knee with their right hand on their left chest and their heads bowed. 


“Many years ago, everything in this city, women or herds, was at our mercy. Now we have to hole up in 
the grasslands as Tang and Uighur enslave us. But this time, we’re going to reclaim the glory of our 
ancestors. We set off from the canopied yurts, ride through the winds and storms, and cross the swords 
and arrows. Hatred is the best and the only ride that will bring us to Chang’an. Every one of us is the 
envoy of Khan’s fury and the flame of revenge. Now, we’ve sneaked into the center of our enemy like 
snakes and we will dug graves with the bricks of their houses. The sun will not always shine upon our 
enemy’s meadow where there is bound to suffer snowstorms.” 


Yousha was eloquent. Though his voice was low, he made himself clearly heard in the room and aroused 
the high spirits of all. 


“| just checked the speed of your woodworking. Still not fast enough. This is not grey tent nor calf cart 
we’re taking about. You’re making the great Kailu Hodo! Come on and work harder to build it a perfect 
body. Its soul is about to enter Chang’an. When the sun sets and the soul and body unite as one, we will 
witness as it lands in Chang’an, swallowing all residents in this city, be it the adult men at the prime of 
their years, the elderly, women or children. Not a bone will be left. Your names will then be 
remembered, bearing far greater glory than even the bravest warriors in grasslands. Your children will 
be blessed and protected by our ancestors and the deceased.” 


Yousha nearly roared as he spoke out the last sentence of the speech. In the eyes of woodworkers and 
Wolf Guards flickered the murderous light of extreme excitement and craze. Daring not to hail loudly, 
they all thumped their chest, stamped their feet and shouted “Kailu Hodo” rhythmically in a low voice. 
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south. 


Cao Poyan stayed alone in the inner room, also in the half-kneeling position with hand on chest. Yet 
compared to the excited members outside, he just listened to Yousha’s speech with a cold face. 


Finishing the last round of speech to stimulate the men, Yousha left the workshop after a few orders. 


Before the front door of the bamboo workshop was a narrow alley leading to the main street. Yousha 
walked slowly as he lifted his hood over to cover his Turkish face, exposing the cross mark embroidered 
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He then presented a completely different image when he stepped on the main street: An amicable and 
genial looking priest who would always clasp hands and bless whoever passing by, “May the merciful 
god be with you.” 


* KK 


The horse galloped like a flash and a bamboo slip was thrown to Zhang Xiaojing, who immediately 
grabbed it. 


Meanwhile, Yao Runeng hurried over after gathering the information from those watching over Yuzhen 
Fang. The Hu merchant was quick in action and immediately sent five servants to five other shops after 
Zhang Xiaojing left. Then the five shops sent their servants to more shops. It was all due to Yao Runeng’s 
shocking ability of deploying the hands that they could easily get all the names of the shops. 


Now Zhang Xiaojing had two lists, one the merchants who had Fang maps, the other the merchants who 
were on close contacts with Turks. A simple comparison between the two and he could easily spot the 
most suspicious ones. 


It was indeed a miracle for Jing’an Department to manage something important as this in such a short 
time. 


“Sicheng Li is a man of great wits,” praised Zhang Xiaojing after scanning the lists. Having been the 
general for the Indecent for so many years who had cracked countless cases, he knew from the deep 
bottom from his heart that truth usually lay in the documents that everyone had access to, not those 
secret anecdotes unknown to all. The only thing mattered was if you had the ability to find it, which was 
the “Great Art of Documents”. Li Bi had specially gathered officials who excelled in looking for 
information through the documents, which was indeed what was needed most for the current situation. 
Li Bi had such a deep insight to things. 


Zhang Xiaojing then began to assign the tasks after gesturing the watchtower that he had received the 
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There were four shops most suspectable, which, though all lay in West Market, were in different 
locations. Therefore, Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Runeng had to split up for the investigation. 





Before they parted, Yao Runeng respectively sought Zhang Xiaojing's advice as to how to achieve their 
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"Kill whoever stands in your way. Simple as that," replied Zhang as he clenched his fist and thumped 
slightly on his chest. 


Yao Runeng had met tough constables through his years as criminal catcher, but never had he ever seen 
anyone solving a case as rudely as Zhang Xiaojing did. Zhang gave others the impression of a heavy 
hammer that would smash the vase to get golds hidden in it. He just didn't have the patience to 
cautiously take the golds out with hands. And Yao Runeng had a weird feeling that Zhang would still take 
the blunt resort even if given sufficient time. 


"You think it inhuman and cruel, don't you?" sneered Zhang Xiaojing as he pointed the pedestrians 
around them. "First lesson: Your mercy towards enemies would bring cruelty and destruction to 
common civilians." 


"The thing is we don't know if they are truly our enemies." 
"Whoever refuses to cooperate is our enemy." 


Zhang Xiaojing first went to a gold and silver ware called Xifu with an owner from Kang (Now Samarkand, 
Uzbekistan). Xifu was enlisted as a suspect because it was frequently involved in bulky trades by offering 
loans. 


The passage paper Cao Poyan used to enter West Market also stated Kang as his origin and had the seal 
from local government. Such papers were hard to get unless with the help from Kang noblemen. Kang 
had the blood of Turks, and it was hard to say that the two weren't plotting this together despite their 
long separation of ruling. 


That wasn't about discrimination. In the four shops being suspected, two were run by Tang people while 
the rest were Hu merchants owned. Contrary to Honglu Temple, Jing'an Department was used to 
suspecting anyone of bearing most malicious intentions. 


Xifu located in the northwestern corner of the third cross street in West Street, a most prosperous place 
where several streets and roads intersected. The front door was unique in design with two pillars 
painted in black, on which inlaid patterns of dragons flying through clouds. 


Zhang Xiaojing lifted the curtain and stepped into the shop. It was quiet without any guest. Upon 
entering, he was greeted by a crescent-shaped stage that was one head taller than people of average 
height. Thus, he could only saw the empty stage without any view to the back. Zhang Xiaojing pulled the 
copper bell hanging by the side of the stage and soon an old man of Hu appearance, wearing long 
whiskers, poked his head out of the backstage and looked down at Zhang Xiaojing without expression. 





2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 
“Money or ware bartering?” asked the old man in a cold tone. 


Zhang Xiaojing knocked three times on the stage with his fingers then took out his identity card, “Official 
affairs. You’re the shop owner?” 
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Zhang Xiaojing came straight to the point, “You’re suspected of secretly keeping Fang map and colluding 
with Turks. We’re here to search the shop.” 


It was a serious accusation yet the old man remained calm without any expression before he replied in 
an unhurried manner, “We only sell gold and silver wares. There isn’t such a thing as secretly keeping 
Fang map nor colluding with Turks on my own initiative.” He spoke with Tang language in such a fluent 
manner that not a bit accent was detected. 


“V’ll know it after the search.” 


The wrinkles on the shop owner’s face twitched before he stared at Zhang Xiaojing, “This old man is 
quite familiar with the magistrate of Jingzhao Office, you should go ask His Lordship first.” 


Shops like this usually offered loans to officials of various ranks at court, which bought them quite some 
vast and strong backers that would normally frighten away average petty officials. 


Zhang Xiaojing was planning to force the truth out from the old man as a trace of fierceness flashed 
across his eyes when one of the Indecent hurried into the shop while shouting, “Commandant Zhang, 
yellow smoke on!” 


With a frown, Zhang Xiaojing lifted the curtain and walked out. Pedestrians on the street all halted their 
steps and discussed heatedly over the northwestern sky. Looking up, Zhang Xiaojing saw two beams of 
smoke shooting up high into the sky, one thick in black, the other faint in yellow, entangling together. It 
was indeed eye-catching. 


The smoke originated from the direction where Yao Runeng went, the direction where FarFortune Trade 
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had a close connection with Turk that rendered it even more suspicious than Xifu Gold & Silver Ware. 


The yellow smoke was from the fire smoke by members of Jing’an Department, which signified 
emergency that required immediate aid. Yao Runeng excelled in Kung Fu and had brought around eight 
Indecent with him, which followed that he must have met someone extremely difficult to deal with. 





VViivamaat-lemeaelel-4aim (amen) lalcpuAgt-lom.¢r-lo)|lalcmlaalaatclelt-in-ihvm-x-laal-)a-vom-1| maalm [ale(-le-1almr-]cel0l ale W-lalem al-t-[e[-1e| 
straight to where the smoke rose. After running for just one block, Zhang Xiaojing halted his steps 
abruptly, nearly being knocked by the man following closely behind. 


A trace of doubt flashed by his mind as he recalled what the shop owner of Xifu had said: There is no 
such a thing as to secretly keeping Fang map nor colluding with Turks on my own initiative. 


Did he imply that he had been forced, passively, to do it? 


Come to think of it, the old man’s awkwardness in mentioning the magistrate of Jingzhao Office had 
been an obscure way of saying: Please report this to the government? 


With a smack, Zhang Xiaojing patted heavily on his own face in chagrin. ‘Only a short period of 
imprisonment should have clouded my judgement as this? If it were years ago, | should be able to notice 
that right away!” 


“You go and see if Yao Runeng needs any help. I’ll go back for a check.” 
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drew out the inch-crossbow and placed it firmly on his left elbow while his right hand grabbed tight at 
the saber hanging by his waist before he stepped into the shop. 


The shop was quiet as usual. The old man wasn’t there to greet the guest. Zhang Xiaojing, with great 
caution, scanned the whole room before he walked to where the end of the stage and the pillars met. 
Kicking open the door on the side, he edged in while keeping his crossbow aimed at the stage. 


At the backstage Zhang Xiaojing saw the old man leaning against the foot-pad by the wooden wall, his 
head tilting torpidly to the side and his eyes wide open. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked over and squatted down, reaching his hand to feel the old man’s pulse by the 
neck, only to find him dead. He then turned the body over and found a deep wound by the old man’s 
waist. 


Obviously, there had been a man holding a sharp weapon against the old man from behind as he talked 
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Xiaojing through implicit hints. Pity that Zhang Xiaojing failed to notice those which led to the old man’s 
death. 


Zhang Xiaojing’s eyes darkened as he held the crossbow more firmly and walked to the back of the shop. 
He had only left for less than fifteen minutes, so the murder might not have the chance to leave. 


Behind the stage was a messy long room in which a desk was placed in the middle. On it scattered 
several rolls of account books, scales and scissors. There were many sandalwood shelves by the desk 
with gold and silver wares of different designs that all were kept shiny. 


About a dozen cases covered by hide were on the ground with some of the lids half lifted revealing the 
dazzling gold coins of different countries. 





In addition to selling gold and silver ware, Xifu was also a place where golds and currencies of other 
nations such as Ancient Rome, Persia, Arab Empire, etc. were collected for the exchange of Tang coins 
and goods, and vice versa, which explained the large amount of currencies of various nations. 


Shop assistants and guards lay dead among the piles of golds, their bodies all stabbed right through the 
heart to keep the least bleeding. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked through the messy crime scene as he roughly replayed what had happened: Wolf 
Guard rushed into the shop and was killing shop assistants and guards when he stepped in. In 
emergency, the Wolf Guard threatened the shop owner to bluff it out and killed him immediately after 
the alarm was cleared. 


Wolf Guards were far more ferocious than Jing'an Department had assumed as they hadn't intended to 
negotiate at the very beginning. Zhang Xiaojing took a deep breath to ease his mind when he saw an 
unlocked door at the end of the room, on which dangled a lock with a flower-patterned key inserted. It 
should be the secret chamber where the most valuable were kept. Zhang Xiaojing pulled by the 
doorknob when he approached the door but failed to open it. So he pushed gently, only to feel slight 
resistance followed by clanging sounds of gold ware from inside the door. 
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staircase leading deep down into the cellar where now lay a marigold cup distorted from the fall. 


The intruder was seasoned to place a gold ware by the door which would fall down the steps to alarm 
should anyone else push it. Zhang Xiaojing retightened the string of his crossbow before he stepped 
down the staircase. At the bottom of the steps was a narrow path that revealed dim lamplight by the 
turn. 

He pressed himself against the wall, slowly extended his crossbow, then darted forward. 

No one was there. 

Only a candle was lit on the wall. 

By the dime candlelight, Zhang Xiaojing soon got a complete view of the room. 

It was a small room with a few but precious items that all sparkled under the light. He lowered his head 
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open drawer was empty. 


“Shit!” cursed Zhang Xiaojing in a low voice. 


Apparently, the shop owner had kept the Fang map inside the tea case but it had already been taken by 
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That was, by no means, good news. 
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person to crouch out. Apparently, it was the secret tunnel that the shop owner had prepared for 





emergency escape. Merchants were always cunning in nature. Zhang Xiaojing assumed that the intruder 
must have left through this tunnel when hearing the alarm. 


Zhang immediately dashed to the tunnel when he halted abruptly to take off his coat and threw it into 
the tunnel after rolling it into a ball. The next second, an arrow shot right into the rolled coat after the 
sound of a string being pulled. Without delay, Zhang Xiaojing shot two successive arrows into the tunnel. 
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himself hid inside. Should anyone rush to the entrance of the tunnel, he rendered himself an easy target 
with his body completely blocking the candlelight. 


However, crossbows could only allow single shot each time. Zhang Xiaojing’s coat had bought him the 
chance to shoot two arrows before the wolf guard did the second. In the narrow tunnel, there was no 
way that wolf guard could dodge them. 


Zhang Xiaojing jumped into the tunnel without delay and heard the scurry of feet in the dark. It seemed 
that his arrows didn’t bring any fatal injury to his enemy. Zhang Xiaojing chased closely behind as he 
loaded his crossbow. However, there came a sudden sting under his feet. He hurried to lift his leg and 
bend down to touch the ground, only to feel a dozen of iron caltrops scattering along the tunnel. Should 
he run a bit faster, these iron caltrops would impale his whole feet! While he was checking the ground, 
the intruder took the opportunity to distance himself from Zhang Xiaojing. 
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Zhang Xiaojing swept away the iron caltrops and shot into the darkness as he shouted, “Stay down and 
surrender!” Yet the wolf guard ran even faster upon the words. 


The tunnel was narrow with many turns. Luckily, this was the only path without any sideway. The 
intruder ran desperately forward, scattering iron caltrops randomly along the way that annoyingly 
slowed down Zhang Xiaojing who chased closely behind. While the intruder’s staggering footsteps 
indicated that he was seriously hurt by the arrows. 


The run and chase lasted for quite a while before Zhang Xiaojing saw a beam of sunlight. The exit, a dry 
well, was only meters away with a wood ladder against the wall. On the ladder climbed a man who 
already reached the top when Zhao Xiaojing reached the bottom. The intruder tried to push down the 
ladder but failed as the well was simply too narrow. He then smashed the empty crossbow at Zhang 
Xiaojing, who, however, dodged away and shot an arrow up. But it missed. Then Zhang Xiaojing threw 
away his crossbow and began to climb the ladder. However, his head nearly crashed into a windlass 
when he tried to get out of the well. 


The exit was disguised as a deserted well with all that was necessary for getting water. The very moment 
Zhang Xiaojing climbed out, he drew his Zhang Dao (Lit. barrier dagger about 15-20cm long) out and 
lifted it against his ear to prevent possible attack. This dagger was shorter and lighter than Heng Dao (a 
type of Tang broadsword about 60-80cm long), more suitable for close combat as in the narrow space 
around the well. 


Nothing happened. The intruder had already run away, seemingly aware that he would lose when 
confronting Zhang Xiaojing. 





Zhang Xiaojing, by the length and direction of the tunnel, concluded that this should be somewhere in 
Huaiyuan Fang, south of West Market. The shop owner was remarkable to dig out a tunnel across Fangs. 


Huaiyuan Fang was a place where quite a few Hu people gathered. Great trouble would ensue should 
the intruder hide himself among the crowd. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked around and immediately followed the footprints on the grass. 


The well lied in the backyard of a temple enshrining the God of Huayue Mountain, a folk-built temple 
without even walls. Thus, the front door of the temple led straight to the main street of Fang. In the 
time of Lantern Festival, quite a few neighboring folks came to offer incenses. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked to the front of the temple and saw the civilians rebuking and cursing as they 
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man lying on the ground cursing with his horsewhip pointing to a direction. Apparently, the young man’s 
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Zhang Xiaojing looked sullen. With a horse, the wolf guard would easily run away. Thinking of that, 
Zhang Xiaojing dashed to the street and stopped a single-thill carriage. The driver, startled, immediately 


lifted his horsewhip but was kicked off the carriage by Zhang Xiaojing. 


Zhang Xiaojing shouted when a girl poked her head out of the carriage in fright, “Jing’an Department in 
duty, your horse is requisitioned.” 


The girl was so scared that she covered her chest and shrank back. 


Zhang Xiaojin cut the ropes connecting the horse and the shaft of the carriage, mounted the horseback, 
bear without saddlery, and tightened his legs to urge the horse to run after the Turkish Wolf Guard. 





2. Wu Chu (11:00-11:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


With densely population and crowded roads in Huaiyuan Fang, even the fast horse couldn’t speed up. 
Zhang Xiaojing soon saw the figure galloping ahead. The guy rode quite well, and down vendors all the 
way, causing a series of cries and roars, but still kept speed. 
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so no matter how he whipped it, he could only keep up to three or four peoples away with the Turk. He 
could see the scarf wrapped in the Turk’s head, but he could not get closer. 


The two horses galloped down the street after each other, and alternated between sudden halt and 
sharp turns, kicking up a lot of dust. Pedestrians and carriages had to dodge them, causing more riots. 
The chaos finally alerted the security guards in Fang. Two guards, armed with wooden forks used to stop 
the frightened horse, forked from both sides of the street toward the horse’s head. The Turkic wolf 

guard turned his right leg and sharply reined the horse back. With a neigh, the horse raised front hooves, 
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Though a small barrier, it had bought enough time for Zhang Xiaojing. He dashed forward a few steps 
closer, pulled a smoke bomb out of his waist and threw it out. The bomb contained white phosphorus, 
sulfur, reeds, rosin, camphor, etc, which self-ignited in the wind, smoking while burning. It was originally 
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The flying bomb fell right into the bag hung around the front saddle. The young man who was robbed of 
the horse may be literati on the way to inquire for some bigwig, so he had put a bunch of poems in the 
pocket. The burning bomb immediately ignited these papers. Yellow smoke billowed out of the bag like 
a flowing flag on horseback. 
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nowhere to hide; If he spared one hand to untie the bag, which was tied to the saddle with leather ropes, 
his speed would inevitably be greatly affected. The bastard chasing after him wouldn’t miss a chance. 


He looked back subconsciously and was startled by the chilling sneer in the pursuer’s single eye. He was 
quite familiar with that sort of stare, which belonged to the most dangerous lone wolf on the grasslands. 


The wolf guard went all out to run a few steps and suddenly drew a dagger to stab along the horse’s ear 
into skull. The horse collapsed with a neigh of pain; the wolf guard took the chance to jump into a side 
lane. The huge body of the horse blocking the lane entrance formed a perfect roadblock. Zhang Xiaojing, 
who arrived later, had to hold his reins back and stop. 


He was not worried. Watchtower in Huaiyuan Fang would beat warning drum at the sight of the yellow 
smoke, with it the security guards would immediately close the gates of the Fang. Next, he could catch 
the Turkic wolf guard like shooting fish in a barrel. He didn’t believe that the wolf guard could find 
another hidden passage across the Fang. 





The two security guards who stopped the horse ran over gasping. Zhang Xiaojing showed his identity 
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there was any building on the other side of the lane. The guard hesitated and said yes. 


“What’s that?” 
“Temple of Xianism (Zoroastrianism),” the guard worriedly scratched his head. 


Walking to the end of the lane, it suddenly widened into a square about two hundred steps wide with 
open view. Right in the center of the square stood a two-story temple. The temple had white walls, red 
tiles and arches all around, the structure of which was different from that in the Central Plains. The door 
was engraved with three statues of camels standing on the lotus with discs on their backs, fire in the 
discs, and bird-shaped priests on both sides. 


The rooftop of Zoroastrian temple was covered with red flame-shaped tiles. Overlapping layers of tiles 
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As Zhang Xiaojing and security guards rushed into the square, the worshippers there were already noisy. 
Zoroastrianism didn’t build temple or preach in Chang’an. This temple was for the worship of Hu 
believers in Chang’an only. Therefore, almost all the people gathered there were Hu people. 


At this time, they all looked at the temple in fright. Zhang Xiaojing narrowed his single eye and saw the 
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edged white robe with two red bands crossed his chest. 


The guards’ faces clouded and said that he was official Xianzheng of the temple, and his status was 
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followers in Huaiyuan Fang. Zhang Xiaojing slightly nodded, looking over carefully. It was only now that 
he saw the face of the Turkic wolf guard. That was not Cao Poyan; the man had flat face like a pancake, 
narrow eyes and a big brandy nose. 


Zoroastrianism was also widespread among Turkic people; but seen from the ferocious look of the wolf 
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Zhang Xiaojing came up to the doorstep of the temple, and surprisingly spoke in fluent Turkic, “You are 
surrounded. If you give up and let the hostage go, | promise you to get the due courtesy of the 
Warriors.” 


The Turkic wolf guard held a dagger against Xianzheng’s throat, speaking in a toneless voice, “Only Khan 
is able to appraise the name of the brave.” Zhang Xiaojing snorted as he thought to himself, “The wolf 
guards selected to Chang’an are Khan diehards. It’s harder to persuade them to surrender than the 
Emperor to stay away from women. Only a few words don’t work.” 


But there were means for him, the former commandant of the Indecent, to deal with the hostage taking. 


Zhang Xiaojing sneered and moved forward, “You’re gonna die, but your name won’t. Next, we will 
announce that you have confessed all the secrets between Khan and imperial court and personally led 





the way for Tang army. Soon the entire grasslands will know that it was you who betrayed the tribe and 
shamed the wolf guards.” 


“Bullshit! You can’t know my name!” the Turkic wolf guard growled. 
“Try me then” 


Zhang Xiaojing pointed his knife at the other’s crotch and pierced through the air, laughing with 
viciousness twinkling in his only eye. The wolf guard suddenly felt his throat getting dry and his wrist 
began to tremble. 


There was an extremely secret ceremony for the Turkic wolf guards. A soldier to be a wolf guard would 
get service of a beautiful female servant to make him fully erect, and then his penis would be carved 
with a special name. When the penis hung down, a wolf name came out; when it was erect, his real 
name was revealed. The Turks believed that the penis symbolized a powerful life, which would give a 
warrior one more life. The wolf guard didn’t know where Zhang Xiaojing heard the ceremony, but he 
realized if his body fell into the hands of the one-eyed man, it wouldn’t meet a good end. 


“Let the hostage go, you can die nobly, or your name will ignominiously live in every Turk forever.” 


Zhang Xiaojing stopped at a distance of five steps away from the two of them. He was waiting, waiting 
for fear to grow in the wolf guard’s heart. Xianzheng kept his eyes closed and was muttering to himself, 
begging for mercy or praying. 


The worshippers looked at their confrontation nervously; someone even knelt down, gathered a small 
fire, and threw in spices and oils. As Zoroastrianism respected fire and worshipped Vulcan, this move 
spawned many followers. For the moment a dozen small fires rose around the temple, and prayers grew. 


It was then that a loud scream came from the square, 
“Give me my horse!” 


A figure jumped out of the crowd and threw himself at the Turkic wolf guard. The wolf guard was 
already in an extremely nervous state. Facing this sudden attack, he subconsciously responded with his 
wrist. A blood slit appeared at Xianzheng’s neck; he started to choke and fell forward on the ground. The 
figure crashed into the wolf guard again, knocking him down the steps. 


And an uproar erupted in the crowd. The Zoroastrianism worshippers first screamed in horror, and then 
they instantly came to surround the falling wolf guard. They kept swearing at him, kicking him. Zhang 
Xiaojing rushed over, but the angry worshippers were completely out of control, crowding in chaos. 
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knocked down finally. 


At this moment, dozens of strong men in black clothes rushed out of the lane, Yao Ru’neng the first. 
They were not local guard, but Indecent from Chang’an County. They saw yellow smoke coiling here and 
came to help. They came in with Sais in hand, quickly divided and dispersed worshippers, whoever 
resisted would be beaten by Sais, and soon the riot was slapped down. 





But this was only temporary. Most of the people refused to leave; they gathered around and talked 
loudly, waiting for a reasonable explanation from the court. It was a terrible accident that a Xianzheng 
was killed under the glare of the public. 


Despite of this, Zhang Xiaojing approached and saw the wolf guard lying on the ground with bleeding 
face and distorted body; he was beaten to death. Zhang Xiaojing searched over the dead body, suddenly, 
his face fell. 


The map was gone. 


Even with a very strong heart, Zhang Xiaojing couldn’t help breaking out in a cold sweat. There had been 
so many people around the wolf guard in the past chaos, maybe some rats stole his stationery bag on 
the spur of the moment, which was the best of luck. If the Turkic spies took the Fang map out of the 
confusions.... He quickly looked around, but only saw crowded hostile faces that could not be 
distinguished. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked back, annoyed, and saw the disrupter kneeling before Xianzheng, completely at a 
loss. Zhang Xiaojing recognized him as the young man who had his horse taken away by the wolf guard. 


“What’s your name?” Zhang Xiaojing struggled to hold his anger back. 

“Cen Shen from Xianzhou,” the young man stared back. 

“Why did you kill him?” 

Cen Shen laughed with angry, “He grabbed my horse on the street, why can’t | go after it?” Suddenly he 
was Sad and cried, “That’s fine he took it away, why did he kill it? Lu Mei has been a nice companion for 
so many years, and is killed in the corner of the lane....” He went on with a sudden pause, “Gold can be 


compensated for my horse. How about my poems? They are also burned out?” 


No time to listen to his nagging, Zhang Xiaojing said to Yao Ru’neng with a somber look, “Take this guy 
and the wolf guard’s body away.” 


“By the way, what’s wrong with FarFortune Trade?” 


“Alas, you don’t wanna know. Horses in the FarFortune Trade took fright and bolted. It so happened 
that these horses had no licenses and came upon us. Upon identifying ourselves, we were mistaken for 
anti-smuggling officers from West Market and caught up in fighting without a word....” Yao Ru’neng 
explained helplessly as he felt the new narrow wound on his forehead. 


Zhang Xiaojing titled his head and suddenly heard dub-a-dubs from the distant watchtower before he 
could spoke. That was a reminder of order from Jing’an Department. They both looked up to the 
watchtower, and the scout upstairs soon started waving flag. Yao Ru’neng hastened to translate; his 
face became weird as the translation progressed. 


Zhang Xiaojing asked, “Who gave the order? Is that Sicheng Li?” 


“Nope, Sicheng Li is just a deputy. This order is personally issued by Supervisor He.” 





“Who’s it?” 

“Eh, you don’t know him? He is the boss of Jing’an Department-He Zhizhang.” 

Zhang Xiaojing’s face changed slightly upon the name, “What’s his order?” 

When Yao Ru’neng finished translating the order, he was completely stunned. Luckily the order from the 
watchtower was repeated three times. He promptly translated it again, nothing was wrong. He looked 


at Zhang Xiaojing, bewildered, 


“Immediately withdraw Zhang Xiaojing’s post as Commandant of Jing’an Department and bring him 
back...” 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 
Wu Zheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3. 
Guangde Fang, Chang'an County, Chang'an. 


Standing at the center of the hall of Jing'an Department, He Zhizhang with a copper square seal in hand 
seemed calm and peaceful. Li Bi, standing opposite to He Zhizhang, kept shooting flying arrows at the 
other with his sharp glances, but this could not even exert the slightest effect on this old man. 
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heads bowed. 


At this time, the messenger outside ran into the hall. He first glanced at Li Bi then at the seal in He 
Zhizhang's hand. With some hesitation, he greeted He Zhizhang with his hands folded and reported in a 
gruff voice, "The watchtower of Huaiyuan Fang reports that they have Commandant Zhang under 
control and are sending him back now." 


He lowered his voice on purpose; however, what he said was still heard clearly by all present in the hall. 


This was the exact effect that He Zhizhang wanted. He nodded satisfactorily and said to Li Bi in a serious 
tone, "Changyuan, do not blame me for holding you back with the power of this Department seal. But 
you are too impetuous. How dare you appoint a man sentenced to death as Jing'an Commandant? A 
person who committed an unforgivable crime of assassinating his superior! If words get around, the 
impeaching paper from censors could bury you alive!" 


Li Bi, with horsetail whisk in hand, snorted, "Tomorrow? Maybe there is no tomorrow for Chang'an." 


"Alas, Chang Yuan...... of course | know you have the gut to shoulder your responsibilities but what about 
those who serve at Lan Tai (Palace Library)? And what about the Prime Ministers? Even if they were well 
aware of your plan, they wouldn't care." He Zhizhang emphasized on this, "Why do you think | come 
back in such a hurry? Because Prime Minister Li has heard some news about the failure of this operation 
and tried to take command of Jing'an Department! For now, | still can overpower him. But if he knows 
that you have bet the fate of Chang'an on a man sentenced to death, there will be a great clamor. By 
that time, even | cannot withstand all the pressure." 


Seeing Li Bi keep his mouth shut, He Zhizhang changed his tone and said gently, "On the court, there are 
traps all around. Any carelessness can lead to a fiasco. I'm already 86 and care no more. But you are 
young and you must value your life and future!" 


He Zhizhang explained many things in one breath, opening his heart to Li Bi, who, however was not a bit 
swayed and refuted, "Every lecture you give here just makes the Turks get one step closer to success." Li 
Bi took a glance at the corner of the hall and the water in the silver hourglass was still dropping down 
pitilessly. 





He Zhizhang talked back, "| never said that we should give up on catching those Turks. | just hear that 
man's resentment to the government even shows between lines. How could you trust him like this?" 


"| do not trust him, but now he is the best......no, the only option we have." 


"Chang'an is the hub where talents of the whole country gathered. And not even one of them can 
compete with a man sentenced to death!" He Zhizhang changed his tone again and sounded very harsh, 
"You have made one mistake that places so heavy pressure on Jing'an Department. And now, the 
current circumstances cannot afford another mistake of yours." 


At this time, Li Bi stepped forward and said with determination, "You just want to keep the command of 
Jing'an Department, but | want the safety of Chang'an!" 


Right at this moment, the messenger stepped into the hall for the second time and reported with his 
gruff voice, "Report, Jing'an Commandant Zhang Xiaojing and others have arrived at the gate." 


With a wave of his sleeve, He Zhizhang said, "No need to send him in. Just take back his identity card and 
escort him back to Chang'an County." 


Then Li Bi suddenly shouted, "Wait a moment!" 


"Changyuan!" The dissatisfaction was obvious in He Zhizhang's tone. However, Li Bi continued, "Just 
now smoke rose from West Market and Huaiyuan Fang, which definitely implies vital progress. So why 
not call him in to explain the matter before drawing any conclusion?" He Zhizhang knew for sure that Li 
Bi was stalling, but he also knew that this was a critical time, so he, with a slight sigh, waved his hand to 
call in Zhang Xiaojing. 


But at the same time, he arranged four Lubi Sergeants to stand by. As soon as Zhang Xiaojing finished his 
debriefing, they could arrest him on the spot. 


He Zhizhang seldom intervened in the operation of the Department; but if Li Bi crossed the line, he 

would turn himself into a halter to drag this young man back. Certainly, they had to capture Wolf Guards, 
but only under the circumstances of leaving no excuse to their political opponents to attack Jing'an 
Department. 


All of this was for the safety of THAT person. 


With some clop-clop, Zhang Xiaojing entered the hall brashly without any should-be shock of a person 
who had gone throw a sudden discharge. He first winked at Tan Qi and then set his curious sights on 
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been well known for over twenty years during Kaiyuan and Tianbao Years. Just ten days ago, He 
Zhizhang declared that he had resigned from office and planned to return to his hometown. Before he 
left, the emperor held a special farewell banquet at Qingmen and all officers came to see him off, which 
was kind of a front-page cultural event in Chang'an. And Zhang Xiaojing could never expect to find that 
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Now he was in his eighties and when he resigned from office, he was already at the position of third 
ranked Yinqing Imperial Minister of State and also the Principal Supervisor of Palace Library— this was 
why others called him Supervisor He to show their respect. He was more than sufficient to fill in the post 
of the Chief of Jing'an Department. Obviously, the person who arranged this position for He Zhizhang did 
not expect him to accomplish something big but hoped that his experience and reputation would allow 
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Zhang Xiaojing smiled suddenly for the appearance of He Zhizhang dispersed the haze existing in his 
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The defense responsibility of Chang'an was allocated to Jinwu Guards, Jingzhao Office, Censorate, 
Jianmen Guards and other official institutes. Overlaps of responsibilities brought about numerous 
conflicts. And Jing'an Department popped out from just nowhere and was above all other official 
institutes. Without powerful man behind its back, there was no way it could achieve anything. 


He Zhizhang, besides being the Yinging Imperial Minister of State and the Principal Supervisor of Palace 
Library, he also held the post of the Crown Prince Guest. And Li Bi served the Eastern Palace as a literary 
officer. So, the person behind Jing'an Department was quite obvious. 


Now the Crown Prince was not living in the Eastern Palace, but one could be enlightened to some extent 
by the arrangement of the titles of these aides and staff. 


He Zhizhang caught the rude sights of Zhang Xiaojing, but he said nothing to condemn him. Instead, he 
just sat in repose with his eyes closed. 


Li Bi walked forward and asked Zhang Xiaojing to debrief. Zhang Xiaojing, after rubbing his jaw, told 
them the entire story. Li Bi changed into a solemn face and asked, "So, the Turk has got the map?" 


This was the only clue they had. If they lost it, Jing'an Department had no other options but to search all 
over the city. 


Zhang Xiaojing replied, "I'm not sure yet. But | have arranged Yao Runeng to block up the area around 
the temple of Zoroastrianism and to investigate door to door......" Without letting him finish his lines, He 
Zhizhang suddenly opened his eyes and asked sharply, "How dare you! Do you know how big a riot can 
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"| don't know and | don't care. My job is just to capture Wolf Guards of Turk." Zhang Xiaojing answered, 
being neither humble or pushy. 


"Then did you catch them?" 
"If you guys always call me in for asking these boring questions, then | definitely can't catch them." 


Li Bi was a bit pleased. There was always some irony in Zhang Xiaojing's words. And now it was the old 
man He Zhizhang's turn to suffer it. 





He Zhizhang frowned because this man was too rude. He raised his seal and planned to ask someone to 
take Zhang Xiaojing down and crane him for twenty times. Right at this time, the messenger came in for 
the third time. 


"Report, the Da Sabao (someone similar to the bishop) of Zoroastrianism asks to see you." 


People in the hall who were familiar with official circles couldn't help but feel shocked and worried. 
Most of the Hu people living in Chang'an were followers of Zoroastrianism. If disputes and conflicts 
happened, the believers alone could cause a big riot, and that was why the government was always 
prudent when it came to Zoroastrianism. 


Da Sabao was in charge of the temples in and around the capital and could exert a great influence on 
the society. The goal of his sudden visit was definitely to ask for a reasonable explanation for the matter. 


He Zhizhang gave a cold sneer. This innocent prisoner not only blew up the only lead they had but also 
stirred up so much trouble. He shot a glance at Li Bi and said, "Changyuan, this is the second mistake you 
make today." 


With that said, He Zhizhang turned to the guards, "Tie him up and take him away!" 


Li Bi, with dodging eyes, stood there embarrassedly. If Zhang Xiaojing really provoked the Zoroastrians, 
he had no way to take him under his wings even if he wanted to. After receiving this order, four wolf- or 
tiger-like guards bound Zhang Xiaojing down and then planned to push him out of the hall. Suddenly, 
there was a high-pitched grating sound of wooden leg rubbing the ground. When all people looked at 
the direction where the noise came from, they only saw that Xu Bin stood up with fear in his eyes. With 
all officials around him sitting on heels, Xu Bin was just like a big frog in a small pond. 


He Zhizhang just squinted at him. 


Facing the pressure given out by the Chief of Jing'an Department, Xu Bin was like treading on eggs. He 
wanted to defend for his friend but the tension made his stutter even worse. With sweats all over his 
forehead, he still couldn't manage to say even one word. After struggling for a long time, he finally gave 
up on talking; instead, he walked in a fast pace out of the crowd and to the side of Zhang Xiaojing — Xu 
Bin didn't think too much but it was him who recommended Zhang Xiaojing, his friend, to Jing'an 
Department, so it had to be him to escort his friend out. 


Supervisor He was such a big shot, so he shouldn't hold grudge against me for such a tiny little 
thing......Xu Bin thought that as he held Zhang Xiaojing's arm with his right hand and meanwhile 
apologized in a low voice, "I'm sorry." Zhang Xiaojing, with hands tied up behind his back, stayed calm 
and collected. For a man who had been sentenced to death, this was not the worst situation — he just 
went back to jail to wait for the day when his death sentence would be executed, just like before. 


But giving him the hope of living and then in a flash smashing it into pieces — this was even more cruel 
than killing him directly. 
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pondering over now was how to deal with Da Sabao. When he thought this thing a little bit deeper, he 





found that it was so strange for since when the Zoroastrians became so well-informed. This thing just 
happened and then the Da Sabao asked to see them — Could it be someone who had been waiting to 
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But unexpectedly, it was like that Zhang Xiaojing could read his mind and said with a smile, "Supervisor 
He, do not guess blindly. | let Yao Runeng break this news to him." 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 
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embroider the finest pony with Pingjin technique. She was leaning back against the carriage, two right 
fingers struggling to squeeze the slats, gripping the loose nail head, and twisting it slowly. Meanwhile, 
she silently remembered the directions and times the carriage turned. 


The carriage headed along the road smoothly, still very dark inside. The four guards, two on each side, 
sat and kept chatting. There was a fragrance pervading the carriage, which was emanated from the 
incense rack put sideways. The mixed incense of Wen’s had always been known for its rich and long- 
lasting aroma. 


Perhaps affected by the aroma, unconsciously, the excited guards tuned to talking about bawdy house, 
and one of them peeked back at Wen Ran’s plump breast. Wen Ran was furious and burst out screaming 
sharply. The guards had to give her a slap on the face to calm her down. When they returned to their 
seats, Wen Ran slowly drew her right hand back. She had just pulled the nail out of the gap under the 
cover of the scream. 


She clenched her fist in the dark with the sharp nail head coming out of her fingers. 


Awhile later, the coachman suddenly shouted aloud “whoa” to slow down the carriage. As it was 
Lantern Festival, the streets were too crowded that the carriage had to stop and go. 


Wen Ran’s eyes popped open and she sprang to her feet, punching the guard in the eye who had just 
offended her. As the guard screamed, Wen Ran draw back her wrist, revealing the bloody nails between 
her fingers. 


The other three guards were stunned for a moment. Then, Wen Ran pulled down the incense rack with 
another hand, the mixed incenses scattered all over the ground. The blocking was of great help in such a 
narrow carriage. Wen Ran rushed to the front of the carriage, raised the curtain, and gave a hard punch 
on the back of coachman’s head. 


Attacked by the iron nail, the coachman reined up the horse painfully-the carriage was turning, and the 
speeding horse was frightened to struggle, causing the frame to loose balance and the passengers turn 
upside down. Once determined, Wen Ran leaned to one side and rolled out of the carriage. Upon 
landing, she rolled over few times, and ran toward the east without stopping for a second. 


She had been calculating the position of the carriage, and estimated that they were near the side street 
between Zhiye Fang and Fengle Fang. Both of the Fangs were on the west side of Rosefinch Street, if she 
ran east along the side street, she would soon see Rosefinch Street. 


Two frightened and angry guards jumped out of the carriage to chase Wen Ran. They were strong and 
ran in long steps, soon drawing closer to her. The guard in front ran fastest and chased a hundred spaces, 





only one step away from her. The young loafer reached out to grab her hairs, sneering. Unexpectedly, 
We Ran suddenly turned to throw a bag of powder that splashed on his nose. 


That was a sachet she took before escaping from the carriage, in which were gods-calling rue incenses 
for Lady Wang. Although harmless to human, incense Wen’s produced was of perfect workmanship, 
grinded into fine powder. Powders got in the young loafers’ eyes so they had to stand there rubbing. 


Seizing the chance, Wen Ran jumped onto the Rosefinch Street. 


When she looked up and saw the golden spire of Jianfu Temple afar off across the street, hope rose in 
her heart. That was Anren Fang! 


While Wen Ran was on the Rosefinch Street, Da Sabao just walked into the Jing’an Department. 


Da Sabao was around sixty, and wore a white stripped satin robe with stand collar, two silk ribbons with 
flame pattern crossed around his neck, which were vestments only for formal occasions, meaning that 
Sabao Office (government agency to manage Xianism) took the matter seriously. 


What a shame that a Xianzheng (priest) was killed publicly. 


As soon as he arrived at Jing’an Department, he was ushered straight to a private room in the side hall. 
There was no maid, but a burly soldier who offered him a cup of tea. The tea was Jian’ge Shoumu 
(comes from Shoumu Mountain, Jian’ge County, Sichuan province), not bad, but the tea powder was too 
roughly sieved. Seen from the scattered tea foams, the person was absent-minded when boiling the tea. 
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Had been in Chang’an for so many years, Da Sabao concluded the arrival was of high status at the sight 
of his fish bag and wearing color. Until they exchanged salute and name, Da Sabao knew he was the 
well-known He Zhizhang and grew quite serious. He Zhizhang said slowly, bowing, “I was shocked to 
hear that a gangster broke into your temple and killed Xianzheng. It’s the duty of Jing’an Department to 
prevent thieves and defend Chang’an, so we will never ignore this matter. We have sent capable officials 
to thoroughly investigate it; no violence offences would be tolerated!” 


‘Hold on!’ Da Sabao felt that something was wrong, what He Zhizhang said sounded like he was shuffling 
off responsibility of Jing’an Department. Sabao couldn’t help raising his angry brows, saying in awkward 
Chinese, “It is clearly that you chased the thief and forced him into our temple...” 


He Zhizhang broke in, “Thanks for the bravery of your believers to have killed the thief. I’ll report it to 
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He Zhizhang tried the best to, on the one hand, pass the buck, on the other hand, give him a sop, and 
also implied that he had the ear of the Emperor. However, Da Sabao beat the ground with his walking 
stick, furious to the offer, “Xianzheng is an innocent victim involved in the pursuit of culprit. You must 
come up with a solution of the issue. Otherwise, | can’t suppress believer uprisings.” 
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merchants, so the court had set up Sabao Office to manage them with Jimi system (regional ethnic 





autonomy). However, the Xianism followers always acted together, which would easily cause turmoil 
when dispute occurred. Therefore, when it came to Xianist affairs, Tang officials often dealt it cautiously 
with conciliatory approach. It never failed. 


While He Zhizhang’s face changed, “Sabao, do you know who the killer is?” Seeing Da Sabao was 
stunned, He Zhizhang said, “He is Turkic Khan’s wolf guard, and sneaks into Chang’an to make trouble 
for the Emperor on the Lantern Festival.” 


Bang! Hearing the words, the tea bowl in Sabao’s hand fell to the ground. 


“Turks trying to hurt the Emperor? Oh, my Mazda (God of the Xianism)....” He received reports that the 
Xianzheng was killed, yet nothing about the wolf guards. If the Turks were involved, the thing was totally 
different. Da Sabao knew it was the court’s bottom line that couldn’t be stepped on. 


He Zhizhang keenly captured the change on Sabao’s face, and continued, “Though he was beaten to 
death before your temple, a key item had been stolen from him. If we can’t find it out, there will be a 
catastrophe.” 


He was obviously implying that as long as it hadn’t been found, the Xianism couldn’t get away with the 
wolf guards. If Da Sabao insisted on instigating the believers to riot, it was crime of rebellion in league 
with Turks. 


Da Sabao protested loudly, “Xianzheng was killed by the thief. Xianism can never collaborate with 
Turks.” 


It should be him to ask He Zhizhang for explanation, while the word he blurted out instantly exchanged 
their aura. Instead of pushing him for victory, He Zhizhang said smilingly, “| always know that Xianists 
believes in courtesy and integrity, unlike to collude with evils, only used by thieves.” 


As Da Sabao was relieved, He Zhizhang said again, “Good god Mazda once said: Good thinking, words, 
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candle to the devil?” 


The remark immediately made Da Sabao’s eyes light up. “Mazda is the Lord God of Xianism; the saying 
of three good and three evils are Xianist idioms, how does he know?” 


Due to the complexity of doctrines, Xianism didn’t prosper in Chang’an. And most of government 
officials called Mazda by “Hu Sky” or “Hu God”, never intended to a more in-depth understanding. Da 
Sabao had been in Chang’an for over twenty years from Persia, and regretting for long that soul mate 
was hard to find. He Zhizhang’s words were the first time that senior official of Tang formally quoted 
Ela cimelelada laren 


Knowing it was close enough, He Zhizhang bowed with solemn face, saying emotionally, “Now that 
Chang’an is in trouble, hope you can light pure bonfires together with Jing’an Department to sweep the 
evils.” 





On hearing the words “light pure bonfires”, Da Sabao had tears in his eyes. As fire was highly respected 
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hands in the shape of a flame across his chest, bowed low to He Zhizhang. 


“Supervisor He, Xianist followers will lead the way for you!” 


Rosefinch Street was a wide and magnificent road running through the North and South, also the north- 
south axis of entire Chang’an. The center of the pavement was slightly arched, with deep trenches on 
both sides, and the width from East to West was about 150 steps. Covered with a thick layer of sand 
from Chanhe River, the road looked like a bluish white river, dividing the outer city of Chang’an into 
Chang’an and Wannian counties. On both sides of the street were tall locust trees and elms, with a pair 
of solemn stone carvings stood opposite every 100 steps. 


This was a royal road for the Emperor; civilians were allowed to cross it at designated nine intersections, 
no crossing the line or running. After Wen Ran walked on the road, she had to stand in the queue and 
move forward slowly. Fortunately, the two young loafers chasing her dared not to take bold action on 
the royal road and only followed her far behind. 


Wen Ran sighed with relief after safely walking across the street. There were so many aristocratic 
families in Anren Fang whose gates could face street, so they didn’t have to pass Fang gate. At first 
glance, a dozen of red gates with carved eaves were under the Fang wall. Lady Wang’s house gate was 
the third on right decorated with four elms, two animal stones representing loyalty and twelve Ji 
(weapon like Halberd), which was distinctive. 


“Lady Wang’s father is senior official in court. I’ll be safe with her.” 


Thinking of this, Wen Ran quickly walked up. When she was close to the gate of Wang’s, the gate burst 
open to both sides to let a peculiar carriage pass. 


The carriage was not drawn by horse nor cattle, but two white camels, with low railings made of cloud 
wood on both sides and no ceiling. It looked as if the camels were dragging an Arhat bed. A tall girl was 
gazing ahead, hands on the front railing. She had hair done in a high bun with a silver band, and wore a 
turquoise coat and red cloud boots, looking very cool. 


Wen Ran stood by the animal stones and shouted, “Sister Wang!” The lady stooped, smiling, “Oh, it’s 
you, Wen Ran. You smell good even 500m away. Have you brought my gods-calling rue incenses?” 


Wen Ran was about to explain when Lady Wang beckoned to her, “G, let’s talk later.” 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


Wen Ran lifted up her dress a bit and jumped on the carriage. In the carriage, there was a thick blanket, 
a raw of lacquer varnish hampers with all kind of cakes and pastries inside and a six-corner incense 
burner at the corner. A maid was placing them with carefulness—definitely looking like they were going 
colar Jamelelalaten 


Wang Yunxiu, the daughter of Wang family, raised her finger and said ostentatiously, “What a 
coincidence! | just get this Hu-styled carriage and I’m planning to go out for a drive. This new thing 
comes from the grassland area and is the only one in Chang’an. So, no one else owns this...... 


Come on, put on this Hu-styled robe, or you’ll spoil the mood here.” 


Wen Ran had planned to talk about her own thing but obviously Wang Yunxiu wasn’t interested because 
she just went on and on about how amazing this new carriage was. Wen Ran knew this arrogant and 
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put on the Hu-styled robe and waited for her to finish what she wanted to say patiently. 


When they were talking, this carriage carried them out of the Wang Mansion, turned south and went 
down the road leaving Anren Fang, Guangfu Fang and Jingshan Fang behind them. Seeing Wen Ran get 
on the carriage of Wang Family, those two flighty young ruffians neither dared to step forward to catch 
her nor could they leave, so they had to stalk the carriage at a distance. Luckily, the camel couldn’t run 
too fast so they could catch up even by walking. 


After they passed Jingshan Fang, the number of pedestrians around them was greatly reduced. The 
south of Chang’an was not as prosperous as the north; with fewer residences and temples, it gave 
people a bleak and desolate impression. When the carriage arrived at a crossroad, the driver suddenly 
stopped the camel. Wang Yunxiu asked about what happened unhappily and the driver replied that 
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maintenance of palaces, roads and other implements) were mending the road and asked them to detour. 


There was indeed a willow board ahead, saying “Under Construction”, and a few laborers at a distance 
whose faces were covered by pieces of white cloth were scraping the ground with wooden rakes. Wang 
Yunxiu with a cold smile said, “Just a few servants of Jiangzuo Office! How dare they stop my carriage! 
Just run over and get through!” 


When Wen Ran was pondering on the timing of getting her thing out, she suddenly heard a series of 
sullen rumbles. As soon as she turned around, her pupils contracted. They were at the lower place, and 
a horseless cart fully loaded with firewood was rushing down the high hill on the right side of the 
crossroad and right onto their carriage. 


The firewood cart was so heavy that it ran down the hill like an unleashed mad beast, wheels rumbling 
and unstoppable. With Wen Ran screaming, the driver hurriedly whipped up the camel to avoid being 





hit but that was impossible in such a short time. Consequently, the firewood cart smashed onto the side 
of their carriage like a violent thunder hitting the ground. 
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carriage was turned upside down on the ground, which was soon buried by stones and rocks. 


This accident attracted the attention of the scouts at nearby streets, who hurried to check out what 
happened. But all of a sudden, those laborers of Jiangzuo Office straightened up, pulled out their 
daggers from that pile of sand and ran towards the scouts. They had been planning this for a long time 
and with their ruthlessness, all scouts were soon wiped out. 


Then there came an old woman selling fruits who happened to pass by; after seeing this, she 
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After killing all the scouts, the laborers gathered around the ramshackle carriage. With two wheels on 
the top, the passengers of the carriage were trapped inside. Thanks to the spacious coach and its rails, 
they were like trapped in an upside-down box, rather than being pinned underneath it. However, the 
driver was not as lucky. He was under the two-hump camel and with so many broken bones, it was 
impossible for him to make it. 


The laborers kicked open the boards on the side of the carriage and dragged the three passengers inside 
it out, but only to find that the girl in maid dress was already dead and the other two girls were knocked 
out due to the collision. One laborer took off the white cloth on his face and the solemn face of Cao 
Poyan was revealed. 


“Which one of them is the daughter of Wang Zhongsi?” he asked. And the others shook their head to 
express that they also had no idea. The two girls were all in Hu-styled robe. Cao Poyan raised his head 
and took a glance at the people that were slowly gathering towards them from a distance. Then he 
waved his hand and said, “We are running out of time. Just cut off their arms and heads and bring them 
with us. We can take time to distinguish who is our target when we get back.” 


Cao Poyan raised his blade but was stopped by a nearby wolf guard named Ma Ge’er, a burly man, who 
was even taller than Cao Poyan. He interrupted by saying, “Respected Yousha has told us to capture her 
alive. Wang Zhongsi killed his son, so he has to let Wang Zhongsi see his family die right in front of him.” 


Cao Poyan shouted back, “There is no time for such kind of personal grudge. Don’t you know how big 
burden two live persons can be! And where can we place them?” 


Ma Ge’er replied, “Respected Yousha says there is a backup house, which could be...... 
“Still, this will take up extra people and time. Wolf Guard serves Khan, not aiming to meet the personal 
interest of Yousha!” Cao Poyan put forth his strength through his waist to brandish down his blade but 
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Cao Poyan was enraged because it was him who recruited Ma Ge’er into the Wolf Guard and now he 
dared to disobey his order! He was about to rebuke Ma Ge’er but found that the expressions of wolf 





guards around seemed weird. Then he suddenly realized that the hair on the top of his head had been 
cut off, so strictly speaking, his rank was even lower than the herding slaves on the grassland. 


The reason these wolf guards were still following him was because that respected Yousha ordered them 
to. Therefore, if his order went against with Yousha’s, then wolf guards wouldn’t hesitate to take off the 
gloves because Yousha represented Khan. 


All Cao Poyan wanted was to be loyal to Khan, but ironically, the other wolf guards who were trying to 
cj Ko) om alan ie-]cvem at-lo MU] ale [6(-sialelar-le)(-m le)’ -]iAVm KOM Gal-laP 


ai at-Moceayige)ave-idlo)amei(ol alma: \:\m(0)a}-mco) an @r-lom Ze)’f-]a il at-]| \ymikele) a= olst=] om olg-t-1nam-larem elUim alm e)i-le(-me (oli aMm VE) 
Ge’er was relieved as if a heavy burden was off his shoulder because he knew his old leader all too well 
that if he was really determined to do it, there was no one there could stop him. 


“The goods from Yan Zhou is about to arrive. This is important, so Ill go and pick up them in person. And 
you guys take charge in sending the hostages away.” After saying this, Cao Poyan turned around and left 
without looking back. 


Ma Ge’er dared not to bother him with this. So, he asked other wolf guards to move Wen Ran and Wang 
Yunxiu to a big pre-prepared carriage with curtains on all four sides and fled the scene. 


At a further distance, facing the blood that covered nearly half of the street, that two flighty young 
loafers were so terrified that they had no idea what to do besides standing there like statues. 


He Zhizhang entered the hall again, an awkward smile on face and a silk band with fire pints on neck. 
This kind of funny look made all present want to laugh but dared not. 


He Zhizhang took a glance at Zhang Xiaojing without saying anything, then walked directly to Li Bi and 
handed him a roll of slightly worn-out register. Li Bi after a quick flipping gave it to Xu Bin immediately. 
Then the scribes again started to go through all kinds of files and archives. And the Great Art of 
Documents was used again. 


Zhang Xiaojing, standing at the doorway of the hall with arms crossed, stared at Tan Qi boldly. Tan Qi 
felt disgusted but could do nothing about it; she wanted to strike him with her stick but couldn’t 
because that wretched playboy just created a miracle. 


The meeting between He Zhizhang and Da Sabao was totally Zhang Xiaojing’s idea. 


Zhang Xiaojing speculated that the Turks must have a spy disguised as a believer hiding in 
Zoroastrianism temple within Huaiyuan Fang. So, the wolf guard fled to the temple on purpose and this 
was all planned beforehand just to facilitate the stealing the map. 


Zoroastrianism was relatively closed so believers were familiar with each other. Therefore, this spy was 
unlikely sprinkled lately but most possibly had been lurking around for some time. 
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incenses, oil and money were listed on the register. So, if they wanted to find out this spy’s identity, the 
best way was to get this register. And then comparing it with the census register of Chang’an, Jing’an 





Department, with its mighty calculating and deducing skills, could easily get some clues about who the 
VAN ELS 


This was why Zhang Xiaojing took the initiative to notify Da Sabao. Without his cooperation, it might not 
be that easy to get the above-mentioned register. 


Then the next problem was how to persuade Da Sabao to cooperate with them. And the reputable He 
Zhizhang was clearly more fit for this task than Li Bi. 


Although He Zhizhang was indisposed towards Zhang Xiaojing, for the overall safety of Chang’an, he had 
no choice but to listen to the man who had been sentenced to death. The moving words and speech he 
gave Da Sabao were what Zhang Xiaojing had told him to say. 
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friends with those who understood their creed and could exchange opinions with them. Following this 
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cooperate with them that he sent some to fetch the register of Huaiyuan Fang at once. 


Tan Qi looked at Zhang Xiaojing with complicated feelings. This man seemed have all things planned out 
and even He Zhizhang, the wise man, had to stick to his plan. Tan Qi thought that now came the most 
interesting part—how would Supervisor He deal with Zhang Xiaojing? Recall his order or insist on 
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But it was not He Zhizhang made the first move but Zhang Xiaojing, who unfolded his arms, stroke his 
eyes to brush away any possible dust and then walked towards the door of the hall. Li Bi with frowned 
eyebrows asked him where he wanted to go. Zhang Xiaojing with a faint smile on his face asked, “That’s 
not my shots to call, right?” Silence reigned the hall and even the scribes who were busy looking through 
archives were like in slow motion. 


He Zhizhang coughed a little bit and said, “Jing’an Department operates by law and rules which do not 
allow a man sentenced to death to linger around. But | do not hold any grudge against you. The 
contribution you made today won’t be wasted. If you have any needs in jail, just bring them up.” 

“Then bring me more paper money.” 

“What for?” This request was definitely beyond He Zhizhang’s expectation. 

“| want to hold a memorial ceremony for Chang’an and its people in advance.” 

Hearing this answer, He Zhizhang was choked up and trembled because of anger, while Zhang Xiaojing 
just laughed and walked out of the hall with head held high. Right at this time, Li Bi reached out to stop 
Zhang Xiaojing and shouted to He Zhizhang in a severe tone, “Supervisor He, this person has a vital role 
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He Zhizhang shook his head slowly but decidedly. This was a matter of principle. 





Li Bi frowned his eyebrows even harder, took out his official and personal seals, clearly planning to put 
them on the desk. Tan Qi was astounded—Young master was planning to achieve his goal by threating 
to resign. Was a man who had been sentenced to death really worth all these troubles? 


Before those seals made their way down to the desk, a scribe shouted, “Sicheng Li, look at this!” Then 
he handed a file to Li Bi, who after taking a look, handed it to He Zhizhang without hesitation. Just a 
simple glance of it made He Zhizhang shake violently whose expression was like he had been hit by a 
thunder. 


The file was a message reported by street scouts stationed at Yanshou Fang. 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Every Fang had Street Office. When disputes happened or anyone saw anything suspicious, Street Office 
was the first place people go to report. And this kind of report was called Xunbao or real-time message. 
In order to get hold of the overall situation of Chang’an, Li Bi ordered all Street Offices to report all 
matters, no matter how trivial it was, and arranged special persons to go through and sort out all kinds 
of messages. 


And this message said: Someone found a male body under the bridge next to Yanshou Fang. After initial 
examination, they found that the dead person’s neck was broken by a great force and his clothes were 
stolen. And the identity of the dead person was identified by customers of nearby taverns — it was Jiao 
Sui. 


Drinking was the in thing in Chang’an and among all drinkers, eight of them were the most prestigious, 
called “Eight Immortals of Drinking”. He Zhizhang was the most famous one and the rest included Li Bai, 
Li Shizhi, Li Jin, Cui Zongzhi, Su Jin, Zhang Xun and Jiao Sui. Jiao Sui was the only one not holding any 
official post. He Zhizhang was pot companion with him since the first year of Kaiyuan and their 
friendship had grown really deep. 


He Zhizhang never expected to hear his old friend’s death at such a time. 


Li Bi said solemnly, “Yanshou Fang is next to Yong’an North Canal, which is the exact place where Cao 
Poyan got ashore according to our estimation. Jiao Sui died in the same way like Cui Liulang did and I’m 
afraid the Turk again is behind this.” These words shocked He Zhizhang even worse, who was so dizzy 
and faint that he barely could stand by himself. 


“Quick, lend Supervisor He a hand.” Li Bi said calmly. 
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feel that the old man’s arms were trembling and body shaking. He had been bothered by vertigo for 
years and the grievous news which happened without warning seemed to cause the onset of his 
dizziness. 


Luckily, Jing’an Department had skimmia alcohol in stock and He Zhizhang was given a drink immediately. 
The recipe of this alcohol was provided by the King of Medicine. And after the drink, He Zhizhang finally 
recovered a little bit, but he was so devasted like he had lost his soul. After all, he was already over 

eighty years old which meant weak body and nerves, and, worse still, the loss of an old friend was the 
most nerve-racking thing. 


He Zhizhang struggled to stand up but only to make his dizziness worse. So, he gave a long sigh for he 
knew once his vertigo attacked, there was no way he could continue to work. Therefore, he called Li Bi 
to his side and said, “Now......everything is counting on you, Changyuan.” He paused and then said in a 
low voice, “As for Zhang Xiaojing, you can make use of him but do not let him go free. Once all wolf 





guards are caught, do away with him immediately. Or there will be an endless flow of disastrous 
aftermath — the enemy of Jing’an Department does not only refer to the Turks ......” 


These words seemed have consumed all the remining energies of this old man. Without further delay, 
Tan Qi had someone prepare an ox cart, asked a doctor to go along and escorted He Zhizhang to his 
house to recuperate. Li Bi solemnly stood at where he was with a horsetail whisk before his chest. 


After He Zhizhang left, Zhang Xiaojing squinted his eyes and said out of blue, “Sicheng Li, you are really 
good at taking the tide at the flood.” His tone was full of admiration and sarcasm. 


“Special means at special times.” Li Bi said with a poker face. 


They were speaking in riddles and Tan Qi at the side had no clue what they were taking about. She put 
all files on the desk in order and because the message about Jiao Sui was on top of all, she took another 
look at it and suddenly noticed one wired thing. Normally, after Li Bi signed on a message, the signing 
time would be marked at the upper-right corner of each. And the time on this report was the second 
quarter of Wushi, which was just right before He Zhizhang returned to Jing’an Department. 


She frowned and thought that since young master had already read this message earlier, then why he 
brought it up to Supervisor He so late. Could it be...... 
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Right at this time, Xu Bin ran over with a row of file in his hands. With the Great Art of Documents and 
the register of Zoroastrianism, he found a suspect in such a short time. 


The suspect was named Long Bo, from Qiuci (An ancient state in Western Regions) and got his urban 
residence certificate of Chang’an at Kaiyuan Year 20. And he joined the Zoroastrianism at the same year, 
ThVZ=xe Mala m(UI-]NYAUl-lam ar-lavcar-lalemaclaalialel-lomcyiats4 (=m oxo) ge) | a\-mnom dal-Ma-t-4in-]are) Ae) aey-Kinat-lal an P al iS 
consecration for Zoroastrianism had increased suddenly for the past half year and he even got rewarded 
for this. On the end of Tianbao Year 2, all existing census registers were destroyed and new ones were 
made, but the urban residence certificate of Long Bo was still the one made on Kaiyuan Year 20. One 
experienced petty official noticed this tiny error. The register was specific about one’s appearance; if old 
record was not renewed, then the person was very likely to be an imposter. 


Yao Runeng was still around the temple of Zoroastrianism, so Li Bi asked the Watchtower to notify him 
to search Long Bo’s residence immediately. 


Then suddenly Jing’an Department had nothing to be busy with. At this time, Li Bi thought of something 
and asked, “That bastard, Cen Shen, where is he?” Cen Shen spoiled Jing’an Department’s plan at a 
critical time, so it was a must to interrogate him to make it clear whether or not he took orders from the 
Turks. 


Cui Qi aside replied, “His identity is cleared. He is a scholar who passed the county level exam in Xian 
Prefecture, born in Nanyang . He’s here in Chang’an to attend the imperial examination in next spring.” 
Then he added, “Forefathers of three generations in Cen Family had hold the post of Prime Minister, but 
during the reign of Rui Zong, Cen Family was involved in a criminal case and was expelled. His father, 





Cen Zhi, once acted as the provincial governor of Xian and Jin Prefecture. So, he should have nothing to 
do with the Turk. | guess he is just......fat-witted.” 


A scholar from an improvised family — it was no wonder there were so many poems and essays in his 
bag. He was planning to present them to those well-known giants to collect some good fame before 
attending the examination. 


All Li Bi thought about was capturing those wolf guards and after hearing the background of Cen Shen, 
he swung the sleeve of his rob a little bit and said, “Bah, he spoiled our big plan so there is no way he 
could get away with punishment. Just lock him up for some time.” People around knew from deep down 
that if the Turks really succeeded in their evil plan, this man was surely the scapegoat. This poor scholar, 
even though his goal was to attend the imperial examination, could barely keep himself safe and sound, 
let along passing the examination. 


Zhang Xiaojing murmured, “That man has real skill.” Then he stopped. Time was running out and all 
irrelevant things must be put aside. They both walked to the sand table and looked at the model marked 
as Huaiyang Fang. 


Now at Huaiyuan Fang, Yao Runeng gave the wooden door a hard kick and broke in. Then he looked 
around with crossbow held high in the air but only to find the house empty. 


The house Long Bo lived in was a wing-room without yard and there was only one living room and one 
wing-room. When they all rushed into it, the house was packed with people. Long Bo lived alone and 
there wasn’t much furniture. Therefore, Jing’an Department, without even trying hard, found lots of 
Turk-styled gadgets under his bed, like utensils made of silver and gold, parchment and a few boxes of 
cream made of horse oil. 
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they had no clue where he had gone. Yao Runeng sent people to inquire the neighbors, but all neighbors 
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where he usually went. 


Yao Runeng was not reconciled to this result so he went back to the house and searched around. And 
suddenly he found one suspicious place. In the living room, there was a hearth and above the hearth, 
there was a portrait of the Kitchen God. But Zoroastrianism took fire as their god and believers must 
honor the kitchen fire three times a day in their house. So how could the portrait of Kitchen God be 
hung over there? Yao Runeng got closer and found that the paper was really clean and smooth with 
almost no traces of fire and smoke. After touching it with his hand, he felt that the wall beneath the 
portrait was sunken to some extent. Then it hit Yao Ru. He ripped down the portrait and a brick slot was 
revealed with a square wooden board in it. 


This wooden board was about the size of a palm with images of peony and musa basjoo intaglioed on all 
four corners. On the front, it was engraved with three Chinese characters “Pingkang Li” in regular script, 
and on the back, it was engraved with “First Lane”. 


Yao Ru was in a daze for a second. Pingkang Li, located at the east side of Chang’an, was the top-rank 
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“Grace Guest” and only regulars could get one which gave them the privilege to get served directly. So, 





although Long Bo seemed to be leading an impoverished life, he really spent a big fortune at red-light 
district. 
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inside. He had no other choice but to spend time at Pingkang Li. Guests put on a false display of 
affection when they went to brothels, which provided a perfect place for Long Bo to get some relax. This 
fitted the needs of a spy perfectly. 


Although there were lots of prostitutes at Pingkang Li, they were all in the charge of a certain procuress. 
And it still needed further investigation to find out which procuress issued this wooden board. 


Yao Runeng instantly sent this information back to Jing’an Department and Li Bi said to Zhang Xiaojing, 
“Pingkang Li belongs to Wannian County. That’s used to your jurisdiction. You know it well and handling 
this matter back there is just a small piece of cake for you.” 


“A piece of cake......” Zhang Xiaojing smiled and the officials around all gave a knowing smile. Tan Qi 
looked at him in disgust and felt from deep down that all men were alike — as long as they saw the 
women at Pingkang Li, their eyes would be glued on them and their legs rooted. In contrast, young 
master kept his nose clean and was so much better than the rest of them. 
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suddenly, Li Bi stopped him by saying, “Em......about what happened before, | hope you do not bear a 
grudge. Now Supervisor He has delegated his powers to me and my promise to you hasn’t changed a 
bit.” For Li Bi, this was his way of apologizing. 


“Now | do not have time to accept your apology.” 
After this brief answer, Zhang Xiaojing left in a hurry. 


Li Bi thought so much while watching the back of Zhang Xiaojing. Zhang Xiaojing was bold and thoughtful. 
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and gave them a new direction to work on. What’s more, the protests of Zoroastrianism should have 
been a disaster, but his little tricks killed three birds with one stone — appeasing the anger of Da Sabao, 
finding new clues and shutting He Zhizhang up. 


Serving in the army at the Western regions for ten years and being field marshal of Chang’an for nine 
years, he really deserved the reputations he enjoyed now. 


Suddenly a sense of uneasiness welled up in Li Bi’s heart. Would such a person really be willing to work 
for me? Could the righteous course of saving all people in Chang’an really win him over? 


Li Bi turned this over in his mind and concluded that if he were in Zhang Xiaojing’s shoes, he would 
definitely hold a grudge because of what happened before. He made so great an effort to lend a hand 
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thought of that slight irony that was always in his tone, Li Bi couldn’t help but feel headache. He really 
hated this feeling of losing control of things. 





It seemed what Supervisor He had said made some sense now. Maybe he had to make some 
preparation in advance. Just in case. After all, Yao Runeng was too young and Cui Qi was not prudent 
enough. Neither of them had the ability to keep Zhang Xiaojing under control. But before that, there was 
another more urgent thing to take care of. 


Thinking about this, Li Bi felt tired to some extent but still, after putting the horsetail whisk on his arm, 
he said loudly, “Tan Qi, come with me.” 


After this, Li Bi led her to the back of the hall and closed the door on purpose. After confirming they 
were alone, Li Bi said, “I have to leave for some time.” 


“What! Where do you have to go? And for how long?” 


Tan Qi felt confused because the situation here was extremely critical now and how could Li Bi leave at 
such a time? Li Bi squeezed the bridge of his nose and replied, “Supervisor He leaves his post and many 
things have to be rearranged. | have to report this to HIM in the Palace. | will be back in one hour. You 
just tell others that I’m resting in the room and nobody is allowed to come in and disturb me.” 


That wired message crossed Tan Qi’s mind and she just blurted out, “Supervisor He......It is you that... 
As long as this slipped her tone, Tan Qi regretted. Since Young Master did it, he had his reasons for doing 
it and there was no need for her to bring it out into the open. 

Li Bi was not enraged; instead, he relaxed and took a deep breath, “I do not regret for that. Supervisor 
He with that high post and great reputation is involved in too many things. | have to tell the whole story 
to HIM to avoid HIM falling into a passive position.” 


“But......If you do not let it out, who would know?” 


Li Bi shook his head and said ina sullen voice, “I will never lie to HIM.” 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Zhang Xiaojing galloped all the way straight to Pingkang Fang, and Yao Ru’eng caught up with him 
halfway. 


Only then did Yao Ru’neng get the chance to tell Zhang Xiaojing that, as soon as he arrived at the door of 
FarFortune Trade, he heard horse neighing from the nearby stable and then a dozen strong horses 
dashed out. Too late to dodge them, he collided with the first horse and dented his forehead. He got up 
to show his identity, while the clerks wrongly thought him a fake. Gradually, they got into fight, so he 
had to set fire for help. 


Zhang Xiaojing asked, “Where’s the stable in the inn?” 


Yao Ru’neng replied, “The inn doesn’t do retail, so there is no front. The stable is on the right side of the 
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“Was the stable door open or closed?” 


Yao Ru’neng recalled, “It should be half-open. | remember there was a brass lock just hanging on the 
bolt.” 


“| remember | saw two plumes of smokes, one black and one yellow. Where did the black smoke come 
from? When did it burn?” 


Yao Ru’neng answered, “The black smoke rose up after the frightened horses rushed over. | didn’t see 
the fire source, which should burn from the back of the stable. Maybe the horses kicked over a brazier.” 


“Hmm. How interesting.” Zhang Xiaojing just smiled as he thought to himself, “There were forage in the 
stable, how could a brazier be placed nearby? FarFortune Trade has always been running livestock trade, 
and is impossible to make such an error.” He opened his mouth, said nothing, finally muttered, shaking 
his head, “Well, I’d better leave the trouble to Sicheng Li.” Yao Ru’neng was curious, but hesitated to ask 
him. 


Pingkang Fang was located in the Territory of Wannian County. Starting from Guangde Fang, it took 
them nearly two quarters to keep running east through five intersections to reach the most prosperous 
entertainment area in capital Chang’an. 


Before entering Fang, the two had heard some faint sound of stringed and woodwind instruments from 
inside. Splendid melody rose one after another; various musical instruments sang together; the songs 
lingered in the air. Even nothing was seen, a bustling scene had emerged in mind. The Fang was so lively 
at noon, let alone at night, it would be ten times noisier. 


Although it was called a Fang, the inner pattern of Pingkang Fang was completely different from that of 
ordinary Fangs. Zhang Xiaojing and his partner entered from the North gate, turned left and three 
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entrances hanging with silks, pink eaves and white walls were painted with peony, peach blossoms and 
willow branches respectively. 


About the winding lanes, in fact, it was quite wide that could pass two double-shafts covered wagons 
abreast. There was heavy traffic, carriages carried dressed-up beauties who wore dazzling crowns and 
shawls, and even the dust run over by the wheels had a faint aroma of cosmetics. There were a lot of 
banquets on the Lantern Festival, everyone wanted to choose a beautiful girl to enjoy the lantern show, 
so they all came here early. 


The wooden board that Yao Ru’neng found said “First Lane”. Among the three lanes of Pingkang Fang, 
South Lane and Middle Lane were all top prostitutes. They mostly served bureaucrats and nobles; The 
North Lane, near the square wall, was also called the First Lane. Most of the visitors here were ordinary 
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the waiting list or worse. The difference was visible from the layout: The South lane were all viewing 
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dozens of high and low colored buildings were in disorder. The boundaries among the three lanes were 
sharp and clear. 


Zhang Xiaojing stood at the entrance, looked up awhile and said to Yao Ru’neng, “You’d better do 
nothing rash here.” Yao Ru’neng wondered why he was arrogant and fearless in the West Market, and 
suddenly pulled in his horn here? Zhang Xiaojing pointed to a huge mansion far away across the street, 
“Do you know whose house is that?” Yao Ru’neng shook his head. He was from Chang’an County, not 
familiar with the east area. 


Zhang Xiaojing grinned, “It was residence of Duke Li, but now belongs to the Right Chancellor.” 


“Li Linfu?” the young man’s heart shuddered, and he looked up at the beasts on the ridge of the 
mansion, which became somewhat gloomy. It was an anecdote of sorts that a Chancellor of the imperial 
court lived so close to Pingkang Fang, enjoying the scene of prosperity day and night. 


When stepping into the first lane, Zhang Xiaojing went straight ahead, looking steadily forward. Sparse 
voice of soliciting came from both sides of the upstairs, then it became quiet. The girls were eagle-eyed 
that they could read from their steady paces and serious face that the two men were not coming for fun. 
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next alley, along the sides of which densely stood shabby wooden shacks filled with odds and ends in 
between. 


There were ditches covered with blue tiles for drainage and street scouring on both sides of Pingkang 
Fang’s street, which was one of the six main streets receiving this special treatment in Chang’an City- 
these ditches were led to this low-lying alley, and then flew into the waterway outside the Fang. So, the 
alley was crisscrossed by sewages, and smelled bad. 


Yao Ru’neng wondered, “Why did he come to such a nasty place instead of tracing the source of the 
wooden plate?” Seen from his determined paces, this was by no means a temporary action; obviously, 
Zhang Xiaojing had planned well, so Yao Ru’neng had to follow him in silence. 





Zhang Xiaojing went to a shack and knocked on the door three times. A man opened the door, peered 
around, subconsciously closed the door at the first sight of Zhang Xiaojing, as if he was stung by a 
scorpion. Zhang Xiaojing reached out his arm against the door frame, “Don’t worry, Little B. I’m not 
coming for your case today.” The man who was called Little B shrank back for them to let them in. 


The back of the shack turned out to be gambling site. Owing to the ingenious design, few adjoining 
broken shacks were seen from outside, but the inside connected to be a spacious open space, with 
tables and beds, only very dark. 


At this time, dozens of gamblers gathered around three high tables, cheerfully watching three bankers 
rolling the dices, coins all around. As Zhang Xaiojing stepped in, all eyes were focused on him. There was 
a silence in a moment, then the crowd dispersed, half of them jumped out of the window, the other half 
crawled under the table, and few hands wept coins away in a hurry. The scene was full of comedy and 
chaos. 


A beggar leader came menacing to see who was making trouble. As soon as he saw Zhang Xiaojing 
standing there, he opened his mouth wide as if saw a demon, even forgetting to calm down gamblers 
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“Cap. Zhang....” 


Zhang Xiaojing said quietly, “You are here?” The beggar leader dared not speak, embarrassed. Zhang 
Xiaojing continued, “Take me to your banker.” The beggar leader hesitated for a while, still said nothing. 
He turned back into house to ask for instruction, and then led them to the back. 


The titles like beggar leader and banker were all shady idioms. Yao Ru’neng suspected the man, who 
walked in a similar way as Zhang Xiaojing did, had served in imperial court, but somehow ended up here. 


These shacks adjoined each other, but were separated by rooms and earth walls from inside. So, it was 
very dark inside like mazes of tunnels. Walking in it, the faint sobs and cries sounded like someone was 
confined here. 


Yao Ru’neng was freaking out, realizing that he had reached another Chang’an. This hidden city was 
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who could survive here were all evils. Even the government didn’t dare to go deep into this world. 
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was walking steadily, with his back seemed to have blended in the gloomy background. 


“The former Commandant of the Indecent should have got deep into the devil’s lair and fought against 
evil forces many times. Following him is always right. Moreover, the wicked people are born enemies to 
criminal catcher. If I’m frightened to look at this place, how can | fight with them later?” Thinking of this, 
Yao Ru’neng regained his courage, clenched his fist, eye burning with raging fire. 


Suddenly, Yao Ru’neng felt a little disappointed, “If Zhang Xiaojing was not a condemned prisoner, he 
may be my superior now. Although he is sophisticated, there’s alot | can learn from him.” 





They walked for a long time, and were surprised to find that there was a hidden brick courtyard. The 
yard was small and tidy, with a smell of medicine from a black pot on a stove standing in the center of 
the yard. A man wearing scarlet fur coat sat cross-legged by the stove, with a yellow cat in his arms. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “Elder Ge, how do you do?” 


An elderly voice came while the fur coat moved, “Younger bro. Zhang, | never think | would see you 
again,” He was quietly stating a fact, not wondering. 


“Me neither.” Zhang Xiaojing had no intention to explain. 


“My gambling house has been turned into chaos upon your arrival. The tiger has died, the power 
remains. Why do you come for me?” the old man asked. 


It was not until the coat slipped off that Yao Ru’neng see the wrapped old man was small and skinny, 
with tan skin, curly hairs, broad lips. He was not from Central Plains, but a Zanzibar slave. He had bright 
and cruel eyes, and spoke in fluent Official language without accent. From their dialogues, they had 
known each other for many years, but they obviously didn’t get along. 


Strange that Zhang Xiaojing behaved rudely in West Market and Xianist temple, but was polite when 
facing really bad guys. Yao Ru’neng was ready to put up a desperate fight, yet the two showed little 
inclination to fight. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “Elder Ge, you still owe me a favor.” Tut-tut! Elder Ge patted the cat in his arms, 
“An eye for an eye, that’s my life principle. Go ahead.” 


Zhang Xiaojing threw the wooden plate to him, “It belongs to a Qiuci named Long Bo. | want to know 
who gave it to him, which girls he was close to and where they are right away.” 


Elder Ge picked up the wooden plate with his skinny fingertips and examined it for a while. Then, he 
reached out to lift the lid of the medicine pot and knocked on the side of the pot. A strong servant went 
into the courtyard, Elder Ge told him a few words, and the servant hurried away. 


Elder Ge gazed at Zhang Xiaojing, “It isn’t the case in Wannian County, is it?” Zhang Xiaojing showed him 
the seal of “Jing An Ce Ping” and then held it back. Elder Ge said, slowly standing up, “It’s not suitable for 
me to serve tea for officials. Please help yourself.” Away he turned and went in. 


Faced with Yao Ru’neng’s suspicion, Zhang Xiaojing gave a brief instruction. A Zanzibar slave, Elder Ge 
had been sold into Chang’an in Shenlong Period (AD. 705—707) to serve in an Assistant Minister family 
surnamed Ge, and then he was transferred to a brothel as servant. The common Zanzibar slaves were 
honest and obedient, somewhat dull, but Elder Ge was an exception. He was silver-tongued and tactful, 
getting along with everyone, ended up persuading the master to discharge him out of slavery. 


He hunted women for the brothels of three lanes over the years; in addition, he must discipline, and 
chase the disobedient or escaped girls. Gradually, with his cruelty, he became the biggest trafficker, and 
something like a bully in Pingkang Fang. The shantytown was under his control, and all the girls knew 
that it’d be better to offend officials than irritate Elder Ge. 





Zhang Xiaojing had handled a few cases of human trafficking in Wannian County. It was a pity that Elder 
Ge was clever enough to avoid getting caught every time, and he still stayed safe here in the shack. 
Zhang Xiaojing knew that he’d better ask Elder Ge for help in Pingkang Fang, if he negotiated with those 
procuresses for this case, he would inevitably be refused by lame excuses. What a waste of time. 


“isn’t this collusion with the villain?” Yao Ru’neng was confused. 
Having some family elders died of criminal catching, Yao Ru’neng couldn’t endure to see these brazen 
thieves. In his opinion, he should not hesitate to kill them when they showed up. He never thought that 


Zhang Xiaojing, an official in the court, would make bargains with them. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “Everyone has his own way to solve problem, so does the rats, snake and wicked 
people. However, there are certain things court can’t do.” 


“This shantytown, right in the Pingkang Fang, is easily wiped off by dozens of criminal catchers. How can 
the court tolerate a human trafficker to live here at ease? This is a violation of Tang’s law!” 


“Figure it out yourself. The answer is your second lesson,” Zhang Xiaojing answered. 
Yao Ru’neng bit his lip, thinking that it was an evasive answer. It occurred to him that Zhang Xiaojing, 
who had been the Commandant of the Indecent for nine years, must have mountainous secrets. Elder 
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Well, then, Zhang Xiaojng might be sticky-fingered, or for which he was put in dearth prison. Thought 
here, Yao Ru’neng quietly stood away and remembered another important duty. 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


Shortly afterwards, word came from Elder Ge: the wooden plate was from Zhao Tuan’er’s in the First 
Lane; Long Bo started visiting here half year ago, once in ten days, and he asked for a girl named Tong’er 
every time; Although he was not generous, he never owned “Chan Tou” (Money spent for hiring a 
harlot). 


“Walk a horse or bathe there?” Zhang Xiaojing asked. These were jargons in Pingkang Fang, walking a 
horse meant take the prostitute out, and bathing meant one-night stay. 


“Bathe occasionally, he walks a horse most of the time.” 


Sparkle rose from Zhang Xiaojing’s eye. Huaiyuan Fang was far from here, and was inhabited mostly by 
devout followers of Xianism (Zoroastrianism), so Long Bo couldn’t bring her back-that was to say, he had 
another place to stay. 


“Where is Tong’er?” 
“The girl got on crush with a candidate for the imperial examinations and ran away with him.” 


Zhang Xiaojing smiled, “Elder Ge, how can a sparrow escape from your hand?” Hearing this, Elder Ge’s 
black wrinkled face smoothed, and his full lips opened, revealing white teeth like a row of human bones 
lying in the night. 


He crooked his finger, “Come with me.” 


Elder Ge pulled his coat closer around him, bringing them into the maze of shack. As the top of the shack 
was thatched unevenly, walking inside, the flickering sunlight shined through the top made everyone’s 
expression appear somewhat blurred. On both sides of the aisle, there were small compartments, some 
of which were locked and some wide open, but without exception, they had the smells of rotten straw. 
There were many figures inside, but quiet like living death. 
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closer, it was a scrawny woman lying prone on the door. Elder Ge gave a growl, and the woman quickly 
withdrew her hand. 


Elder Ge kept walking, his voice saying coldly among the ghosts, “Outsiders say that Pingkang Fang is a 
paradise of beautiful fairy, but they don’t know how dirty it is from behind. Girls who got gonorrhea, the 
disfigured star harlots, and the baby who was born with a disability... had nowhere to go and no one 
took them in, so they all flowed here like sewage and waited for reincarnation. I’ve done all bad things, 
never afraid of the so-called Hell — I’ve already lived in it, so nothing is new to me.” 


Yao Ru’neng was shocked to know the dark side of Pingkang Fang was so dirty. He turned his head and 
saw that Zhang Xiaojing didn’t bat an eye. Obviously he already knew it. 





They finally arrived at a gloomy shed storing firewood. As the door opened, there were two people, a 
man and a woman, hanging inside, their faces covered with blood, exhausted. The woman’s yellow light- 
yellow dress was in pieces, revealing her ivory skin; the man with delicate skin was a weak scholar, 
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Zhang Xiaojing was about to walk up, but was stopped by Elder Ge’s hand, and was brought to the next 
room, “Bro. Zhang, what | owed you ends here.” His implication was clear: since | told you where the 
woman was, we were even. What were you going to do to her was another deal. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “It’s my turn to owe you a favor.” Elder Ge sneered, “The favor of dying doesn’t 
carry much weight. Change for another.” 


Yao Ru’neng cut in hurriedly, “Jing’an Department can pay you enough.” Elder Ge glanced at him, 
indifferently, as if watching a funny clown. 


Yao Runeng was burning with anxiety; how could he be stopped here by an old Zanzibar slave? He drew 
his sabre and exclaimed, “Believe it or not, if you impede the work of Jing’an Department, your shack 
will be swept off in two hours.” 


Elder Ge shrugged, he had heard more threats in his life than what the young man said. Zhang Xiaojing 
patted Yao on the shoulder for him to back off, and looked at Elder Ge, “What do you want?” Elder Ge 
squinted at Zhang Xiaojing, as if thinking what he could squeeze from a condemned prisoner. Suddenly, 


He smiled and his dark wrinkles trembled, sticking out two fingers, “Two.” 


Zhang Xiaojing’s short eyebrows knotted together as he hesitantly responded with a finger. Elder Ge 
thought for a moment and smiled, “It is deal.” Zhang Xiaojing didn’t look well, but nodded. 


Yao Ru’neng was puzzled, not knowing what the meaning of their enigma was. 

Elder Ge bowed with word “hold on please” and disappeared into the dark. Zhang Xiaojing stood still, 
then leaned against a column and dusted off his eye socket with a finger. The dim light squeezing 
through the ceiling outlined his grey profile. 

“Commandant Zhang, what’s your bargain?” 


“| promised to tell him a name of a court undercover.” Zhang Xiaojing answered bleakly. 


Zhang Xiaojing’s shoulders trembled violently, eyes widened, and he cried, “You...How could you do 
that?” 


Zhang Xiaojing was former Commandant of the Indecent in Wannian County, so he knew very well of the 
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expected that this guy would betray colleagues for convenience! This was incredible! 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “This is the only way to get him in.” 





Yao Ru’neng quietly moved his right hand to the hilt, and the advice of Li Bi before the departure 
emerged in his mind. 


Li Bi met him alone before he left. Once he discovered that Zhang Xiaojing had signs of escape or 
betrayal, he should immediately sounded a warning; if he was in a place where he could not warn, he 
must handle it himself. Yao Ru’neng felt that Zhang Xiaojing had given himself away. He couldn’t believe 
that they had to stoop to deal with a thief. There must be something wrong, and he should stop Zhang 
Xiaojing to betray more interest of the court. 


Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing saw his intention and swiftly kicked him hard to the ground, “Behave 
yourself!” Killing intent nearly overflowed in his one-eye. Yao Ru’neng struggled to get up for a while, 
failed, which showed the great power of the kick. He curled himself up in pain, but his eyes burned with 
rage. 
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asked loudly, “Why did you betray your own race?” 


Zhang Xiaojing glanced at him, saying coldly, “Sicheng Li’s command is to stop Turks at all costs, is it 
clear?” 


“Don’t you even ignore the bottom line and morality to achieve the goal!” Yao Ru’neng thought the 
excuse was ridiculous. 


“All | care about is whether hundreds of thousands life in Chang’an can survive.” 


Yao Ru’neng blushed by the retort, and argued, “It is sheer sophistry. Man of honor should know what 
to do, and what they cannot do. If these thieves ask you do something evil; hmm, for example, treason, 
will you say yes?” 


Zhang Xiaojing nodded slightly, “One person can surely not compare with all people.” 


Yao Ru’neng was stunned by the offensive word, “How dare you...?” Before he finished, a power 
suddenly clutched his neck, pushing him hard on the wall. Zhang Xiaojing’s one-eye almost touched his 
nose top, and hoarse voice whispered in his ear, 


“Listen, Chang’an will be ruined in six hours, but we have no clue to locate Turks now. Help me or fuck 
off!” 


Yao Ru’neng straightened his neck fearlessly, “Come on, you aren’t concerned for the safety of Chang’an. 
You must be put in Death Row for doing something wrong, so you hate the court!” A subtle change 

came into Zhang Xiaojing’s face in the light and darkness. It was a kind of indescribable wry smile with 
deeply hidden sarcasm and sadness. 


“You’re right, | hate it, but I’m the one to save it.” 


At that time, densely footsteps coming, then two dozen people, who were men with different height 
and age, and wore short coat skirts and white blouses, trickled in. Yao Ru’neng recognized that some of 





them he had seen in the gambling house. Elder Ge ordered them to stand in line, and then he gestured 
toward Zhang Xiaojing. 


Yao Ru’neng froze up, even if he didn’t understand their argot, he knew what that meant. He was 
surprised that this Zanzibar slave was so cruel that he not only asked Zhang Xiaojing to name the 
undercover, but also to point it out. The next thing was clear, Zhang Xiaojing must kill the undercover to 
reach the agreement-this was to show his allegiance. 


Yao Ru’neng looked nervously at Zhang Xiaojing and was about to ask him, all of a sudden, he was 
knocked out by a slam on the neck. 


Elder Ge grinned, “You are very protective of this little sparrow hawk from the court. He looks rather like 
you in your day.” Zhang Xiaojing did not answer, but went over and swept the row. 


Zhang Xiaojing had slight muscles jerking on the cheek. Even a condemned prisoner, he had to overcome 
serious psychological barriers when helping former enemies to identify colleague. His arm slowly lifted 
up, and Elder Ge suddenly said, “Commandant Zhang, in fact, you have another option.” 


“What?” 

“| can see that the court has threatened you with Pardon to accept the mission, right?” 

Zhang Xiaojing kept silent, but he did not deny it. 

“He-he, this is what they always do.” Elder Ge overlapped his fingers gently, “How about make another 
deal? As long as you tell me things about Chang’an, you don’t have to identify the undercover, and | will 
send you out of Chang’an, safe and sound. From then on, boundless is the sea for fish to dive at will, 
unlimited is the sky for birds to fly at ease. What a wonderful life that will be.” 

He had to admit that Elder Ge’s proposal was very tempting. Once he went out of Chang’an, he would 
be thoroughly freed, Jing’an Department and Li Bi didn’t have time to chase him-whether they could 


survive tonight was still unknown. And the price Zhang Xiaojing needed to pay for was very small. 


This path was much easier than killing his former colleagues in exchange for information, and then 
carrying suspicion to trace the Turkic villains. 
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in the shadow and briefly shut his eyes, then he reopened and lifted his hand to brush the dust off his 
eye socket, “Sorry, Elder Ge, | can’t leave this time.” 


ab LolUMa=t-)| NAIL <oM MOM OLoMaUlalallatcaeceycme)must-eol0 autem 


id Nom imacM aloha ali alcmnemo(om’UiuaMmaal=maoll| a mmmyAat-lal-m,dt-\o)]l alsa (ole) <clome] ovm-lalemaa(-laom\CCe- Mili alera(ctleemcallalial-ain 
through the gap between thatches. 


“How stubborn you are,” said Elder Ge sharply, yawning, “Well, my forbearance has been utterly 
exhausted. Please identify an undercover, and | prefer the one you brought in. | love the show like this.” 





Zhang Xiaojing ran his determined eyes over the crowd again. Suddenly, he knelt on one knee, bowed 
seriously, “Considering the urgency, | have to do it as expediency. I’ll make amends to you after | die.” 


A man in the line changed countenance, and swiftly jumped back. Zhang Xiaojing stood up and took 
action all at once, the knife flashed and cut the man’s throat open. Before other men had time to react, 
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The beggar leader of the gambling house stood in the row, his legs trembling. 


“777....What a shame you kill him,” Elder Ge licked his lips unwillingly, “If he falls into our hands, he will 
be tortured to death more than three days.” 


Zhang Xiaojing was livid and raised his knife again. The beggar leader dropped to his knees and cried, “| 
sought refuge with Elder Ge for | couldn’t stay in the court any more. I’m for money, not an 

undercover!” he exclaimed, suddenly a bloody finger fall before him. The beggar leader was at his wit’s 
end and looked up, seeing that Zhang Xiaojing’s left little finger was cut off from root, bleeding heavily. 


All was silent and only heard Zhang Xiaojing’s voice, “I brought in Little B and betrayed him myself. | 
don’t regret doing this to reach the overall target. | will repay the murder sooner or later -- but not now. 
So | cut my finger off as a proof, and everyone present is my witness.” 


Elder Ge snorted, “You’re pedantic. Are you really going to blame yourself for just one life? Forget it.” 
Without answering him, Zhang Xiaojing took out a handkerchief to dress the wound with spare hand. 
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Zhang Xiaojing. 


He had nursed Cap. Zhang many times when they were colleagues in court, so the work was easy for 
him. After receiving treatment, Zhang Xiaojing lifted the corner of his robe to wipe the blood off the 
knife, and enunciated every word painfully to Elder Ge, 


“Elder Ge, it’s your turn.” 


The strong killing intent coming out of him even rendered the old black slave speechless. The latter 
moved his lips and did not say anything sarcastic after all. 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 
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Zhang Xiaojing. 


Had Zhang Xiaojing already pointed out who the undercover was? Had he killed him? Yao Runeng was 
going to ask about this but was held down on the ground before he could make a sound. Elder Ge 
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In the front, Zhang Xiaojing while squeezing his whip kept alternating his gaze at those two and finally 
stopped at the woman. He said to Tong’er, “Now | will ask you a question about Long Bo and | hope you 
answer me honestly.” 


Tong’er raised her head abruptly and shouted hysterically, “Unless you let go of Han and me, or you will 
never get a word out of me!” She and her lover had been captured for 24 hours and were almost 
desperate. Now there was a life-saving straw handed to her, she would hang on to it. Judging from the 
whip wounds and scars covering all over her, Zhang Xiaojing concluded that it was obvious that this 
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Zhang Xiaojing said, “Spit it out. Then | can convince Elder Ge to set you free.” 


Tong’er sneered, “Never even try to drive a wedge between us! We’ve sworn to God that we will live 
and die together, and I’ll never betray that.” 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head and walked to the man, who raised his head and felt quite overjoyed too 
see officials in this dark place. Before he could ask for help, he was gagged with the handle of the whip. 
Tong’er aside shouted loudly, “It’s useless. If you kill Han, then | will die with him.” 


Zhang Xiaojing ignored her and told the man, “I can only set one of you free and you get the right to 
choose. But remember, only one can leave here.” 


After this, Zhang Xiaojing took a few steps back and watched the man with cold eye. The man first 
seemed very skeptical about this and then so overjoyed. Although he kept murmuring something, every 
time he looked at Tong’er, he would hesitate a little bit and just wouldn’t give a name. Abruptly, Zhang 
Xiaojing leaned forward making his ear next to the man’s mouth and then nodded. 


“Ok.” After saying this, Zhang Xiaojing put down the whip and cut him free from the hemp rope hanging 
him. 


Han rolled down on the ground. He was in a daze because just now he said nothing. But when words of 
explanation were just on the tip of his tongue, he suddenly hesitated about saying them out. He tried to 
make a few steps outwards and found that none of those demon-like people stopped him. Then he was 
ravished with joy — as if someone else made the choice for him, there was no need for him to feel guilty 





about it. He looked around, saw nobody stop him and hurriedly ran towards the exit with sleeve 
covering his face. 


After he had gone faraway, Zhang Xiaojing walked to Tong’er again, who lowered her head and blankly 
stared at the robe that had been cut into two. She seemed too distressed to believe this really happened. 


“You try to cheat me. He said nothing!” Suddenly Tong’er raised her head and shouted angrily. 


“As for a man, do not listen to what he says but focus on what he does. If he has no intention to leave, | 
can never succeed in luring him to run away.” 


Tong’er couldn’t help but burst into tears. Yao Runeng couldn’t bear too much of this, so he turned his 
head away. A simple test of humanity devasted all Tong’er’s hope, just like taking away the firewood 
under a cooking pot. But then he thought that Zhang Xiaojing even didn’t care a nut about giving away 
his fellow colleague, let along this kind of things. 


Zhang Xiaojing raised Tong’er’s chin with the handle of his whip and asked, “Now can you answer my 
questions?” She refused no more because there was no reason for her to refuse for. 


According to Tong’er’s words, Long Bo chose her the first time he came to Pingkang Fang and for all 
these years, he never chose anyone else except her. Long Bo never talked much even when they were 
having sex, let alone saying anything that may reveal his identity. When he took her out for the night, 
most of the time they went to a big mansion at southwest of Tenth Street within Xiuzheng Fang. She had 
asked Long Bo about how he got this mansion. He just said he was looking after the house for some else. 
And as for who the someone else was, he didn’t say. 


Zhang Xiaojing turned around to look at Elder Ge and asked for his forgiveness for letting go of the man 
without his consent. Elder Ge smiled and said, “We are not sadist and all of this is just to bring those 
girls’ hearts back from men. A few words of yours make Tong’er see how bad man could be, which saves 
us lots of trouble. And now | can send her back to her procuress directly.” 
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Yao Runeng couldn’t put up with this anymore and finally questioned Zhang Xiaojing, “Commandant 
Zhang, does humiliating such a feebly woman fit the principle of kindness and righteousness? Right...... 
even your colleague can not escape from being murdered by you, let alone torturing a woman you 
barely know like that!” Like a fish bone getting stuck in the throat, Yao Runeng felt that he must give 
vent to his pent-up feelings. Zhang Xiaojing rose his head and asked ironically, “Oh, you mean it’s better 
for her to go back home with that kind of guy?” 


“Em......” Except this, Yao Runeng got nothing to say. He had dealt with this kind of case before and 
surely almost none of them ended well. Zhang Xiaojing replied coldly, “Everyone has to be responsible 
for the choice they make. She chooses this way and she should have known what is waiting for her. If 
you are so pity for her, you can marry her and take her home with you.” 


Yao Runeng was quite reddened and couldn’t think of anything to refute Zhang Xiaojing, so he just shut 
up. But he had made up his mind that once he left Pingkang Fang, he would report this to Jing’an 
Department because what Zhang Xiaojing did was way crossed the line. 
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Right now, he was standing at the entrance of a remote yard, watching one cart after another entering 
the yard slowly. This fleet contained more than ten carts, all double-shaft carts with curtains on all four 
sides and high-arched roofs. The depth of their track revealed that the cargos in each cart were very 
heavy. Besides, every cart was covered with dust and mud, and the carters and horses were obviously 
very tired. 


The triangular flag with green edges inserted in the front side of the cart told that these carts belonged 
to Su’s Wagon agency. It transported all kinds of goods for people from and to the northern of Chang’an 
and enjoyed a relatively high reputation. 


The fleet leader jumped off the first cart, patted his clothes to drive away dust and took a deep and 
relived breath. 


This task, transporting cargos from Yan Zhou to Chang’an, was good because the consignor paid on time 
and the cargos were not valuable, which meant they did not have to get wind up on the road. And the 
only thing the consignor asked for specifically was to be on time — no matter what happened, the cargos 
had to arrive one day before the Lantern Festival. Now the fleet already got to the warehouse before 
Wushi, so he had nothing to be worried about. 


In fact, according to rules, such bulk cargo could only enter the east and west market and then be 
dispatched out in lots. All other Fangs set up Guolong Kan (high threshold) and carts exceeding its width 
limit couldn’t get through. But this warehouse was relatively remote and desolate with entrance facing 
the street, so its Guolong Kan was removed a long time ago. 


This little trick was used to evade tax which was a common practice and fleet leaders had already 
become inured to this. 


Now he just needed to tally the cargo with the consignee and got the receipt to wind things up. This 
fleet leader had everything planned out for this afternoon: find a great bathhouse to take a relaxing 
bath, buy some Hu-styled gifts for his wife at the West Market, and then at night take some great 
Sanlejiang alcohol to a highland to enjoy the Lantern Festival while drinking. What a perfect day! 


The fleet leader looked around and immediately knew that Cao Poyan was the person in charge here. So, 
he walked close to him and said, “Luckily, we have accomplished the mission successfully. All cargos are 
here and right about time.” Then he handed Cao Poyan a roll of mint leaves. It was used to refresh the 
carriers during transportation but was the specialty of Jiang Huai region (southern part of China). 


Cao Poyan didn’t reach out for it but asked with a poker face, “Did you run into any trouble when 
entering the city?” 


This kind of bulk cargos when entering Chang’an had to be checked and registered at the Entrance 
Checking Office before it could enter the city. But in reality, there were too many cargos and too few 





officials, so the checking could take days. Su’s Cart Company had been in the business of transporting 
cargos for years, and they had built up friendly relation with the Entrance Checking Office. This meant 
they could shorten their checking time, which was why they dared to transport cargos in and out 
Chang’an. 


Therefore, hearing Cao Poyan asking him about this, the fleet leader guaranteed proudly, “We pulled 
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no more than four hours. Here are all the papers and certificates.” 


With that said, he handed Cao Poyan a pile of files. Cao Poyan gave it a quick flip and asked again, “Did 
they examine the cargos?” 


The fleet leader answered apologetically with a smile on face, “Except the nobility, no one can pass that. 
But | was there the whole time. And they only examined two pieces of things, poked them with the 
spear and then sealed them again. Moreover, your cargos are neither contraband nor against the rules, 
so what could go wrong? There is no need to worry so much about......” 


Cao Poyan didn’t want to hear more of his nagging; therefore, he gestured with one hand and said, “It’s 
time to unload the cargos.” 


The fleet leader’s excessive passion only got coldness in return, so he stopped talking to Cao Poyan, but 
turned around to give orders to his men. Then, the carters whipped the horses to pull round, making the 
back of the carts aim at the entrance of the warehouse, and then moved the carts backwards slowly. 


This place had been remolded into a makeshift warehouse with an elevated offload platform. Those 
carts were parked at perfect places, whose backdoors were really close to the edges of the platform, 
almost leaving no gap. The men inside the warehouse then circled around the carts and opened the 
back doors. Inside every cart, there were ten cedarwood buckets with three-figure wide thatch 
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buckets down one by one. The fleet leader noticed that all of them were Hu people. 


But what he didn’t notice was that a few of them walked to the entrance of the warehouse and locked 
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One cedarwood bucket after another was offloaded to the platform. Cao Poyan walked to one bucket, 
unplugged it and inserted a dagger in to stir it. Then he took it out to see the oil stain on the dagger. 
After checking a few buckets, Cao Poyan nodded, satisfied because these cargos were of high quality 


and tight packaged without any leakage. 


Those pathetic carters thought what they transported were some common cargos, but they had no idea 
those were actually the soul of the “great” Kailu Hodo. 


Putting off the dagger, Cao Poyan asked the fleet leader, “After you entered the city, did you come here 
directly?” 


“Of course, we never waste the time of a guest.” 


“So, are there anyone in Chang’an know that you’ve arrived here?” 





“No, we always keep secrets for our guests. After delivering all cargos to you and receiving the retainage, 
we will go to the broker to report on our mission.” 


But in the next moment, Cao Poyan stabbed the dagger into the fleet leader’s chest and even twisted its 
handle. The fleet leader staggered backwards a few steps, fell down, turned his head and tried to climb 
out. However, the last scene he saw in this world was how other carters were butchered bloodily. 


This butcher was so shift and quiet that it was finished in a blink of eyes. These toilsome carters were 
murdered beside the carts before they could have any rest. No one survived. 


This butcher ended so fast and quiet even without disturbing anyone else. Cao Poyan asked his men to 
take the carts and shafts of Su’s Cart Company apart, erase the brand off the horses’ butts, and destroy 
its flags, wiping away all trances of Su’s Cart Company. 


Right at this time, some slight knocking was heard. Cao Poyan frowned, walked to the door and looked 
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cloak and a FuTou (head ornament for men) so shabby that the kerchief in it was revealed. This was the 
typical common dressing for ordinary people in Sanfu. 





3. Wu Zheng (12:00-12:59) Part 8 


Translator: DragonRider 
“Where would the steed of grassland head to?” asked Cao Poyan in Turkish behind the door. 
“The direction where arrows are aimed,” replied a man in shrill voice like that of a woman. 


Hearing the right code, Cao opened the door. The latter lifted his hood revealing a gaunt face and a 
hawk nose. 


“’m Long Bo,” he grinned, all smiles. 


Cao's brows knitted as he had never seen Long Bo. The only information he knew about the latter was 
he was from Qiuci and had been concealing in Chang’an who had arranged this remote warehouse and 
the safe house. And Long Bo was the man appointed by General Yousha. He just didn’t expect the latter 
to be a Tang. 


“Prove your identity,” requested Cao Poyan with the dagger in hands, fully alert. 
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murderous intent in eyes. 


Long Bo smiled, “Ho! What’s all the vigilance and tension about? | won’t eat you.” With that, he took off 
his left boot, forced apart the boot sole and took out a packet of thick yellow paper. 


The paper felt slippery as it had been soaked in oil to make it dampproof. Cao Poyan spread it with great 
caution and saw the detailed panorama of Chang’an, which noted every street, Fang, Scout booth, 
barrack, government office, watchtower and bridge, including even the run of the culverts of Fangs and 
some mansions of big families. 


This was the fang map Xifu Gold & Silver Ware secretly kept which had been brought to Zoroastrian 
Temple by the wolf guard. Long Bo took it in the disorder. It was indeed a hard evidence for his identity. 


Cao Poyan felt quite stirred in heart when looking at the fang map. He had lost fifteen good hands to get 
it. Now the last step for General Yousha’s plan was finally completed. 


“To get this damn thing, | won’t be allowed to stay in Chang’an anymore. General Yousha must make it 
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Cao Poyan’s brows knitted at the words, “Did Jing’an Department notice you?” 


“| bet half of Chang’an is looking for me. Even the newly crowned champion in Imperial Exams wouldn’t 
enjoy such great attention,” replied Long Bo, who sounded quite proud for that. 





Cao’s cloudy face lightened, “Then would the houses and this warehouse you’ve arranged lead them to 
you?” 


Long Bo tilted his head, “All the places were arranged through different brokers in different names. And 
| didn’t leave any trace in the place | lived. In no way would they get to me. What are you doing? Why 
don’t you let me in?” urged Long Bo. Not until then did Cao put aside all the confused thoughts, and let 
Long Bo in before he closed the door again. 


Upon entering the yard, Long Bo was greeted with corpses over the ground and the repugnant reek of 
blood. Not a bit surprised, he looked around, “Have the cargos from Yan Zhou arrived?” 


“Well uploaded and stored. And the irrelevant people are cleaned up.” 
“Gee...poor carters. Heading all the way here for death,” nagged Long Bo as he walked to the platform in 
the warehouse and patted the buckets. “So this is what you call the soul of Kailu Hodo? Where is the 
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Cao was quite annoyed by the slight in his voice and answered coldly, “The bamboo ware is ready. When 
the carters are loaded, I'll have the body sent here. Then it's up to you to do the final assembly.” 


Ironically, Kailu Hodo represented the wrath of Turk Khan, yet only Long Bo, a craftsman from Qiuci, 
knew how to assemble them. 


Long Bo paced around in the yard and said as if chanting some scripture, “By the time when the body 
and soul integrate as one, the great Kailu Hodo will rise to burn. And the fang map will lead it to destroy 
Chang’an.” Then he couldn’t help but laugh as he muttered, “The slogan your Khan chose is funny.” 

The corner of Cao’s mouth couldn’t help but twitch as the great Khan was humiliated. He grabbed his 
dagger tight, his right leg slightly bent in a position ready to attack. He decided to teach this guy a lesson. 
Long Bo, however, stepped forward and bent down all of a sudden as if trying to duck the attack. Cao 
couldn’t help but tense up, thinking the latter had seen through his mind. 
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to the fleet leader. Inside it put about a dozen rolled up mint leaves. Long Bo’s eyes lit up and he 
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Cao Poyan lowered his dagger secretly as he warned himself not to incur any trouble. 

Long Bo chewed the leaves, its eyes flickering, “When will the body arrive?” 

“The carters will leave in a quarter and will be back in an hour. And you have four hours to complete it.” 
Long Bo looked around, “The men for the job are not sufficient. Where are Mag’er and the others?” 


“| only do as I’m told. You can ask General Yousha where they are,” sneered Cao Poyan. 


Long Bo gave a gesture out of helplessness, “Time is running short. Get the tools and materials ready. 
I’m starting my job.” With that, he shook his wrist as he chewed the leaves. 





Taiping Fang lied in the northernmost of the second street on the west of Rosefinch Street. Facing 
Hanguang Gate of the imperial palace, it was very close to the government office in imperial city. Inside 
the Shiji Temple in the southwest of Taiping Fang existed a Jingtu (Lit. Pure Land) Yard that was reputed 
for being “The best in Imperial City”. The yard contained quite a few towers and buildings well arrayed 
in order. And with 108 Buddha statues representing good karma placed in the bamboo forest, it 
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Right at the moment in a pavilion locating in the depth of the bamboo groove stood two figures, one 
was Li Bi in cyan robe who had just left Jing’an Department, while the other was in purple and red, 
exuding an extreme air of nobility. Should there be anyone else here, he would immediately recognize 
that it was the Crown Prince, Li Heng. The two were looking far into the distance as if appreciating the 
Buddhist atmosphere of the forest, yet the words they spoke were nothing related to Buddhism. 


“So you forced Supervisor He to leave?” asked Li Heng with visible worries on face. He was about the 
same age as Li Bi. 


Li Bi bowed slightly to pay respect yet took quite a hard stance, “Yes. Just as | said, if Supervisor He stays, 
we won’t be able to get rid of Turks. | did what is right for the greater good.” 


Li Heng sighed as he pointed overhead, “Supervisor He is just like this pavilion that will provide a shelter 
for us to proceed the game. If you take it down, we’ll have enough space to do whatever we want. 
However, how can you weather through the rains and storms without it? Changyuan, you’re being 
impetuous this time.” 


‘With fierce tigers threatening by the side, we have no attention to spare for the rains and storms.” Li Bi 
retorted right back. His tough attitude embarrassed Li Heng who, several times, had the intention to 
reproach but then swallowed it back after a glance at Li Bi. 


He and Li Bi’s relationship had surpassed that between emperor and subjects. Li Bi had been his 
companion since young, and they were close to the point of keeping no secret. Pity that Li Bi, though 
talented and capable, was dedicated to seek Daoism, showing no interest in official career. He had tried 
really hard to persuade Li Bi to establish Jing’an Department. 


Li Bi always spoke bluntly in front of him. Well aware of his confidant’s temper, Li Heng waved his hand 
and resorted the tone of negotiation, “Er...you never listen to me. Let’s invite Supervisor He back, shall 
we?” 


“No. | have no time for that,” said Li Bi with a sullen look. “Now it is only six hours before the Lantern 
Show, yet we have no clues about the Turks. Your Highness, should it not be for your skepticism, | 
wouldn’t even be here.” 


Li Heng clicked his tongue and patted Li Bo on the back, “I’m not being skeptical. I’m just...How shall | 
put it? Well, Supervisor He is like the first mark on the arm of a steelyard, who makes a great difference 
to how the court and His Majesty would regard Jing’an Department.” 





He Zhizhang had been chosen as the master to teach Crown Prince strategy and politics in Year Tianbao 
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Heng and Li Bi. 


He Zhizhang was greatly valued by the emperor. And Li Heng invited He to be the head of Jing’an 
Department to deter other officials at court so that Li Bi could do whatever he wanted. Never would he 
expect that these two would be on bad terms. More unexpectedly that the calm and gentle Li Bi would 
force Supervisor He to leave with such means...and now the situation was a bit out of control. 


Jing’an Department was the most important wager in Li Heng’s hand. And if any of its errors were 
known by his political enemies, severe consequences would follow. 


He had no protection from the imperial harem, nor did he have any powerful supporters in army, and he 
never dared to associate with any influential officials at court. And even in the newly established Jing’an 
Department, only Li Bi was trustworthy. 


“You have to know that it is never easy to be Crown Prince of Tang,” complained Li Heng. 


“Your Highness, | know you’re worried about doubts at court. But aren’t you afraid of His Majesty?” Li Bi 
said in a light voice. 


Li Heng’s face changed drastically at those words. What the hell was he talking about? 


Li Bi stepped forward and lowered his voice, “Skeptical as His Majesty is, he should entrust the security 
of Chang’an to you. You ever wondered why?” 


Ling Heng went silent. 


The emperor’s suspicion towards the princes were known to all, especially after the last crown prince 
had been dethroned and the Misfortune of the Three Illegal Born Princes. Li Heng had never been in the 
East Palace ever since he was crowned. This time the emperor acquiesced in Crown Prince’s establishing 
Jing’an Department that possessed power beyond nearly all offices in Chang’an, entrusting him the 
safety of the whole city. It was, apparently, a test. 


A test for Crown Prince’s true intention and his capability. 


Li Bi saw through it from the very beginning, so did He Zhizhang. However, the two held different ideas. 
He Zhizhang upheld that they must have a right mind if it might lead to a failed mission. While Li Bi, on 
the contrary, insisted to do the right thing even if it meant to offend others. 


“Political enemies might attack in three days. But Turks might start the calamity in six hours. Your 
Highness, you should know the priority. If Chang’an is saved, His Majesty would be delighted and your 
status would be secure. However, if Chang’an falls...” Li Bi deliberately drawled as he put on a serious 
look, “Everything is done.” 


Li Heng was startled but still unwilling to give in, “Supervisor He is trying to catch the thieves. So are you. 
Why can’t you two work together?” 





“No, | can’t. | don’t have the time. Jing’an Department must know whose orders to take.” Li Bi waved his 
whisk as he continued with a touch of complaint in his cold voice, “I’m now involved in the intricate 
worldly affairs, violating the rules of Daoism. Are you suspecting me of doing it for power?” 


“Nonsense! | mean none of that,” Li Heng hurried to defend himself. 


Li Bi didn’t respond. Instead, he looked up, his gaze skipping the eaves of the pavilion to the sky, and 
sighed. 


Li Heng forced a wry smile and walked over to take his arm, “I know you’re doing it for me. I’m not 
suspecting you. It’s just...in time of such chaotic changes, we have to be cautious. Alas, forget it. Now 
that Supervisor He is retired because of illness, just let it be.” He still had some words to exhort but was 
stopped by Li Bi, who cupped his hand, saying, “Time is up. | need to get back to Jing’an Department.” 


Li Heng, out of embarrassment, asked, “The what can | do?” 


“Your Highness, | need your firm support for the following six hours. You must support every decision of 
mine. No time left for any suspicion or discussion. This has to be done exactly according to my rules.” 


“What are your rules, Changyuan?” Li Heng was quite curious. 


“No rules.” 





4. Wei Chu (13:00-14:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


Winding channels, dense tall buildings, surrounding flowers, willow trees casting their shadows all 
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-No matter for visitors or fugitives. Wei Chu, Jan.14, the third year of Tianbao period (744 DC). 
Xiuzheng Fang, Wannian County, Chang’an. 


Xiuzheng Fang located in the southeast corner of Wannian County, far away from the imperial palace, 
two markets and busy places like Yanshou Fang and Pingkang Fang, but adjoined Qujiang Pond and 
Lotus Garden, convenient to go for tourism and sightseeing. Most of dignitaries in the capital city bought 
houses here rather than settled in. 


It was a good idea for Long Bo and the Turks to stay here. Few people lived here at this time of the year, 
and many of the houses were empty, perfect for hiding. 


Time was short. Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Ru’neng galloped at full speed from Pingkang Fang all the way to 
Xiuzheng Fang. 


Compared to the dense building in the north Fangs, the layout of the mansion in Xiuzheng Fang was 
sparser, seven to eight houses on each street. Every house covered a much larger area, the gates were 
tall and wide, and the walls on both sides were more than 30 steps long, covered with green fish-scale 
tiles on the top, and green plants like Ming Fern and wisteria thinly spread all behind the walls. Seen 
from a distance, several high-rise pavilions in the courtyard came into view. 


According to the confession of Tong’er, Long Bo always took her to the third house on a side street in 
the southwest corner of Xiuzheng Fang. The house was slightly shabby among neighbors: the exterior 
walls had peeled off; the ruined rooftop tiles looked like a row of bad teeth; the rusted knocker and 
missing plaque on the gate suggested that the house was ownerless so far. 


By reviewing the deed to the house, Jing’an Department learned that the owner was a wealthy 
merchant surnamed Jin from Yangzhou. However, he hadn’t appeared for many years, and whether he 
was dead or simply forgot the house was unknown. The house had been deserted, without even a 
cleaning servant. It was really a great shelter for the Turks. 


Zhang Xiaojing believed there couldn’t be just one Safe House for the Turks in Chang’an; otherwise they 
couldn’t take big actions. Conversely, if he could find the house, he might track the Turks down. 


Seeing from the outside, the empty house was nothing unusual. However, Zhang Xiaojing knew that 
even the poorest house in Xiuzhang Fang had five or six layers of courtyards, only by sneaking in it could 
he know what was going on inside. He checked the crossbow and arrows, tightened his trouser legs and 
cuffs, and then pulled the scabbard off his sabre before he said to Yao Ru’neng, “For the condition inside 
is unclear, I’ll check it out first, you stay here to keep in touch with the Watchtower.” 





“Only you?” Yao Ru’neng was surprised. 
Zhang Xiaojing quietly said, “Il dare not to show you my back now.” 


Yao Ru’neng twitched his lip corner, lowered his head, and stepped back silently. The relationship 
between them had become alittle bizarre after their argument in Pingkang Fang. 


Yao Ru’neng had reported Zhang Xiaojing’s vile deeds to Jing’an Department through the Watchtower. 
Unexpectedly, Jing’an Dep. replied him with a reprimand that how an undercover could compare with 
the safety of Chang’an, and warned him not to interfere with Commandant Zhang’s work, nor should he 
use the Watchtower to deliver such pointless messages. 


Yao Ru’neng persisted that Zhang Xiaojing had his own planning, and the superiors were nothing but 
blind. “Now he insists on getting in alone, is he attempting escape? If he had planned to escape, he 
should have gone when he knocked me out, why did he wait until now?” 


He stood still, upset, knowing not whether he should follow up to watch Zhang, or obey the order to 
wait here for messages. Before Yao Ru’neng made a decision, Zhang Xiaojing stood ten steps away the 
wall with sabre in his mouth, ran over quickly to jump grabbing the edge, then leapt over the wall 
skillfully. 


If the Turks were hidden here, they would tamper with the gate and the side doors, so slipping over the 
wall was the best choice. 


Once he landed, he squatted in the bushes, looking around, and then cautiously went inside. There was 
nothing new about the layout of this house. Behind the screen was the main house with flat eave, 
collecting the east and west side-rooms through cloister. The winding cloister formed a garth, 
unfortunately, flower shelves in the garth had been dusty for a long time, and the flowerpots were 
abandoned. Since January was not the flowering period, the peony-bushes in the corner stretched bare 
branches, with no one to trim. 


The cloister led round to the back of the main hall, deep into a group of pines. And between the pines, 
there seemed to be a two-story wooden pavilion. 


VAsY-la)-@At-le) i lat cmallomelalel-lamdal-m of-1aa(-] aro) ma al-mol(o)in-1mr-] elem ol-1-1a-10 mellem ce)ar-]elol0| mat-lim-lamalele lam elei mc iw-W oid 
disappointed with the quiet court. He merely guessed it was a safe house of the Turks; once he was 
wrong, no more clues were left, and he had to start all over again. 
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sniffed out subtle perfumes: obviously a woman had passed by not long before. It couldn’t be Tong’er, 
for she had been put in prison, so who would it be? Kneeling down, Zhang Xiaojing rubbed his finger on 
the wood floor of the cloister, and stained his finger belly with some bluish white powder. That was not 
dust, but stone chips. 


There was no similar material in the house, so it must be brought in along with someone’s shoes. 





Someone, no doubt, must have been here. Since it was not in the front hall, was it hiding in the back 
two-story wooden pavilion? 


Zhang Xiaojing was about to stand up, and suddenly felt wind blowing overhead. He quickly rolled 
forward on the spot, avoiding the sharp knife and withdrawing his elbow to fire an arrow. Poof! There 
came a sound of arrow shooting through the flesh. Zhang Xiaojing kicked his left leg to counterattack, 
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out the baffle knife and stabbed it into the man’s lower abdomen three times, never forgetting to twist 
the knife. 


The man collapsed dead. Only by now did Zhang Xiaojing have time to observe his look: he was a Turk, 
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one side, blocking half of the view. The Turk was probably peeing in the bushes behind the window, so 
Zhang Xiaojing did not see him. 


It was a narrow escape that if Zhang Xiaojing slowed one second, his head would be split up by the Turk. 
If the Turk did not take advantage of sneak attack, but first sounded warning to his peers, Zhang Xiaojing 
would get caught in the siege. 


For the fact that only one person patrolled at the front hall rather than one guard in the light, another in 
the dark, they shouldn’t have too many people. Zhang Xiaojing was all but certain that the enemy was in 
the two-story pavilion behind. 


“Get your wolf tails finally.” Zhang Xiaojing was delighted. 


He could retreat now and asked Yao Ru’neng to inform Jing’an Dep, the Lubi Army led by Cui Qi would 
arrive here within two quarters. Somehow Zhang Xiaojing was a bit concerned about the fragrance, so 
he decided to move forward. 


The two-story pavilion behind the middle hall named “Mind Training”, which might be a viewing building 
from outside - The ground floor, a large open room for banquets, led to the first floor by bamboo stairs. 
The first floor was divided into several rooms for resting and private talk. On the top of the building was 
a gazebo overlooking Qu River. 


These guys were very cautious, Zhang Xiaojing observed for a while, no shadow at the window. For the 
complicated internal structure and narrow space, it was dangerous to rush into the pavilion without 
preparation, so he decided to temporarily retreat. Just as he was leaving quietly, a woman screamed in 
one of the rooms on the first floor. 


Hearing the familiar voice, Zhang Xiaojing’s silkworm-brows knotted together. After some hesitation 
Zhang Xiaojing leveled his crossbow and felt his way under the window toward the main entrance. 
Arriving at the gate, he stood back against the wall, aimed sideways at the entrance, picked up a marble 
from the yard and threw it at the opposite direction. 
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With neck getting stuck, the guy struggled hard and his right leg kicked over a flower shelf next to him. A 
fine-grained earthen pot fell to the ground and crashed into pieces, alarming the whole courtyard. 


Zhang Xiaojing broke the man’s neck with a twist, and his attempt to sneak in was also ruined. Rapid 
footsteps came from the second floor, and dust quickly fell out of the ceiling, together with loud Turkic 
shouts. As it was, Zhang Xiaojing had no time to regret, he picked up crossbow, and headed up the 
bamboo stairs. The first one coming down fell to his arrows and rolled down. 


Seizing the chance, Zhang Xiaojing rushed onto the first floor in one breath, and sneaked into the back of 
a screen of Qi and Chu embroidery facing the stairs. The opposite Turks were also holding crossbows, 
blindly shooting the screen into a sieve. Zhang Xiaojing did not fight back, and when one person raised 
the knife forward, he quickly fired an arrow and hit the enemy right in his knee. 


Other people dragged their crying partner away and momentarily afraid to approach. So both sides 
occupied, respectively, the ends of the corridor as cover, shooting each other. Soon the flying arrows 
inside were raging like storm. 


Since crossbow was banned in Chang’an, the Turks’ crossbows were self-assembled, the speed and 
accuracy of which were not comparable to that in army. Zhang Xiaojing, by himself, incredibly 
suppressed the attack of the opposite three people and three crossbows. 


The problem was, Zhang Xiaojing’s arrows were running out. While there were at least four Turks 
withdrawing on the second floor, Zhang Xiaojing estimated, a bit anxious. 

“This is Jing’an Department! You are surrounded!” 
shouting loudly in Turki. 


Zhang Xiaojing put the last arrow in the groove, 
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opposite shouted, “Put your weapon down, or Wang Zhongsi’s daughter will die!” 


Wang Zhongsi? Zhang Xiaojing froze when hearing the name. He was the core figure in the troops Tang 
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a blade against her throat. Unfortunately, their faces were blurred in the backlighting. 


“Drop down your weapons before | count to three, or she’ll be killed.” Mag’er held the knife against the 
woman’s soft neck. The woman’s hair was scattered and her mouth was stuffed with rags, whining. 


The voice! A trace of alarm flashed in his single eye. It sounded more like Wen Ran’s rather than 
daughter of Wang Zhongsi. Shouldn’t she have received his note and left Chang’an, why did she involve 
in the affairs of Turks, and was mistaken for the daughter of Wang Zhongsi? 


This was the third time Mag’er made threat, and he was taking it seriously. Zhang Xiaojing clicked his 
tongue out of helplessness, threw the crossbow on the ground, and kicked it to Mag’er. It was none of 
his business if the woman was daughter of Wang Zhongsi, but the Turk was holding Wen Ran, he 
couldn’t ignore it. These Turks really hit the mark by a fluke. 





“And your knife!” Mag’er held Wen Ran tightly by her neck. 
Zhang Xiaojing had to drop his baffle knife, coming out with his hands up. 


Two Turks ran over and wrestled him to the ground. Unable to resist with his hands tied, Zhang Xiaojing 
tried to look up at the girl. However, Mag’er had pushed her back to the room. 
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The blow was so severe that he saw stars, and his nose was bleeding, then a second and third blow, 
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4. Wei Chu (13:00-14:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Li Bi at this moment had returned to Jing’an Department. He summoned Xu Bing and others to whisper 
the discussion before the sand table. On the outer periphery, secretaries, servants, message senders, 
and private servants were all fully occupied, giving a hustling busy scene to the whole lobby of Jing’an 
Department. 
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Waiting until the thin sand was drained, he overturned the bottle and counted loudly, “One, two, 
three...” Every four-times of counting, an elder next to him would put a few red paper-patches between 
Fangs. On the sand table, now there were more than thirty patches of red paper, covering over a dozen 
Fangs in the city north. They grouped and clustered up, forming a huge lot of patch at a distance look. 


After a short while, Xu Bin raised his hand to gesture a halt of timing and made a salute to Li Bi, “Forty 
times of leak; thirty-seven Fangs.” 


The numbers turned everyone’s face sullen. 
The purpose of this sand-table-based deduction was to figure out what on earth the Turks wanted to do. 


Zhang Xiaojing went all out to investigate, yet Li Bi didn’t like to wait passively. He decided to take the 
initiative. The Turks claimed that Chang’an would become a Kailu Hodo, but what Kailu Hodo stood for 
was still unclear. Therefore, Li Bi had convened a batch of officials who were experts in the city 
conditions and gave them a subject, “How to cause the greatest damage to Chang’an City in shortest 
time span?” 


The officials quickly came up with the conclusion—arson. 


Other means would be either too complicated or yield limited effect. To plan an arson was easy at a low 
cost. As long as choosing the right place and timing, a few people were able to cause a big trouble. 


For the wolf guards who had no backup force in Chang’an City, this seemed to be their only best choice. 


Nevertheless, Li Bi was still discontent with this answer. He wanted more details: Where should the fire 
be set? In which direction should it spread? How fast? Thus, he invited a few scouts who were familiar 
with fire safety and conducted a deduction using this big sand table. 


During the deduction, every overturn of the hourglass was counted as a quarter of hour and one patch 
of red paper suggested the fire around three-hundred steps away. The numbers “forty times of leak and 
thirty-seven Fangs” that Xu Bing had reported meant that once the fire started, within eight hours, the 
fire could spread to reach thirty-seven Fangs, and all of them were bustling places in the city north as 
well as essence of Chang’an City. 





And this was the simulation of fire ignited at one place. If they were attentive enough to set up 
simultaneously at many places, the result would be several times horrible. 


At the sight of the densely-distributed red patches, the on-lookers all summoned up in their minds an 
appalling picture of a purgatory city. Was this what they called Kailu Hodo? 


Li Bi frowned, “It spreads so fast? Are the fire protection methods taken into consideration?” 


Xu Bin replied, “Usually, different Fangs are separated by walls, and there are river channels within to 
divide them, so that...yet, don’t forget that today is the Lantern Festival when each Fang will hang 
lanterns on streets. I’m afraid that there will be millions of lit-up candles. In addition, the lantern husks 
are made of bamboo or wood, linking one to another ceaselessly to cover a lot of Fangs. This spring is 
dry and windy. Once there is fire, it can hardly be stopped from burning...” 


Everyone came to the realization. Little wonder that the Turks were obsessed with the Fang map. With 
the map in their hands, they could easily figure out where were the furthest places from river channels, 
what places were at high altitude from where gale came, where the key places located that would let 
the fire spread at the highest speed. 


Cui Qi asked loudly, “We have watchtowers! Can’t we send out fire fighters to put the fire out the 
moment we see fire?” 


Xu Bin’s expression was bitter, “Alas, General Cui, things aren’t that simple. Tonight, millions of folks and 
soldiers will go out to watch lanterns which may even cause congestion. How can we mobilize scouts? 
What’s more, once the fire starts, the folks will definitely be startled. With so many people running and 
stepping on each other, should we save people or put out fire?” 


Cui Qi shut up. He knew from inside and out how terrifying a chaotic army was. The two people 
simultaneously shifted their eyes to the minister. Li Bi pinched his chin, silent. 


The best way to cope with it was certainly to cancel the festival and resume the night ban—which was 
hardly possible; the second-best was to investigate households one by one—which was also impossible. 
Li Bi shook his head helplessly. Being held back by the elbow from both inside and outside and with 
unfulfilled wishes, Jing’an Department was really dancing with shackles. 


In fact, there was another way, that was to let the official mark out the most suitable places for arson 
and allocate people to ambush in advance. However, this move was no less than a gamble. Once there 
was one mistake in the guessing, the whole would collapse. Li Bi didn’t appreciate such a passive 
attitude. 


But if this move wasn’t to be taken, what else could they do? Could they solely count on Zhang Xiaojing? 


At this time, a white-bearing elder official advised, “It would be better to check material than Fangs.” Li 
Bi’s eyes lit up and indicated him to go on. The elder official replied respectfully, “I used to be a farmer. 
Back then, | often set fire on withered stalks. In order to produce a titanic fire, the first is to set up a big 
fire and second, make it spread fast. The former relies on oil and the latter on burning material. If the 
wolf guards want to set fire on the whole city, they need both of them, in large amount.” 





“You mean that the wolf guards must have stored a huge batch of oil and burning material in Chang’an 
City?” 


“Yes, minister, you’re wise. In my opinion, as long as we keep an eye on these two kinds of things, the 
result definitely will be fruitful.” 


This suggestion struck out a new path for itself. Listening to it, the group of people all nodded secretly. Li 
Bi appreciated, “As an old maxim goes, the top priority is to prevent and the second to rescue. The 
method will solve the problem from the very root. Insightful!” 


Seeing that their peers gained praising from the minister, others also became bold to speak up. One said, 
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scattered all around, which makes it difficult to investigate one by one, so let’s just focus on oil. This kind 
of goods is hard to produce unless it’s a big workshop. Therefore, all the sources are in the hand of the 
few tycoons, whom are much quicker to look into.” 


Another low-ranked official added, “Oil in the capital depends on import from other places. As long as 
we check into the clearance records at the city door guards, to see whether there have been foreign 
merchants who carried large amount of oil raw materials such as pig fat, goat fat, peanuts or finished oil, 
so that we can track down to the places storing these...” 


“Ridiculous. Do you think that the locals won’t be bought? If to investigate, do it thoroughly!” Li Bi 
pulled his face and corrected. The opinion he had always been instilling in the mind of his men was: Do 


not hold prejudice to foreigners, because all races are dangerous. 


The clerks quickly wrote these suggestions down to make a dozen official letters, on which stamped the 
seal of Jing’an Department by Li Bi in person. 


“Send them to all local offices and let them carry out immediately upon receiving. Within two hours, | 
need the list of places where oil and oil materials are stored.” 
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started to get busy again. 


Li Bi returned to his own seat, closing his eyes. Tanqi walked to behind him and began to gently rub his 
temples with the slender jade fingers. In a while, Tanqi suddenly heard the sound of light snoring. 


He should fall asleep. 
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Zhang Xiaojing regained his consciousness from coma and found himself tied up to a pillar, hands 
bounden up high. His nose still hurt from time to time with blood adhered around. Mag’er walked to 
alianPaclate).4la¥omdalemo(s)aluiava o)t-1oMan llalsae-]am Occ) e)[a\-amnl al alicmat-lale pm Waalo)dallavcan cocolomcie-lalellal-a lam alice oy-lale 





Mag’er now was in a horrible mood. The furuncle on his round nose tip swelled bigger, and some oil 
even spilled out. 


He had been carrying out General Yousha’s instruction to drag these two girls to this safe house. General 
Yousha only said to keep them alive and nothing else, so Mag’er decided to enjoy himself. Ever since he 
came to Chang’an City from the grassland, he had been constraining himself to keep a low-profile. His 
desire was going to explore. He was no impassive man like Cao Poyan. He wanted fresh blood, massacre 
as well as shriek of women. 


Mag’er had made a perfect plan that he would fuck both of the women and then keep the daughter of 
Wang Zhongsi alive while torturing the other one to death in the cruelest ways to vent out his thirst and 
to welcome the upcoming Kailu Hodo with his best self. At the thought of the woman, daughter of the 
renowned Dreadful King of Grassland, moaning under his body, Mag’er’s penis couldn’t help standing up 
high. 


Unexpectedly, when he had just taken off his pants, here came an intruder, which annoyed Mag’er very 
much. 


What upset him more was that this intrude should have an identity plate. Though Mag’er was illiterate, 
he knew that this heavy-looked plate wasn’t an ordinary thing. 


Mag’er desperately wished to kill this intruder without any hesitation and go on to play the women. 
However, after all he was one of the wolf guards and had to consider another factor—this guy’s 
equipment was too advanced. Either the identity plate, the soft armor or the hand crossbow were high- 
end products, which very likely belonged to Jingzhao Office or Jinwu Guards or even the army. 


Now that the guy was able to find him, it meant that others could too and that this safe house became 
unsafe now. 


This question must be figured out. 

“How do you know we’re here?” Mag’er asked in broken Tang language. 

Zhang Xiaojing didn’t speak and just gazed at Mag’er with his cold only eye. Mag’er felt very 
uncomfortable, because the gaze looked exactly the same with that of a grassland wolf. A lone wolf 


would forever regard humans with that kind of sullen eyes whether it was trapped or faced with death. 


Mag’er snorted, taking out Zhang Xiaojing’s knife, and gently cut off a slice of flesh on his throat, which 
instantly began to bleed like flood, “Tell me, or there will be more suffering.” 


Zhang Xiaojing’s lips trembled, and Mag’er thought he was going to confess, but unexpectedly, he heard 
him asking, “Where are the women?” Mag’er’s eyebrows jumped and instantly, he gave a nasty punch 
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“Now |’m the questioner!” 


But Zhang Xiaojing already knew the answer. Just now, Mag’er subconsciously took a glance at the room 
next to this, which meant that Wenran was there exactly. He was very familiar with the special fragrance. 





“How do you know we’re here?” 


Mag’er asked again, and, seeing that he made no response, stabbed the knife to Zhang Xiaojing’s armpit. 
The cold touch of iron made his skin shiver. Mag’er tightened his lips and deliberately moved the knife 
slowly like peeling a pear, neatly slicing off a peel of bleeding skin from his body. As the knife turned 
over, Zhang Xiaojing could no longer hold back a gruesome shriek. 


This, in Turkish, was called making flesh money, because the slice of flesh was in the same size of a coin. 
To rotate a knife at this part of body wouldn’t be fatal but extremely painful. Only after a few flesh coins 
were made, any tough prisoners would confess everything. 


However, although Zhang Xiaojing’s face distorted from pain, he remained clammed up and fixed his 
disdaining eye on him. Mag’er momentarily realized that this guy was trying to buy time! Probably a 


bigger squad was already on the way. 


No. He must leave the place immediately! 





4. Wei Chu (13:00-14:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


When Mag’er entered the next room, his subordinates had pulled the two women up. He glanced 
outside, and then pointed at Wen Ran, “Take her.” 


“How can you tell which one is the daughter of Wang Zhongsi?” His subordinates were a little surprised. 


Mag’er touched We Ran’s soft neck, put his fingers to his nose and sniffed, saying indecently, “I found 
that senior official’s daughter smelled good the time | caught her. So does that woman, but her 
fragrance is lighter.” 


The men laughed, knowing that he had special fetish for women, so he was very sensitive to certain 
details. Spices were rare on the prairie and only noble women could afford them. 


“What to do with the other one?” 
“Kill her in the next room, and also the spy. Right now,” gesticulated Mag’er at his throat with a hand. 


The door was slammed open again. Zhang Xiaojing looked closer and saw a woman was pushed in by 
Turkic wolf guards. 


She was not Wen Ran, but had similar figure and wore same Hu robe. The silver inlaid hair ornament 
dangling by her cheeks and phoebe hairpin anchored on bun indicated that she was of noble family, 

otherwise, how could an ordinary woman afford such expensive accessories? She should be the real 

daughter of Wang Zhongsi. 


Zhang Xiaojing soon concluded that they should have been kidnapped by the Turks at the same place. 
However, these vulgar Turks didn’t know hair accessories and had the two confused. 


A Turkic wolf guard pulled out his sharp knife toward Wang Yunxiu. Being gagged, she couldn’t make a 
sound, and desperately wriggled her body, lucky enough to escape the knife aiming at her throat, but 
was cut in the shoulder with blood spattering everywhere. The Turk, ashamed of his failure, reached out 
to slapp her in the face to calm her down. 


Before he got started again, the sound of flapping wings came from outside the window, and then 
several larks flew off. Mag’er looked at them sternly, motioning them not to move, and then he walked 
quickly to the window to overlook the front yard. 


Trees swayed along with hurried footsteps, as if there were large crowd approaching. 
Mag’er turned back and called his subordinates in. He had seven subordinates, three of whom were 


killed by Zhang Xiaojing, one took an arrow in the leg, and only three were able to move. With no time 
to sigh, Mag’er quickly said to them in Turkish, and the three men hurried away with commission. 





Mag’er glanced at Zhang Xiaojing and Wang Yunxiu, and then turned to leave, leaving them alone. Soon 
from the next room came the panic cry of Wen Ran, it seemed that they were going to take this “Miss 
Wang” away only. 
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dozen of men crowed in. They rushed to the main hall and stopped abruptly. He saw only a wolf guard, 
with his thigh injured, leaning against a huge double-ear copper censer, holding two crossbows to the 
door, and another two crossbows on the ground. 


The wolf guard was also confused. He had thought the intruder were Zhang Xiaojing’s associates, at 
least the Forbidden Guards. But these men wore embroidered cloth on one shoulder, revealing their 
tattoos like young loafers in the capital Chang’an. 


After standoff for a while, an impatient young loafer shouted and went forward holding a big stick. The 
wolf guard promptly raised his hands and shot an arrow at the youth’s forehead. Other youths were 
alarmed and quickly stepped back. Then three arrows flied and hit three men in succession. 


“He’s out of arrows!” 


Somebody shouted. The young loafers rushed to him one more time. The wolf guard had no choice but 
to lie on the floor and endure their kicking and punching. Unlike the Lubi Army, these youths were 
obviously disorganized. As soon as the wolf guard was knocked down, more than twenty men swarmed 
Tamaalsmaerliamerlie 


Having looked around on the ground floor, the young leader pointed at the stairs, motioning to some 
people to go upstairs. Soon from upstairs came the news that they got it! He hurried up the bamboo 
stairs, ran across the corridor, and saw two people being trapped in a room on the first floor. The man 
was tied to the pillar, and the woman, seventeen or eighteen years old, fell to the ground. 


The leader was delighted to find she was the only woman in the building. It couldn’t be wrong this time. 


The Fires kidnapped a woman today and she ran away halfway. According to the gang members chasing 
her, the woman was taken to this mansion by unidentified Turks. The Fires had always regarded 
Wannian County as their turf; how could they accept being mugged in their own place? So, the leader 
gathered a group of rogue youth to take the woman back. 


The leader immediately asked four men to take the woman away. As for the strange man, it was none of 
their business. 


He watched the escort leave and suddenly felt very happy for this landmark achievement in the Fires. 
The young leader strolled up the high gazebo on the second floor, overlooking for a moment. The 
splendid scenery of Qu River was clear even from a distance, which got him to sigh, “Rich people are 
fucking living it up!” After enjoying the view for a while, he walked slowly down the stairs with his hands 
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Suddenly, the young leader felt something unusual under his feet. He looked down and saw a brown 
stream, with pungent odor, flowing down the stairs to the ground floor. 





He stooped over to finger the fluid and was surprised to recognize it as castor oil. How came such stuff 

appeared in an empty house? The young leader looked up and saw several pottery pots hanging in the 

four corners of the beams. The openings of the pots were tilted and were pouring oil downstairs. Seven 
or eight turbid streams flowed together on the ground floor to form a pool of oil. 


His pupils shrank sharply, and he hurried down the stairs, shouting as he ran, “Kill him. Hurry up!” 
Before the words were finished, he slipped on the castor oil and fell downstairs. The young loafers didn’t 
hear the warning, but instead laughed at his embarrassing state. 


Just then, the injured wolf guard, who had been badly beaten, took out a Huo Zhe Zi (paper rolls for 
making fire) from his arms, blew it hard, and then threw it on the oil. The fire met oil and suddenly 
burned up with a whoosh, the flames quickly spread along the oil line over the entire ground floor like 
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As the loft was made of bamboo, the walls, pillars, and stairs were ignited instantly, and large and small 
fire mushrooms emerged from the wood seams. The former elegant and comfortable place suddenly 
became a fire house in the Buddhist scriptures. 


The young loafers were stunned and wanted to flee. However, the crowed all packed to the narrow door 
and blocked the exits. The raging oily fire swept over and swallowed the people who had not escaped, 
leaving only the desperately struggling figures. 


On the first floor, Zhang Xiaojing felt that there was a steaming heat rising under his feet, and heard wild 
shrieks and howls, knowing that the intruders must have been trapped by the wolf guards. 


Since wolf guards had chosen it as a shelter, they must have been prepared. This bamboo building was 
hung with castor oil cans. Once an irresistible foreign invasion, they would knock over the cans, waited 
time to ignite them, and then quickly fled away. Long Bo had always come over here to make 
preparation. 


Zhang Xiaojing knew that if he stayed here any longer, he would be burned to death. He had been 
quietly twisting his wrists, and the rope had been loose enough that he would only have to scratch it a 
few more times to break free. At that moment, the edge of the floor made a sharp sound of friction, and 
the whole loft trembled slightly. Then every joint of the whole house began to creak. 


“No!” Zhang Xiaojing thought. These wolf guards were so ruthless that they not only prepared castor oil 
in the house, but also virtually connected few tenons and support beams between the ground and the 
second floor. Once a big fire broke out, the entire loft would soon collapse; even if the people in the 
building were not burned to death, they would be crushed to death under the ruins. 


Because he had a missing finger in his left hand, unable to untie the rope round his wrists, he had to 
desperately bow his body and batter his buttocks against the floor. The bamboo loft adopted the 
Bridged-House design, both of its floors were embedded on the wooden frame with bamboo plates, and 
was not strong in itself. Zhang Xiaojing turned into a sledgehammer and kept striking its fragile support. 
Only if he crashed the floor down before the whole loft collapsed, would he have a chance to escape. 





Under continuous attack of Zhang Xiaojing’s buttocks and the flames below, the floor soon made a 
wailing sound. It sank abruptly at one end, and then the main part tilted downstairs with a crash, 
forming a sloping slide in the fire. 


Ulaholauelat-]u=)\Vamvalom o)]It-lendat-layAgr-lalca,di-(e) | lal -maickom a L=lo mm Kemel{elaMme)gct-] em olU] mia0 lol @lamnal-manlie(e|(-M-lalomibancte| 
him in the air. Zhang Xiaojing struggled for a while, in vain, so he hurriedly adjusted his posture and 
aimed the rope on his wrists at the rising flames. 


The rope was made of snake vines from Lingnan, stout but not fire-resistant for having been soaked in 
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the rope thoroughly, and then he struggled hard one time, twice, and finally broke it at the third 
attempt. 


But he didn’t have time to be glad, and immediately stepped on the unburned sloping floor, ran forward, 
covered his face with his elbows through several burning walls, rushed to a flaming window, and jumped 
out. The burning panes were so fragile that Zhang Xiaojing crashed straight through it. Upon landing, he 
rolled on the ground a few times to smother the flame on his body. 


The next instant, the main structure of the loft crashed down with flying sparks, lying in burning 
woodpile. 


Zhang Xiaojing gasped on the ground. His eyebrows and hairs were charred, his wrists were burned, and 
there was a terrible long wound on his waist, which was scratched by a bamboo thorn of the frame 
when he jumped out of the window. 


Shortly afterwards, a shuffling of feet was heard from outside. Zhang Xiaojing thought there was still 
enemy and raised his reluctant neck to have a look, and then his shoulders relaxed. 


It was a large number of Lubi soldiers in brown armor from Jing’an Department rushing into the 
backyard. When the Lubi Army saw the fierce fire, they spontaneously dispersed without waiting for an 
order, clearing a fire line around the Mind Training pavilion to prevent the fire from spreading. 


A strong figure came over and helped Zhang Xiaojing up, apologizing for his late, but the words were 
spoken in a lukewarm tone. Zhang Xiaojing gazed at him and recognized him as Cui Qi. Ignoring his 
injured body, he grabbed Cui Qi’s arm, “Did you see anybody else when you came in?” 

As Cui Qi didn’t trust this Mr. Zhang, he only flicked his chin, “A few idlers of the Fires!” 

“The Fires?” Zhang Xiaojing heard the name and flashed a significant glint in his single eye. 

As Cui Qi stood aside, Zhang Xiaojing saw several surviving young loafers crouching on the ground, 
frustrated, being kept by some steel knives. They probably had just escaped the fire and bumped into 


the Lubi Army. 


Zhang Xiaojing shouted, “Come on, beat the Jiuguan drum now! The wolf guards have just left, and must 
be somewhere around!” 





Hearing the words “wolf guards”, he immediately barked a series of orders at the deputy besides him as 
cruel glitter burst out of Cui Qi’s eyes. 





4. Wei Chu (13:00-14:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Jing’an Department had a structured warning system. When the Nine Blockade Drum (7L&&x, a special 
way of beating the drum to issue certain order) on the watchtower rang, the fang where the 
watchtower stood should close its doors, so should the surrounding eight fangs. Meanwhile, the sixteen 
streets among the nine fangs should set barriers like chevaux-de-frise and cross-bar. 


It was only about half an hour from the moment Fires Gang broke into the house to Lubi Army arrived. 
Wolf Guards wouldn’t be too fast in retreat with Wen Ran. From the moment Nine Blockade Drum rang, 
a huge net would lock the nine fangs, leaving no chance for them to escape. If necessary, other fangs 
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Cui Qi was experienced in this. He ordered Xiuzheng Fang to start the drum, and dispatched four groups 
of cavalrymen to start the search in four directions. After that, Cui Qi squatted down as he ordered his 
subordinates to fetch some vulnerary and cloth to bind up Zhang Xiaojing’s wound. 


“Why are you here?” asked Zhang Xiaojing. 
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mansion for too long. So | hurried to the Watchtower to ask for General Cui’s help. I’m sorry that | didn’t 
dare to rescue you on my own...” 


His guilt was heartfelt. Not long ago, he had questioned Zhang Xiaojing’s true intention and nearly 
wanted to kill him. However, Zhang Xiaojing faced the danger alone and nearly died for the mission 
while he himself was hesitant and just stood by. Now he took himself as a true coward. 


“You wouldn’t be of any help if you rushed in alone. Asking for help was the right thing to do. You made 
a wise decision. No need to underestimate yourself for that,” said Zhang Xiaojing in a casual tone as he 
lifted his wrist for wound dressing. 


Cui Qi asked with a frown, “Mr. Zhang, what happened?” He had so many questions to ask. The mansion 
was supposed to be the place where wolf guards hid. Why would a bunch of hooligans pop out? More 
confusingly, why the two parties would engage in fight? How come the Mind Training Pavilion was on 
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Zhang Xiaojing told them in brief what he had been through: First sneaking into the pavilion, then being 
threatened by Turks who took Wang Zhongsi’s daughter as hostage, then the most baffling part came 
when members of Fires Gang rushed in...Cui Qi cut in, his face livid and his voice quivering, “Did you say 
that Turks got Jiedu Wang’s daughter?” 


Zhang Xiaojing was about to answer when suddenly something came into his mind. In fact, the girl Turks 
took was Wen Ran. However, if he told Cui the truth, what would happen? Jing’an Department wouldn’t 
care a bit about the safety of Wen Ran when trying to chase down Turks. 





But Wen Ran mattered a lot to him. 
If he could only save one single person in Chang’an, it would no doubt be Wen Ran. 
So he made his decision in a second. 


Zhang Xiaojing lifted his hand, his voice calm and steady without slightest wave, “Yes, Wolf Gurads took 
her right in front of me.” 
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He had been an ordinary solider in Longshan who finally was granted to enter Chang’an based on his 
military achievements and his brother’s efforts. Before he could earn himself any power or prosperity, 
he took one heavy blow after another. First his brother was killed, then he let an important figure of 
Turks slip off his hands, now the worst ever, he was dragged into this kidnapping of a vital official’s 
daughter. 


Cui Qi knew too well about how the imperial court would deal with things. They would always find a 
scapegoat for grave matters like this. And among all those involved in this mission, Li Bi had someone 
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was in charge of the mission, was the best candidate for this scapegoat. 


Now what mattered to him was not how to gain achievements, nor to revenge for his brother, but to 
save his own life. 


Zhang Xiaojing nudged Cui, “Brigadier Cui, they’re waiting for your orders.” Cui Qi immediately came 
back to himself and fulminated, “What are you guys doing? Leave the fire alone. Now go save the girl!” 


Zhang Xiaojing added, “Notify the watchtower to deliver message to Jing’an Department. Let them send 
someone to Jiedu Wang’s home to check if the girl is indeed missing.” 


“Right! Now, confirm the situation with Jiedu Wang’s family first!” Cui Qi, in panic, acted upon whatever 
Zhang Xiaojing said. 


“And don't forget to question their origin," said Zhang Xiaojing as he lifted his gaze to those hooligans. 
He had already figured out who they were as there were only numbered gangs in Wannian County. 
However, there were times when it'd be better to leave it to others to figure it out. 


Harboring bursting wrath with no where else to vent, Cui Qi, with overwhelming fierceness, walked to 
the few young hooligans, and slapped toward their heads with his sword, which brought a young man 
down to the ground with hands over his heads. Cui Qi didn't stop until the young man was bleeding 
heavily. The rest of the hooligans, wetting their pants in fright, all confessed without even being 
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It turned out they were not even formal members of Fires Gang, but only peripheral members taking 
orders from an insignificant leader who, after learning that the woman their boss wanted had escaped 
to this desolate mansion, led them here to take the woman back. 





When asked who the woman was, a young man answered that it was a woman surnamed Wen, 
daughter of the owner of Wen's Incense in Dunyi Fang. 


Cui Qi was infuriated by the answer, fuming, "I didn't want that. | was asking the other girl. Is she the 
daughter of Jiedu Wang?" The question rendered these young men in bewilderment who stammered, 
not able to give any positive answer. Cui Qi, out of fury, whipped them hard but still failed to get 
anything valuable. 


Not until a soldier rushed over in hurry to report the matter about road blockage did Cui Qi leave these 
young hooligans alone, leaving in hurry to arrange it. 


Zhang Xiaojing leaned against the rail in the corridor and let Yao Runeng dress his wound. He suffered a 
severe injury as wolf guard had torn off a mass of flesh from his armpit and on his wrist and back were 
grave burns. Yao Runeng, with great caution, rinsed his wound with fresh water from the well, applied 
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slender fingers that demonstrated such adept skill in wound dressing that was not a bit inferior to girl's 
skill in needlework. 


“He suffered such a heavy injury, yet he still managed to hold on till the help arrived. Indeed a tough 
guy!” thought Yao Runeng as he bandaged the wound for Zhang Xiaojing. “Put in his shoes, | doubt if | 
can survive the torture.” 


Zhang Xiaojing kept mute as Yao Runeng took care of his wound, yet his only eye was fixed on the 
outside of the mansion, in which worries were hidden deep. 


“This iron hearted man should worry about others? Weird enough!” Yao Runeng thought to himself. 
Then he noticed that one finger on Zhang Xiaojing’s left hand was missing, wrapped in a blood-soaked 
cloth. Yao was utterly shocked, “Did Wolf Guard do this? No! Before that.” Yao Runeng tried hard to 
recall and was sure that Zhang Xiaojing’s finger was still intact before he was knocked out. 


In other words, his finger was lost when Zhang killed the undercover. 


Yao Runeng's anger flared up again at the thought that Zhang had betrayed the undercover. He thought 
maliciously, “Was this finger cut by Ge Lao?” 


“It’s a mark,” said Zhang Xiaojing all of a sudden, his voice hoarse. 
“What?” 


Zhang Xiaojing, his one eye still fixed on the outside, was more like explaining to the dead than to Yao 
Runeng, “Little B is the last undercover | developed during my tenure in Wannian County. He is from 
humble family, but extremely clever and tactful. | could still remember that he was given a sum of 
money the day before he took his position. His aging mother hid the money so that he could not 
squander it, saying that he could save it for a wife. But Little B risked being beaten by his mother, 
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was too old to be ignited, and it was time to change it. He also said that as long as Head Zhang can still 
lighten the fire, he would not get lost.” 





“But you killed him today,” Yao Runeng retorted coldly. 


“Here is the question: Imagine you and other travelers on a wooden boat. In the time of billowy waves, 
only by sacrificing an innocent to the River God could the rest survive, or the boat will sink. Will you kill 
this innocent?” Zhang Xiaojing asked abruptly. 


Yao Runeng was dazed and caught in a dilemma, his brows knitted. A tricky question indeed. Killing an 
innocent was against morality. Yet he couldn’t bear to stand by and watch all others die. His head ached 
for trying to figure out another option as he remained silent. 


“To kill one to save a hundred, will you do it?” Zhang Xiaojing asked again. 
“What will you do?” retorted Yao Runeng in a discomfited manner. The question itself was tricky enough. 


“Kill the innocent.” Zhang Xiaojing gave his answer without hesitation but then he took a completely 
different tone, “It is what should be done for the greater good. But it is wrong. | did what should be 
done. And | would do it again if put in the same situation. But it is still wrong.” With that, he lifted his 
hand to show his missing finger, “So | cut one of my fingers as a mark of my debt to Little B. When my 
mission is completed, |’ll take the responsibility to repay the debt.” 


As those words were spoken, Zhang Xiaojing closed his only eye as if lamenting. The newly added 
wrinkles on his face added more bitterness and heaviness to him. 


Yao Runeng remained mute. He just realized that he could never see through this unrestrained man, 
who posed himself a ruthless killer this moment, while the next second he behaved like a benevolent 
man of valor, and there were also times when he was a ranger who would suite his action to words. He 
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Runeng that he had never tried to figure out why Zhang Xiaojing was put in jail. 


Zhang Xiaojing slowly opened his only eye, “If my memory serves me right, you’ve been in Chang’an for 
three months?” 


Though confused why Zhang would shift the topic of their conversation, Yao still nodded. 

Zhang, wearing a dry smile, continued, “You’ll learn how to make the choice when you stay longer. As a 
criminal cather in Chang’an, you’ll have to make such choices every day. Choices like what should be 
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way of an honored man. Or...” 

“Or what?” 


“In Chang’an, if you don’t toughen yourself as a monster like it, you’ll be swallowed by it.” 


The vulnerary in Yao Runeng’s hands fell to the ground in a crash, and the dark brown liquid from it 
stained the white cloth in seconds. 





4. Wei Chu (13:00-14:59) Part 5 
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The rhythmed sound of drums spread to every corner of the southeast of Chang’an. According to Tang 
laws, the moment the Nine Blockade Drum rang, Scouts stationed on streets should block the streets 
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However, in Lantern Festival, everyone was in the great mood for fun, including the scouts on duty who 
were slow in action even after hearing the drums. Not until quite a moment later did some scouts wake 
up their fellow colleagues in sleep or in cards game, slack in action. 


Fortunately, Cui Qi never placed his hope on these fools. He specially dispatched over a dozen soldiers 
from Lubi Army, with identity token, to each Scout Station to make sure the scouts would act in time. To 
guarantee the strict execution of orders, he even sent about five groups of elite chivalry men to patrol 
the peripheral streets. Therefore, even if the Turks breached the blockade, they would bump right into 
the patrolling walls of chivalry men. 


For a time, there was quite a stir in the nine Fangs. Scouts hurried to place the barricades and thorn 

walls, setting temporary security posts cross the streets. And the chivalry men galloped along the streets, 
their sharp eyes scanning every corner on both sides of the road. Pedestrians all halted their steps in 
surprise, confused about what was happening. They were still allowed to pass, only to be checked 
thoroughly at each street entrance. 


A huge net fell over the neighboring areas around Xiuzheng Fang. However, Mag’er and his men just 
disappeared. Reports from every street stayed the same, “No sign of them.” 


Cui Qi roared to the messenger, “This can’t be! They don't have wings! Even if they do, they couldn’t 
escape from being noticed by Watchtower.” 


No matter they ran away by horse, carriage or on foot, they were not able to escape more than two Li (a 
unit of distance, about 500 meters) as the whole area was under the strictest range of watch. So there 
were only two possibilities as to their whereabouts, either they got out by bribing the guards at each 
security post or they were hiding in a fang around Xiuzheng Fang. Either possibility would lead to an 
extremely tricky situation. 


Right at this point came the news from Wang's Mansion: Jiedu Wang's daughter, Wang Yunxiu, went out 
on a ride for her newly obtained carriage, whereabouts unknown. 


In the meanwhile, another news from Jing'an Department came: An accident happened in Jingshan Fang 
that a wood cart crashed with a Hu carriage, where only the dead bodies of the cart driver and about a 


dozen scouts were found. 


This must be Turkish Wolves' doing. Only they were ruthless and vicious as this. 





Cui Qi's stomach turned as if being gripped by a hand upon hearing the news. Wang Zhongsi was 
important official at court. Severe disorder would result if anything bad happened to his daughter. 


Completely at loss, Cui Qi walked over to Zhang Xiaojing who was about to leave and folded his hands, 
"Commander Zhang, we lost track of the Wolves. What should we do?" 


Given any other option, Cui Qi would never expose his weakness and turned to this condemned prisoner. 
SLU jem-) amd al Wa alo) aat-laiem (=m ar-lom a(oMelaal-) axel alo) (oma Mal icm-40)Yar-] (o)al-mar-lom aat-lar-}-<-lemKomv)aleco)V-1 am \"20) \V-tom =] (oS 
than four hours, which was by no means what someone ordinary could achieve. It suddenly occurred to 
Cui Qi that only if Zhang Xiaojing, by virtue of his tactics and experience, caught the Wolves would he be 
able to survive the possible catastrophe. So "Mr. Zhang" was replaced by "Commander Zhang" when he 
talked to Zhang Xiaojing. 


Zhang Xiaojing, though well aware of what was in Cui's mind, didn't point it out. He snapped his finger 
and said, "Get on the Watchtower first." 


The two were fast to reach the top of Watchtower in Xiuzheng Fang, taking into view everything in the 
neighboring eight Fangs. The streets outside Fangs and the buildings in them were all clearly seen as if 
being displayed on sand table. On each street entrance crowded a large group of commoners which 
were delayed by the security post. With great eyesight, they could even discern the clothes people were 
wearing. 


There was no way that Turks could escape under such a strong surveillance. 


Cui Qi, his eyes wide open, looked around in anxiety and tended to believe every one he saw suspicious. 
Zhang Xiaojing narrowed his only eye and scanned around in great detail before he came to a stop ina 
direction. Lifting his hand to point at the southeast, he said, "Qujiang Pond." 


Cui Qi was still confused but then came to a realization when his eyes followed Zhang Xiaojing's finger. 


The southeast of Xiuzheng Fang was where one of the most popular tourist site, Qujiang Pond, located. 
One half of the pond was in the city, extending into two Fangs; while the other half of it reached far out 
of the city to connect with Shaoling Plateau. Inside the pond, watercourses wound up through the 
numerous buildings surrounded by forests and flowers dotted by wriggling pathlets. It was a great place 
for both sightseeing and hiding. 


Quijiang Pond was governed by a special division, Shangchi Office, which, free from the management 
from Fangs, wouldn't take order from the drum on Watchtower. It was likely that Turkish Wolves had 
taken the chance to escape into the mazy gardens in Qujiang Pond after climbing over the fans between 
each Fang. 


Chang'an was generally designed in horizontal and vertical line, except the southeast corner where 
Quijiang Pond outstretched like a bulge in a rice bag. To make sure the pond wouldn't be divided in half, 
no walls were constructed on the outskirts of the city, which were instead surrounded by several canals. 
Though carriage and horses were not able to pass, but it wasn't a problem for two or three to get out on 
foot. 





Judging from this, Turks had made great preparation before choosing Xiuzheng Fang as their hideout. 
Cui Qi asked, “So you're saying that they would cross the Qujiang River to get out of the city?” 


With that, he felt quite relived in heart as it wasn't necessarily something worse. As long as Turks were 
out, Jing'an Department could send elite chivalry men to spread the search without any hinderance. The 
outskirts of Chang'an City were plain without a place to hide. It was only a matter of time before they 
caught a few Turks. 


Zhang Xiaojing's brows stayed knitted as he stared at the water in Quijiang River, believing that Turks 
must be plotting something more complicate. It made no sense that they would run out of the city as 
their intention was to destroy Chang'an. But kidnapping or scorching the city, which was their final goal? 
Zhang spread the fang map and squated down to study it in detail as he just found these Turkish moves 
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However, Cui Qi couldn't wait to wave the flag signals to report to Jing'an Department, asking for more 
men to search the outskirts of Chang'an. Li Bi, eyes fixed on the sand table, didn't hasten to dispatch 
Lubi Army after getting the signals, because he had this same doubt as Zhang Xiaojing. 


These Wolves from grassland did throw them a problem hard to crack. 


Cui Qi was getting anxious as he didn't understand why Sicheng Li, someone wiser than Commander 
Zhang, couldn't issue an order for such an obvious act. Time was tickling and each second passing by 
would provide the enemy better chance to run away. 
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not far away, his fingers rubbing the copper bulge on the sheath of his broadsword out of anxiety. And 
he began to plan in his heart that if no order were issued, it might be a good choice to dispatch several 
groups of caravans first. 


However, Cui Qi, as a solider, was not used to do things without orders. While he was hesitating Zhang 
Xiaojing stood up and shook the map in his hand, his only eye glistening. Meanwhile, the signal flag on 
the watchtower came the same message as Zhang Xiaojing said, “It is the wolves’ trick to cloud our 
judgement. Wolves would return to the city by the nearest gate after getting out of Quijiang River.” 


The nearest city gate around Quijiang River were Qixia Gate at the south and Yanxing Gate at the east, 
each about 500 meters away. Turkish wolves could enter the city publically by these two gates after 
getting out from the southeastern corner. By doing so, they could easily escape the besiege of the 
drums and watchtowers. 


Cold sweat broke out from Cui Qi’s forehead as he thanked god for not having made the wrong decision, 
or he would be thoroughly wrong. With that thought, he immediately sent alarms to the two gates by 
the flag on the watchtower to lift the blockade in these nine Fangs and led his men towards the two 
gates. 


However, Jing’an Department spent too much time in arranging the blockade in Xiuzheng Fang. Lifting it 
in such a haste caused quite a stir, and a slow enforcement of the order. 





Qixia Gate and Yanxing Gate were the main passages for commoners from Jidong to enter Chang’an to 
enjoy Lantern Show. Now was the time for the heaviest traffic. Soon news came from the two gates, 
stating that the cunning Turks had already blended in the crowd and entered Chang’an. They were a 
step late. So the clue ended here, again. Yet time kept tickling. 


Cui Qi hurried to write a confidential report and had it sent to Jing’an Department as he deemed it way 
too crucial to be concealed to himself. Then he turned to Zhang, “Commander Zhang, what shall we 
do?” His tone was unwittingly respectful and humble as he addressed Zhang Xiaoijng. 


“Give me a second,” said Zhang Xiaojing as he kneeled on the ground, his body half prone to the ground 
to sniff like a hound. 


Cui Qi, puzzled by what he was doing yet daring not to ask, had to wait by the side in panic, his breathing 
getting heavier. 


Funny that back when he was in Longshan, he had lived the life of blood and death at ease, facing death 
without any fear. The cozy life in Chang’an didn’t corrode his fight capability, yet eroded his courage. It 
was true that when a man owned too much, he would no longer be able to face death at ease. Cui Qi, 
ashamed, realized that he was trying to mask his fear for being punished for claiming to revenge for his 
brother. 


“So my career and fate are now in the hands of a condemned prisoner?” Cui Qi thought, unreconciled. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked up abruptly and asked an irrelevant question, “Do you know anyone in Xuanhui 
Department?” 


Cui Qi was rendered in bewilderment. Xuanhui Department was under the administration of the 
imperial palace, not a bit related with city security. Why did Zhang Xiaojing mention it? 


Zhang Xiaojing added, “If my memory serves me right, Xuanghui Department controls five Fangs that 
tame eagle, falcon, hawk, harrier, and dog for His Majesty. If we can borrow several hounds with sharp 
noses from the Dog Fang, we might still stand a chance.” With that, he grabbed a handful of dust and 
sniffed it by the nose. 


Incenses from Wen’s Incense were of high quality, the fragrance of which was renowned in West Market 
for lasting for several hours. 





5. Wei Zheng (13:00-14:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 
When the wooden box was opened, the left side was a boiled leather ink cartridge. 


And the right side was embedded with a short writing brush with a brush tip of 3cm long and a roll of 
bamboo fiber paper. 


This was specially prepared for caravans; using the box as pad, they could write when riding camels or 
horses in long-distance business travel. Wei o’clock, Jan.14, the third year of Tianbao period (744 DC). 


Chang’an, address unknown. 


For the second time, several open double-shafts wagons, loaded with rows of greenish-yellow bamboo 
poles instead of round barrels, drove into the remote warehouse. There were at least a thousand 
bamboo poles, straight like countless spears. These bamboo poles were made of three-year-old mottled 
bamboos, as thick as arms and three feet long. Both ends of the bamboo poles were carefully sawed 
into a circular wedge, probably designed for certain embedment. At the raising tail of the wagons, there 
were also piles of wet river mud. 


Along with the wagons came a dozen of prairie craftsmen. They had puffy eyes and tired faces, and 
supported the side of the wagons while walking, appearing to be slightly feeble. They had been working 
overtime for several days and had hardly slept. 


When the fleet entered the warehouse, some wolf guards immediately came out holding brooms, 
sweeping off the wheel ruts around, and then shut the door. 


Cao Poyan jumped out of the first wagon, and commanded wagons to park on the edge of the platform. 
The whole Chang’an was immersed in the Lantern Festival atmosphere, and the fleet carried not 
dangerous goods, so no one had noticed them. 


Long Bo came over chewing mint leaves. He walked around the wagons, pulled out a few bamboo poles 
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was creaked open and out came an unpleasant smell, as if something was being boiled on the fire. The 
prairie craftsmen knew that it was the soul of “Kailu Hodo”. They shouted excitedly and some of them 
bowed down to it on the spot. 


The last process was about to begin, meaning the “Kailu Hodo” would soon be one, no one could 
prevent Chang’an from being destructed. 


“Ok. Bring them inside for assembling.” Long Bo ordered. 
Out of the warehouse came a few servants, who covered their mouths and noses with water-damp linen 


towels. They first handed the same linen towels to the prairie craftsmen, then methodically took the 
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Cao Poyan stood with folded arms, silent, observing the overall process. Long Bo came over and patted 
him on the shoulder, “General Yousha gave order that your last job is to keep watch here. Do you 
Vlarel-lacie-lale fam 


Long Bo stressed “the last job”, and Cao Poyan slowly nodded. Since his hairs on the top of his head had 
been taken away, he was destined to be sacrificed in Chang’an, for which he had been ready. 
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occasion, and assigned a backseat man from Kucha instead. He said he had more important things to 
deal with, but what was more important than Kailu Hodo? 


Long Bo entered the warehouse, covering his face with a linen towel. The door creaked shut behind him. 
What really happened inside was unknown to outsiders. 


Cao Poyan slowly sat down at the door of the warehouse with his back to the pillars, and took off a 
colorful stone necklace from his neck and played it in his hands. His daughter picked round beach stones 
by the Onon River, and strung them together with a string made of white horse hair to make this 
necklace, in which also mixed her three hairs and one breath. It was said that no matter how far apart 
they were, their souls could communicate with each other. Cao Poyan’s fingers slid dexterously over 
every colored stone, like the monks fingering prayer beads. God knew how many times he had rubbed 
the beads to make the stone smooth, and every time he could calm himself down. 
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if he showed sign of betrayal, his soul would suffer in the hell after he died. However, Cao Poyan didn’t 
care at all. What he really cared about was not the boring thing like his own life, but whether the task 
could be successfully completed, and the will of the Khan be executed. 


Just two more hours, all would all be over. Cao Poyan held the necklace and smiled for the first time. 


Not long after, there was a bang on the yard door, three short and four long knocks, and it repeated four 
times. Cao Poyan put on the colorful stone necklace; instead of rushing to open the door, he climbed 
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Seeing Mag’er and two people stood outside, holding a woman of the Central Plains, he couldn’t help 
ice Vallala 


Cao Poyan knew that they kidnapped Wang Zhongsi’s daughter, but they should keep her in the safe 
house in Xiuzheng Fang, how could they bring her here? Moreover, there were eight wolf guards when 
they set out, why only three came back? 
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and said grimly in Turkish, “What happened?” 


Mag’er said a bit ashamed that they had been attacked by Tang spies, and were lucky enough to escape 
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copper seal and a hanging bag. The seal read “Jing’an Ce Ping”, in the bag were smoke bomb, leather 
rope and a crossbow, all captured from the aggressive spy. 





Counting all the stuff, Cao Poyan looked solemn. The equipment, which was the same as those of the 
soldiers who had attacked the C6 warehouse before, showed that they were members from the same 
group — this was a very dangerous signal that Jing’an Department had dug up the connection between 
the safe house and the wolf guards. 


Cao Poyan did not dare to underestimate this opponent, who was entrenched in Chang’an like a spider. 
A slightest touch of the spider’s web would bring them death. 


Loss of a safe house was not worth regretting, more important was, how did the Tang people find it? 
Would other safe houses be exposed? Maybe the troops of Jing’an Department were on the way here. 
General Yousha’s stupid plan had led to complications and was likely to endanger the resurrection of 
“Kailu Hodo”. 


Mag’er saw Cao Poyan’s face fall and quickly courted him, “We have brought Wang Zhongsi’s daughter 
and didn’t let them take her away.” 


Cao Poyan asked, “I remember you catching two women. How did you identify them?” 


Mag’er replied somewhat proudly, “I took them back to the safe house and found this woman smell 
sweeter.” Then he roughly pulled Wen Ran’s Ruqun apart to both sides, revealing her pink inner clothes. 
She screamed, but her arms were clenched tightly, and her body gave off a delicious perfume. 
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then went to the warehouse. He knocked at the door and it soon was pulled open, greeted first by a 
pungent smell, then Long Bo impatiently popped his head out, removing the linen towel on his mouth. 


Cao Poyan told him that it might not be safe here, and he’d better withdraw now. Long Bo directly 
rejected, “It’s crunch time for assembling, we can’t leave. Are you sure Jing’an Department is 
approaching?” 


Cao Poyan said, “The safe house in Xiuzheng Fang has just been attacked by the Lubi Army, and only less 
than half of Mag’er’s subordinates escaped. So, you’d better think about what you’ve done recently, 
eVaNadallavcmealcscilalcae) mr en’i=1a (ele) <coirate 


Long Bo was very unhappy. He was the hero who saved the entire plan, while the Turk who failed to 
fulfill his duties was quibbling, “Hey, I’m a partner to the General Yousha, not subordinate to wolf guards, 
so don’t question me like this.” 


Cao Poyan raised his arm in front of him and insisted, “Is it possible that the place you settled and the 
people you dealt with are related to the house in Xiuzheng Fang?” 


Hearing this, Long Bo’s face changed. He instantly thought of a possibility, but it could never be revealed. 
He asked back, “That house is close to Qu River, and is a backup place for retreating. What are your 
people doing there?” The question hit home, and Cao Poyan remained silent. 
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reluctantly said, “Well, | arranged this separate warehouse. Even if they come to Xiuzheng Fang, they 
can’t dig out this place. Are you reassured?” 


Cao Poyan’s arm still hung on. 


Long Bo stared into his eyes and sighed, “Do wolves in the prairies suspect as much as you? Well, under 
the flag pavilion in the west side of the warehouse, there is a nursing home where dozens of idle 
beggars gather all year round. You can hire a couple of men to stand around watching it, so they can 
inform you in advance if someone suspicious approach.” 


“Beggars, are they willing to do this?” 


Long Bo said, “They won’t refuse anything if they are paid enough.” Then he bent over, whispered to 
Cao Poyan, and slammed shut the warehouse door again - “Kailu Hodo” waits for no one. 
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at the moment, which solved the problem of insufficient security. Deep in thought, Cao Poyan turned 
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5. Wei Zheng (14:00-14:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


He saw Mageer, in the pavilion, riding on Wen Ran’s body and tearing off her clothes with exhilaration. 
Back at Xiuzheng Fang, Mageer had felt burning with desire. Just now when he carried Wen Ran to flee 
all the way here, as the surface of their skins rubbed against each other and her body fragrance sneaked 
into his nose, he couldn’t hold it back any more. Wen Ran desperately wriggled to get rid of him, yet the 
powerless resistance couldn’t at all withstand the monstrous intrusion, so she had no choice but to cry 
‘daddy’ to beg for the impossible rescue. 


Cao Poyan pulled Mageer off the woman, smacking him heavily in the face. Was this the right time to do 
it?! Did he have any sense of priority? 


Mager, eyes blood-red, roared and dashed over to grab Cao Poyan’s shoulder. Cao Poyan stepped aside 
and gave him a fist in the throat, making him too painful to speak a word. Mageer then remembered 
that Cao Poyan was exactly the couch who taught the newbies fighting techniques when he had just 
become a member of the Wolf Guards. 


“Now the warehouse is short of hands. All of you three go and fucking work hard there. Do not make me 
any troubles when we’re only one step away from Kailu Hodo!” 
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warehouse. Wen Ran lay on the ground and couldn’t stop puffing. Her chest went up and down violently 
and hair messed up. Cao Poyan leaned over to help her up, but she raised up on her own arm, picking up 
a gravel on the ground and slamming it to his forehead. Cao Poyan never expected that under such 
circumstances, this woman should try to fight back. He leaned to one side and easily escaped her attack, 
then lifted up his foot and kicked on her wrist. And the gravel flew toward the well and plopped into 
water. 


This time, Wen Ran really became desperate. The murderousness of this guy before her was much 
stronger than that on the gangsters of the Fires Gang and that pig. She rubbed her wrist, in an attempt 
to relieve the pain, and dejectedly closed her eyes after finding that the man was slowly reaching into 
his pocket. 


Unexpectedly, what Cao Poyan took out wasn’t a knife but a portable boxwood casket. 


He opened it. On the left was a dressed-leather ink bag, and on the right was a short writing brush and a 
scroll of deckle-edged paper. This casket was specially prepared for a long journey and could be used as 
a small table to write on the back of a camel or a horse. 
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well water, and then handed the writing brush to her. Wen Ran didn’t know what his trick was and 
refused to take it. Cao Poyan repeated his action for a few more times, saying in rigid Tang language, 
“You're dying. Leave your father a letter, or he will be very sad.” 





The man’s words pushed Wen Ran’s heart into the abyss. What did he mean? 


Or-Yom Zo)\r-]a Ant eh Wand at= | mecvole)am1al=m'Zel 6] (0 Mi-] | muom dalom al-/aloMe)mGl-lal-1e-] Celli al-Mr-laloMc\Uiai-lmr-Mealki-1e-]¢)(-M ale me) i 
her life. But just now her pitiful look of crying ‘daddy’ seemed to trigger some part of his heart—not the 
part as Turkish wolf guard, but the part as a father. 


This woman was the prey of General Yousha. Even if Cao Poyan rejected, he didn’t dare to act against 
the order and release her. All he could do was to give her a chance to leave a letter before death. 


Wen Ran suddenly came to the realization that these foreigners weren’t of the same group with the 
Fires Gang. Obviously, he mistook her as Wang Yunxiu and intended to kill her. Wen Ran hurriedly 
shouted, “I’m not her! I’m not her! My name is Wen Ran.” 


But Cao Poyan didn’t believe it at all. He thought that the girl was merely finding an excuse to deny this 
cruel reality. He slowly pulled out the dagger from his waist, and, with a puff, stabbed it into the ink bag, 
suggesting her to stop futile struggle. It would be better to write down her last words. 


Wen Ran bit on her lips, clenched the writing brush again, but tears uncontrollably rolled down from her 
eyes. In four hours, she had been kidnapped twice, exhausted physically and mentally, and now was 
cornered to such a despair. She couldn’t hold on any longer. Fatigue, horror and fear of death came at 
her at the same time to smash her mental defense. 


The horrible thing that had happened to her family last year began to play in her mind, and she was in 
the same terror. But for her savior’s painstaking protection, she was afraid that she would have lost her 
mind long ago. Grievance flooded out of her heart. ‘What did | do wrong? | just wished to live a normal 
life!’ 


Suddenly, Wen Ran threw away the writing brush and knocked Cao Poyan with her head. His body shook 
a little but didn’t move at all. Then Wen Ran took out a fragrance purse and threw at him, which 
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her down near the well. 


Wen Ran burst into crying. 


Cao Poyan didn’t get irritated. He regarded it as a good sign which indicated that her resistance was 
collapsing. Just like the yellow sheep on the grassland—when they realized that there was no escape 
from the wolf group, they would kneel on their front legs and bleat in despair. 


Therefore, he, not angry, drooped to pick up the writing brush and put it back into Wen Ran’s hand. 
Then there came a rumbling sound from the warehouse. It sounded like a big bucket rolling down onto 
the ground. 


Cao Poyan was distracted over to the sound. In a second, when he got back to the pavilion, it was vacant. 
Wen Ran was already out of sight. 


* 
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the liquid inside with a wooden stick. The ends of these sticks were split and curled up. When they were 
lifted up from the vats, there was damp brown oil hanging on the ends. 


This was freshly squeezed flax oil which still carried fragrance. Sun beams shot through the work shed 
oN) alct-10 MM alomcX=A"=1 a=] e)] Xe [6[=\oy4 lala aat-lelalfal=scm at-(om-]| mc) aliao(o) 2a mmm M al-Mar-liiat-].<-lo mele <= acmcinelelo me) ame) al=1 
side, arms folded, numbly watching scouts’ inspection, having no idea of what was going on. 


Nor far from them, several auditing officials held oily account books, checking the amount of the piles of 
rapeseed cakes, turnip seed cakes and sesame. In the warehouse at the backyard, another batch of 
officials were counting more cans, even including the stoves used for oil processing. 


The owner of the oil mill rushed out and firstly pissed off at the chaotic situation. Then, after an official 
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Similar things happened simultaneously at a dozen of oil mills in Chang’an city. No stone was left 
unturned. Be it an imperial-owned or a private oil mill, all had undergone thorough searching and were 
demanded to reveal the details of their transactions within one month. Some of the owners who had a 
backup connection tried to protest but were mercilessly suppressed. 


These transactions and inventory figures were all submitted to the hall of Jing’an Department. There, Xu 
Bin led dozens of statistical officials, burying themselves in calculation and double-checking whether 
these figures were in accordance with the records of customs declarations. 


“My lord, no discrepancy.” Xu Bin held the scrolls, on which the ink was still damp, and reported it with 
discretion to Li Bi who stood before the sand table. 


“What?” Li Bi sounded a little irritated. 


“Within one month, the transactions over two hundred kilograms of oils of various kinds, except for 
those provided to the imperial palace, have been traced to physical inventory. There is no suspicious 
point—here is the list.” 


“What about the warehouses outside the city?” 


“The oil declarations at the city gates have always been arranged to an independent category for stricter 
inspection. There...there is no suspicious point either.” Xu Bin was inclined to stutter when getting 
nervous. 


Li Bi’s face pulled long as he slammed the horsetail whisk on the edge of the sand table, “No 
abnormality! No abnormality! Hem, when the fire starts, let’s see what you can say!” Xu Bin drooped 
and lowered his head, not daring to make a reply. Nor did he know what to reply. He knew that his boss 
was in fact venting out anger instead of reprimanding him. 


Actually, not only Sicheng Li, everyone in the hall was getting nervous. Trivial incidents such as 
accidentally overturning ink slab, tripping over flat floor, unconscious sighs, knocking of teacups against 
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Xu Bin understood that these were signs of high pressure. Since nine o’clock in the morning, bad news 
had kept coming, and each increased their workload by multiple times and permitted shorter time 
duration. These statistical officials used to finish their work per day or per month, but now in Jing’an 
Department, the workload was measured by hour. 


Today, the entire Jing’an Department seemed to be sitting on a sizzling stove, fidget about what was 
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He was a mere curator. What could he do? Xu Bin turned to look at the sky outside the hall, only hoping 
that his dear friend could send back good news as soon as possible, so that these drowning calculating 
officials would breathe a sigh of relief. 


At this moment, Li Bi’s voice sounded again, harsh and grumpy, “Go on checking it out! When the oil 
finishes, go to check firewood! Then charcoal! Then forage, paper, bamboo, silk! All flammable staff 
must go under thorough inspection!” 


To this unfeasible request, Xu Bin didn’t make a protest but agreed reverently, then handed the scrolls 
to Tanqgi, bowing as he left. Certainly, now Sicheng Li was on fire. It would be no less than suicide to talk 
back at the moment. Later he himself would calm down and figure it out. 





5. Wei Zheng (14:00-14:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


It was January, after all, and though the stove fires were burning in the four corners of the hall, his 
hands still felt kind of cold. Xu Bin, his hands thrust in his sleeves, walked through rows of desk-bound 
scribes as rustling of scrolls and clicking of calculating sticks poured into his ears. Looking at these tired 
junior officials, Xu Bin involuntarily thrust out his chest as a few feelings welled up in his mind. 


Xu Bin’s memory was famous all over Chang’an. He could overturn a near-final chessboard, and then set 
all pieces back in their starting positions one by one. Unfortunately, he didn’t make progress in official 
career and had always been a junior official without rank. Recruitment of Jing’an Department this time 
took a ray of hope for him to turn around. At present, his title was the pre-principal of Jing’an 
Department. If he could make great contributions and get rid of the “pre”, he would be a serious official, 
the lower subordinate eighth rank! 


So, the tougher the situation, the easier it was to gain achievement! 


With a thrill stirring in his heart, he grabbed a handful of calculating sticks, and Li Bi’s almost peremptory 
order suddenly popped into his mind, “Check out everything that can be lit!” Xu Bin pondered and 
suddenly his eyes lit up, as if getting some inspirations. 


Xu Bin stopped and wanted to ask several scribes to review the files. The word rose to his lips, but he bit 
it back. Everyone was so busy that it was a bit risky to invest their effort into a whim. 


Couldn’t say it out, he had to do it himself. Xu Bin sighed as he grabbed a messenger nearby, told him a 
series of numbers and asked him to take out the corresponding files, and then he went back to his seat, 
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“| can’t fight in battles like Zhang Xiaojing, file is battlefield for me to gain feats,” as Xu Bin thought of 
this, his eager eyes could not help looking at Sicheng Li, who was not far away. 


However, Li Bi didn’t notice Xu Bin’s actions, nor did he care even if he saw. In his eyes, it seemed that as 
long as he gazed at the sand table of Chang’an more time, he would find out how the Turkish wolf 
guards brought the fuels into Chang’an without anybody knowing. 


The water clock was leisurely dripping in the corner of the hall. It was less than six hours from the 
Lantern Show, but there had been no substantial progress. 


Zhang Xiaojing took office at a time of crisis and, as was expected, miraculously dug out a clue, but soon 
the advantage was missing. Both investigations having been disrupted annoyed Li Bi. He had always 
believed in Taoism and paid attention to peace and “Do Noting”, but since he took over the position, his 
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“The secular affairs will really ruin a people’s Taoist cultivation.” Li Bi thought, frustrated, but could do 
nothing. 





It was then that a messenger rushed into the hall and his footsteps on the green flagstone pavement 
slightly slowed everyone’s movements. Another message came in, and the good or bad of which would 
determine the atmosphere of the entire Jing’an Department. 


The messenger didn’t break the news aloud. Instead, he went directly to Sicheng Li and handed him a 
letter. It showed that the news was confidential and couldn’t be transmitted through the watchtower, 
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from the corner of her eyes. She saw the master breaking the seal, his face suddenly changed. His face 
turned red, then grew pale, and then he was covered in a layer of gray gloom, even had a small gesture 
of clenching fists. 


How dire the message was? Tan Qi was a little worried, but kind of curious. 


Li Bi was holding a secret letter from Cui Qi, and it read: Via checking, the wolf guards had grabbed 
daughter of Wang Zhongsi, and disappeared. 


Those wolf guards escaping Jiuguan Drum from Xiuzheng Fang kidnapped daughter of Jiedu Wang? 
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governor of Lingzhou and the Shuofang Jiedushi. He was the most prestigious general in Da Tang who 
won the trust of Emperor. 


Da Tang’s using military force against Turkic Khan was mainly conducted by Wang zhongsi, who, with his 
prestige, led tribes on the prairie to siege the Turk. At this critical point, if the Turks publicly took away 
his family in Chang’an, besides the court being completely disgraced, it was likely to affect the war in the 
north of the Gobi. In that case, the Emperor would get enraged and the court shocked. Even if he was 
highly regarded by the Emperor, he might not be able to save his neck, and Crown Prince Li Heng would 
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A thought here, Li Bi felt a chill up his spine. 

It seemed that they must revise strategy against Turkic wolf guards. Storming them was inadvisable 
even if finding their hiding place, which would might endanger the life of Wang’s daughter. Jing’an 
Department was greatly constrained, now the added limit made it worse. But Li Bi had no choice. 

It was only then that Li Bi understood why Li Heng appointed He Zhizhang the Chief of Jing’an 
Department. The kidnapping of Wang’s daughter was not a secret for much longer, and soon there 

AV Vol0] (oll olom ola -s-10] a-m iae) =] 1 \(0(=\cem Ola) \Var-]a me) (om ar-lalem || <oMu (oma) P4qr-lal-meelel (omy dIIlabll\Vmo(-tol¥[a-meel¥]amug-lare| 


and make preparations in advance. 


He might have a way in catching criminal, but was very immature when it came to dealing with those 
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Li Bi thought, “Must | bring Supervisor He, who is ill with anger, back again?” 


“Bring me some ices.” Li Bi roared his command, waving the unpleasant idea out of his mind. 





Tan Qi was frozen still, and it was not until Li Bi gave order again that she returned to her mind and felt 
somewhat embarrassed. Who would keep such thing at home in January? After looking all around, Tan 
Qi asked people to fetch a bucket of water mixed with ice from the backyard canal. Ice being filtered, 
she soaked a handkerchief in the bucket and handed it over. 


Li Bi picked up the handkerchief rudely and, without wringing it out, threw it over his face along with ice 
water. He clenched his teeth as penetrating chill pricked his face like thousands of needles. However, his 
cluttered head cleared again. 


In this time, it was all the more important to stay calm. 


Li Bi reviewed the secret letter and compared it with the news from the watchtower. He found that the 
wolf guards who kidnapped Wang’s daughter was hiding in a place provided by Long Bo, who had stolen 
the Fang map. That was to say, the two crimes were all the work of the same crew. 


Burning of Chang’an and kidnapping of Wang’s daughter were completely different things. The former 
was the madness of destruction, and the latter was a rational threat. There was great deviation in the 
direction of applied force between the two. A good Archer wouldn’t aim at two rabbits at the same time; 
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Li Bi, who had pulled himself together, sniffed an incongruous hint of smell. 


Maybe it was an opportunity. The more goals, the harder the task was. As long as to keep pressure on 
the Turkic wolf guards, it might force them to make more mistakes and reveal more flaws. 


Li Bi dabbed his face again with the icy handkerchief, and casted his eyes on the sand table, looking for 
the unique grey piece. There was only one person who could help him right now. 


“Where is Zhang Xioajing? What is he doing?” Li Bi asked aloud. 
Zhang Xiaojing was walking a dog in Qixia Gate. 


It was a long-nosed hound from the Hedong area, with pointed ears and narrow face, gray fur dotted 
with white spots, and a large black nose that sniffed rhythmically. It had lanky limbs, which were 
powerful when running, so Zhang Xiaojing must hold on to the rope to barely keep up with its speed. 


It really caused a lot of twists and turns in borrowing this dog. 


The kennel of Xuanhui House was located in Tongji Fang, the southernmost of East City, and was 
responsible to keep pet dogs and hound for the Imperial palace. When Cui Qi went to borrow a dog, 
steward supervisor of the dog house refused. They belonged to the Imperial Household Department, 
and didn’t care about the office of the outer court. Cui Qi was a little afraid to offend the eunuchs of the 
Imperial palace, but Zhang Xiaojing said coldly that working for Jing’an Department mustn’t have any 
scruples; he had to bite the bullet. 
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with a crossbow, directly taking a hound away. Cui Qi just forced a smile at this simple and brute 





operating style. The supervisor had threatened to report the two of them for looting property of the 
Imperial palace, and the entire Jing’an Department would in big trouble after the Lantern Festival. 


But, after all, if the current crisis was not resolved in time, they wouldn’t even make it through today. 
For quenching the present thirst, even if it was the poisoned wine, he was willing to hold his nose to 
drink it. 


The hound was quickly brought to Qixia Gate, which was the last place where the Turks passed. Zhang 
Xiaojing let the hound smell the scent Wen Ran left behind, and whistled. Sniffing on the ground, its ears 
abruptly went up, and it turned and ran toward the west. 


Zhang Xiaojing led the leash and followed it, Cui Qi, Yao Ru’neng and Lubi soldiers also followed up, 
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gimmick for the Lantern Festival invented by a liquor store. 


The hound ran at top speed and stopped at every crossing, smelling where they should head for. As time 
went on, the hound began to hesitate more often. Until afternoon, more people were gathering to 
watch the lanterns, and the odors became more miscellaneous. The barbeque inside the Fang wall, the 
horse dung on the road, large crowds, the stinky camels and the aroma of wine floating out of the wine 
shop all greatly distracted the hound. 


Each time the hound hesitated, Zhang Xiaojing would pull out a sachet, which was specially taken from 
the Wen’s incense and could strengthen its sensitivity to the aroma. But soon it was not working, and 
her remaining scent was so faint that it was difficult for a hound to identify. The fragile clue was quietly 
missing. 


Zhang Xiaojing tried to drive the hound forward, hoping to get as close as possible before the scent 
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its head and sniffed, purring, then went restlessly around in circles, pawing the ground with his forepaws, 
refused to move on. 


Zhang Xiaojing sighed, knowing that it had reached its limit. 


At this time, Cui Qi and Yao Ru’neng also came. They were all disappointed to see the hound acting like 
this. Cui Qi angrily kicked the hound, the dog whined in pain. Cui Qi was about to kick it one more time 
and was stopped by Zhang Xiaojing. 


“Get out of my way. I’ll give the lazy bastard a good beating,” Cui Qi spluttered. Kneeling down, Zhang 
Xiaojing put his hands around the neck of the hound, trying to calm it down, “Dog is honest, never lazy 
or slippery, nor will it lie and claim credit. It has done well, why be hard on it?” He touched the hound’s 
head, with a note of sympathy in his voice. 


“Is there anything to eat here?” Zhang Xiaojing asked Yao Ru’neng, who quickly took a piece of dried 
pork slice out of his belt. Zhang Xiaojing tore the pork slice in strips and fed the dog. 


Yao Ru’neng watched, wondering, “The man treats dog as a confidant, but with a strong sense of 
alienation when dealing with other people. It seems to him that humans are far less trustworthy than 
dogs.” 





Li Bi had given Yao Ru’neng the work of monitoring whether Zhang Xiaojing had signs of defection. For 
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Cui Qi was not interested in these things, but only one, “Commandant Zhang, what are we gonna do 
next?” Zhang Xiaojing didn’t answer, but looked around, positioning where they were. 


The hound had just run all the way west from the Qixia Gate across the Rosefinch Royal Road, brought 
them into the jurisdiction of Chang’an County, West City, and finally stopped in the crossroads of 
“Guangxing” and “Anle”. 





5. Wei Zheng (14:00-14:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Fangs in Chang’an were all arranged in the pattern of a chessboard, thus each corner of the street 
intersection was connected with a Fang. That was to say, the four corners of each Fang would be 
adjacent to a cross street. As a result, residents in Chang’an preferred to call the cross street by the east- 
west diagonal Fangs’ name, which gave each cross street a unique name that wouldn’t be easily 
confused. This cross street, with Guangxing Fang in the northeast and An’le Fang in the southwest, was 
named Guangxin An’le. 


This was the south end of the West Street | on Rosefinch Street, only a Fang away from the city wall. 
Although the hound couldn’t guide them to the specific direction, Zhang Xiaojing was already able to 
deduce what these Turks were up to in the south city. 


Chang’an was densely populated in the north but sparsely in the south where most of the Fangs were 
spacious and desolate, unfrequented and grassy. 


Cui Qi’s eyes lit up, “I’ll call up some men to search all the Fangs over! I’ll see where these assholes can 
get into.” 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head, “This is only the place where the fragrance of the incense stops, not 
necessarily the place where wolves hide. Turks have too many places to hide in this area.” He reached 
out and drew a circle in the air as he spoke, which basically included the whole southwest corner of 
Chang’an. Turks could be in anywhere in the sixteen or so desolate Fangs. 


“We can’t alarm the wolves at this critical moment...” Zhang Xiaojing suddenly slowed down and 
stressed every word. Cui Qi immediately got his hint. Ever since Sicheng Li got the news that Wang 
Zhongsi’s daughter was kidnapped, he personally issued an order that tough raid like that in C 6 
Warehouse must be avoided. They must exercise extreme caution when taking action in case Wang’s 
daughter might be put in danger. 


“If only my brother were still alive...” Cui Qi sighed but then hurried to explain, “He grew up in the west 
city and was extremely familiar with the whole city. I’m not complaining about you.” 


“That’s why Turks would ask him to draw Fang map, right?” 


“Aye!” Cui Qi’s eyes reddened as he clenched his fist tight. His elder brother’s death had left him in a 
state of confusion and flurry, causing him to make many mistakes. So he was more eager than anyone 
else to catch this Cao Poyan. 


Zhang Xiaojing suddenly knitted his brows as he just sensed something wrong. But that feeling vanished 
in a fleeting second. He shook his head and followed Cui Qi’s gaze to look ahead. At this point the sun 
had started its course to the west. And the grey colored walls of Fangs extended far out of sight. Cui Qi 
smashed his helmet to the ground, annoyed. This was the first time he felt Chang’an so annoyingly large. 





The hound, busy chewing dried meat, was scared by his move and hurried to hide behind Zhang Xiaojing. 


Yao Runeng ventured gingerly, “Can’t we just call together all on duty at neighboring watchtowers, the 
scouts and Fang Guards and ask them if they have noticed anything abnormal?” 


Zhao Xiaojing and Cui Qi both sighed, helpless. South city was unpopulated with slack management. 
Guards assigned here were few and inferior. It would be easier to let monks in Ci’en Temple eat meat 
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But it was a thing that had to be done, so Cui immediately called up fifty soldiers from Lubi Army. They 
went into the nearby Fangs in pairs, without weapons or armor, carrying only smoke balls and horns to 
see if they could find any clues. 


As for Zhang Xiaojing, he took the hound in his left hand and brushed the dust from his eye socket with 
his right hand, looking at the several nearby watchtowers. He had formed the habit of checking the 
watchtower now and then to see if there was an update. But he was somewhat contradictory as he had 
only received bad news from the watchtower ever since taking over the matter. 


"Let’s hope something good happens once ina while..." Zhang Xiaojing sighed. He then whispered 
something strange as he stroked the thick neck hair of the hound. The hound did not understand human 
language at all, so it only barked in response. It did not know that if this sentence was heard by other 
human beings, it would cause a stir. 


Daning Fang was on the fourth street to the east of Rosefinch Street, with Yanxi Gate of the imperial 
palace on the west and only a Fang away from Daming Palace to the north. Therefore, most residents 
here were officials. Funny thing was though the residents all enjoyed high status, their mansions were 
not luxury as those in An’ren and Qin’ren Fang. Most of the mansions were green and tile-roofedwith 
seven rooms and three layers of yards. That was because this place was too close to Daming Palace and 
Xingqing Palace where the emperor could easily get a view of all the houses as long as he climbed up to 
the palace walls. And demonstrating extreme extravagancy under the emperor’s eyes was apparently 
not a wise choice. 


In the time of Lantern Festival the emperor would celebrate the day with commoners, so officials were 
not bold enough to do otherwise. Therefore, all Fangs were decorated with lanterns with a lantern shelf 
standing in every ten houses. However, the decoration looked a bit restrained, and the scale of lanterns 
was only of medium level, which led to only a few to appreciate the lantern show. And the streets were 
not as crowded as in other Fangs. 


Feng Dalun rode a horse toward his own mansion, dodging the galloping carriages of varying sizes. In the 
dark, he was the boss of Fires Gang that ran amok in Wan’nian County while back in this place, he was 
just a ninth-ranked official of Ministry of Work who was in charge of Yu Ministry affairs. Thus he must 
follow the rules and etiquette. 


Head of Yu Ministry, though a low ranked official, was in charge of the renovation, repair and 
construction in the whole Chang’an. His duty included the selection of workers, purchase of materials 
and supervision of the construction, which was quite a profitable post. Feng Dalun was born of a humble 
family but more far-sightedthan the average. He, by virtue of the convenience his position provided, 
established his own force, Fires Gang, that could help to complete many of his filthy goals that could not 
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of nearly half of Wan’nian County. 


If not for the case last year, he would have had been promoted. Bah! Just forget it. It was all over and 
whoever stood in his way had been cleaned up. 


This day Wen Ran reminded him of old grudge. She was the only person in the case who had not been 
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What mattered was to let everyone know that anyone who offended him had to pay a price, even if the 
matter was over. 

‘Now | bet that little bitch is crying!’ 

As he thought of this, his brows unknitted with an evil smile hung by the corner of his mouth. Just as he 
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eyes. The man held the rein of his horse and shouted, “Curator Feng! Curator Feng!” 


Feng looked down and saw the warder of the condemned prison of Wan’nian County. Face drastically 
changed, he asked, “What brings you here?” 


The warder hurried to say after a long and anxious wait, “Yama Zhang left the prison!” 


Feng was almost scared off the horse. He hurried to sit tight on the horseback and asked with a sullen 
face, “How did he escape?” 


The warder cried, “He didn’t escape! Someone came to take him out!” 


“Taken out?” Feng quickly ran all the departments that had the right to fetch the detainee in his mind. 
Dali Temple? Ministry of Penalty? Or Palace Library? 


“No, Jing’an Department did it. All documents complete. So | couldn’t even refuse.” 


“Jing’an Department...” The name sounded a bit familiar so he tried to recall the Tipao(similar to political 
newspaper) of the past half year, his eyes suddenly narrowed into two sharp needles. 


“When?” 

“About four hours ago. I’ve been waiting here for really long.” 
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The warder shook his head, “Not stated. The document only mentioned for official matter. His shackles 
were removed the moment he was out and instead in a prisoner'svan, he rode a horse away with an 
envoy from Jing’an Department.” 
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warder hurried to shout, “Curator Feng, where are you going?” Feng Dalun paid no attention to the 
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The warder froze at the place and not until then did he recall that this Chang’an bigwig in the dark was 
actually trembling when holding the rein. 


Feng Dalun galloped all the way south to Jinggong Fang at the easternmost of Chang’an. Adjacent to the 
city wall, this Fang enjoyed quite a name in Chang’an for the polo field called, Yousa Land (Oil Spill Land) 
that had been constructed by Yang Shen, the husband of Princess Royal. This was the biggest polo field 
second only to the one in the imperial palace in Chang’an where received mostly the aristocrats and 
royal members. 


He was greeted by the cheers afar the moment he entered the field. A spacious polo field came into 
view at the foot of the hill as he crossed a hill slope with nicely trimmed bushes. The khaki colored field 
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banners. Outside the field stood over ten tents of heavy fleece that were built around the willows, and 
the flags with different family name were randomly placed beside each tent. Each stood for an 
influential family in Chang’an. 


In the field several riders were engaged in a fierce race. And the small ball kept jumping around in the 
dusts as the horses galloped. All of a sudden, a rider in brocade rushed out and held his stick high, 

hitting the ball right through the dragon ring and against the board behind it. The female guests in the 
tents all cheered and applauded as the rider galloped round the field with his stick in a proud manner. 


This was the polo racenormallyheld on Lantern Festival, also called Spring Welcoming Race. Behind the 
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golden Fu pattern for this day. Whoever scored first was said to be a dragon through the clouds, which 
was regarded as a good omen for a prosperous and smooth new year. 


At this point there came several sounds of the gongs signaling the end of the first half of the game. The 
riders all stopped their horses to greet each other before they went back to their own tent. 





5. Wei Zheng (14:00-14:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


There was a taboo for polo game in Chang'an. Back to the time when Emperor Zhongzong was on the 
throne, the present Emperor had once crushed against the stand because of rush riding, breaking the 
neck of his beloved horse and wounding several young masters of noble families. Ever since then neither 
stand nor canopies were allowed to set by the field. Only temporary tents were set for ladies to enjoy 
the show and for riders to change or rest. 


The well-dressed rider went straight back to his tent and dismounted his horse, immediately greeted by 
a footman who whispered something. The rider clicked his tongue impatiently and rolled his eyes, 
complaining, "My horse can’t wait in all sweat, let him wait." 


Knowing that this prince was obsessed with horses, Feng Dalun had no choice but to wait on the side. 
The rider unfastened the saddle, tightened the horseshoes and brushed the horseback. Not until the 
whole set of maintenance was done did he casually walk over to be served by the maids who helped him 
to change into casual wear and take off his header cap. Feng Dalu hurried to pay his respect, greeting, 
“Your Highness.” The man was the sixteenth son of the emperor, Prince Yong, Li Lin. 


He naturally had influential nobles behind his back for the huge business he managed in Chang’an. 
Prince Yong was one of the biggest backers. The case last year was brought by this sixteenth prince, so 
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"Be quick, | still have the second half to play." Born with a neck problem, he always looking at people 
with a side face, which gave him quite an unpredictable air. 


Feng Dalun first looked around before bending over to whisper in a low voice, "Your highness, Yama 
Zhang is out of prison..." Prince Yong’s wrist trembled upon the name, almost dropping the teacup to 
the yellow ground, and his face turned extremely ugly, as if about to throw up. The handmaid nearby 
hurried to knead his stomach and not until quite a while later did he finally manage to force the nausea 
down. 


“What the hell is going on? Isn’t he in the death prison?” 


Feng Dalun then explained that it was Jing’an Department who took him out. Prince Yong rubbed his 
fingers over his temples, “What is this Jing’an Department?” 


Feng Dalun knew that this prince didn’t pay much attention to official matters, so he explained, “Jing’an 
Department is a newly established office that takes charge of the security and defense of West City. He 
Zhizhang is the minister and the scholar Li Bi is the Sicheng.” At these, he handed over a scroll of paper, 
on which wrote some implicit hints to help this prince get an insight into the deep meanings behind all 
the arrangements. 





Prince Yong, with his side face, scanned the scroll, and then wore a quite bothered look, “I never expect 
Jing’an Department to have such a story...things are getting a bit tricky here. Really troublesome.” He 
then anxiously threw the cup aside, “Why isn’t the damn thing about Wen family finished? And this 
damn Yama Zhang, why can’t he just die?! Such a troublemaker!” 
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that these wretches would not die. 


Feng Dalun gave a gentle smile, "Fret not, your highness. Daughter of Wen is already in Fires Gang, and | 
bet Yama Zhang dares not to do anything impetuous." 


“Wen Ran, that’s a beautiful woman...” said Prince Yong as he touched the corners of the mouth with his 
fingers, showing a lustful smile. Then with a frown he said, “No, I’ve sworn before the Buddha that | 
would let it pass. If | go back on my words, that’s lying to the Buddha. No, | can’t do it.” 


Feng Dalu: “Your Highness, it is Fires Gang that offered to help. You didn’t even know it. So basically, you 
didn’t break your oath.” 


Prince Yong was easily convinced, thinking that Fires Gang was so considerate, and changed for a better 
mood. Seeing that the prince’s face softened, Feng Dalun seized the chance to add, “However, Yama 
Zhang is still a latent scourge as long as he is out. Your Highness, it would be best that you could send 
him back to the prison.” 


To deal with Zhang Xiaojing, only official means would work. He himself was nothing but a ninth ranked 
official without much influence, so he had to seek Prince Yong’s help. 


As expected, Prince Yong's eyelids twitched, as the words hit the sore point, "What do you say?" 


“Jing’an Department only dispatches Yama Zhang for some sort of business, not exonerating him from 
the crime. So Zhang is still a condemned. The best thing to do now is to let several censors that are on 
friendly terms with your highness to accuse Jing’an Department of misusing a prisoner, which brings 
disgrace to the court. In this way, Jing’an Department will have to hand over Yama Zhang.” 


Prince Yong shook his head hard, “Not a good idea. Censors are mad dogs. They will first bite me if | ask 
for their help. And should they report anything to father...No, by no means would | venture that!” 


Censors of Tang took the responsibility to supervise who could report anything immoral or wrong to the 
emperor. Eyes always fixed on all the offices and administrations in Chang’an, they would go bite 
anywhere or anyone that made mistakes. The bigger the scene, the better they felt, regardless of any 
kins or friends. And there was no way that you could even find one who wasn’t bothered by them. 


Feng Dalu hurried to add, “I’ve got another idea. Your Highness, you can ask Dali Temple for a writ to 
demand the prison back for unfinished judgment. Even if Jing’an Department refuses, we can still sound 
out their true intention.” 
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Temple. You can go ask for the writ in my name.” 





Consultant of Dali Temple was subordinate eighth rank official responsible for imprisonment advising 
and laws correction, a best candidate for this matter. Feng Dalun thus asked for the name of this 
consultant. Prince Yong stared at the sky and gave a name after quite a long while of reflection, 
“Hum...family name is Yuan, and...seems related with Princess Cao. Right, Yuan Zai, and | forget his 
courtesy name.” 


Feng Dalun noted down the name on his sleeve and hastened to excuse himself. Right at this point, 
there came the sound of the gongs from the polo field. The handmaids by the side hurried to help Prince 
Yong to change, who, however, berated them with ill-temper and paced restlessly around the tent, yet 
the nausea in his stomach grew stronger. Soon, he couldn’t bear it anymore and rushed to vomit in the 
waste bin. 


Just then, in the distance, from the southwest, came a faint sound of drums, which beat fast, with each 
beat between the breaths, particularly disturbing. Prince Yong wiped the corner of his mouth with his 
sleeve and waved his hand in a rather feeble way, “Enough of the game. Time to get back!” 


* 


Cao Poyan was stunned. How come the girl disappeared just when he turned his head for a second? The 
well pavilion was dozens of steps away from the walls, and even birds cannot fly so quickly over the wall. 


It was quite a while later when Cao finally came back to himself from the shock. He rushed to the well, 
and stretched his neck over the rails to look down. As expected, the woman had jumped into it! 


The water was shallow and Wen Ran lay prone in the water, motionless. Cao Poyan called the girl but 
didn’t get any response. 


Why did she do it? To avoid being insulted or being taken as hostage to threaten her father? That Cao 
didn’t care. What he cared at the moment was how to get her out! And he couldn’t tell whether she was 
dead after the fall or she was merely pretending. 


Normally a rope would solve the problem. However, it now became an almost insurmountable problem 
for Cao Poyan as his wrist had been shot by the crossbow in the raid started by Lubi Army. Though it 
healed well after being dressed, he still had difficulty to pull something heavy. Thus, it would be 
impossible to pull her out of the well with only one arm. And he couldn't go to the warehouse for help -- 
they were all too busy with Kailuo Hodo to waste even a second. 


So Cao was caught in a simple predicament. 


Cao paced around the well for several times and bent down to carefully observe the shaft wall. There 
were a series of shallow gouges on the wall which should have been left by the well puller. It was 
difficult to climb with bare hands without special skills. Then on a second thought, Cao wondered, why 
must get her out? 


Her death would bring much convenience. Even if the woman wasn’t dead, she couldn’t climb up on her 
own. Just put a lid on the top of the well then a stone on the lid. A perfect cage! 





He could just came back to fetch her if Yousha General wanted her. He now got something important to 
do and wasn’t willing to waste the time on a woman. 


Cao Poyan then felt pity that this was the first time he took pity on a Tang girl, and offered to let her 
leave some message for her father. Yet she just chose to drown herself in the well. It seemed that girls 
from central plains were much more strong willed than he had expected. Then he couldn’t help but 
think of Wang Zhongsi, the terror of the grasslands, who was ruthless and tough, cruel and cunning. 
Every time his flags rose on the side of Orkhon River, they took away more blood than the water, making 
the cattle and sheep shudder. 


Like father, like daughter. 


Cao Poyan had heard from his seniors the glory of Turkic wolves. They had closed in upon Chang’an 
several times that even frightened the Tang emperor. Now they had to withdraw to a corner of the 
grassland and struggle under the strong army of Tang. The reason why he had agreed to come to 
Chang’an was to see the great city that had witnessed the glory and disgrace of his ancestors, and 
destroy it. 


“How | wish to defeat Chan’an fair and square!” sighed Cao Poyan with some faint regret in his voice. He 
then found a rag and threw it into the well to cover Wen Ran. The rag was of the same color as the 
bottom of the well, so that even if someone looked down, he wouldn’t notice anything. Then he put 
several stones over the lid covering the well and left the warehouse. 


It was a much more desolate place than the north. There were few people nearby, just a few rows of 
abandoned houses and land-temples. Every now and then a crow flew over a ragged streamer, and even 
a stray dog would pass by. 


Cao Poyan watched warily from side to side as he walked toward the outer street. After walking about 
two blocks, he saw a small market in the lane, where vendors mainly sold soup bait, hu cakes, soup and 
other cheap food, and there were also some grocery stalls selling needles and threads. Not far away on 
a slope, there was a small courtyard with a green gourd hung by the wall and three huge green urns at 
the door. A few dozen ragged beggars were lying lazily on the slope outside the yard. 


This should be the place Long Bo had mentioned. It was said that this place was specially for beggars and 
patients in Chang’an city where even diagnosis, treatment and medicine were provided. 


Cao really couldn’t understand it. Was Tang really that rich? The grasslands never fed these wastes. 


Cao went straight up to them, and was disgusted with the repugnant smell. The beggars were catching 
lice and basking in the sun like mountain monkeys, not caring a bit about this intruder. He frowned, 
searching for a beggar wearing a flower clip header cap. This was not difficult, as most beggars had 
disheveled hair. 


He soon found the goal: A man was on a pine tree, slumbering, his body wrapped in a cloth robe, with 
an old hairless rug under him. On his head was a flower clip FuTou. He was particularly eye-catching in a 


group of scruffy beggars. 


"| need some men," Cao walked up, straight to the point. 





The man yawned and squinted at him lazily with his eyes stained with gunk, saying nothing. Cao 
unfastened a silver pot with a curved mouth from his waist. On both sides of the pot carved a lifelike 
galloping horse, which was the wine pot he had been carrying with him when he rode on the grassland. 


"If you can do that, it's yours." 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 
Meanwhile, an arrow shot over from the other side. 


Sticking right in the ground at Cao Poyan’s feet. Zhang Xiaojing leaped into the courtyard, and then 
quickly rolled to an open area thirty steps away from Cao Poyan. Early Shen, Jan.14, the third year of 
Tianbao period (744 DC). 


Guangde Fang, Chang’an County, Chang’an. 


Xu Bin leafed through records, his fingers running through the rough edges of the paper, and lines of ink 
writing jumped into his eyes. 


Sicheng Li’s angry words “check out everything that can be lit” inspired Xu Bin: oil was not the only fuel 
to cause a fire. 


There were at least hundreds of kinds of supplies brought into Chang’an every day, and many of them 
could be set on fire. Following the direction, Xu Bin brought recent customs date and checked the 
classification list to see if there were suspicious bulk flammable goods. 


A long time passed, he found nothing. 


Not that there were no flammable goods or few block trade, but Xu Bin mulled them over and found 
these were impractical: firewood took up too much space; grass paper was flammable but easy to be 
out; bamboo was difficult to transport; the cost of candle, cloth, silk and hemp was too high. Setting fire 
with these fuels was a piece of cake, but burning the entire Chang’an in a short time was a too difficult 
thing. 


In the physical simulation before, Jing’an Department found that oil, and only oil, was the best fuel to 
rapidly cause large-scale fires. It was easy to undercover transport, flowable, flammable, and had strong 
power. If the Turks intended to burn Chang’an tonight, oil was their only option. 


This was an earlier conclusion of Jing’an Department. 


Frustrated, Xu Bin pushed the files away and rubbed his sore eyes, feeling himself was sheer crazy for 
promotion. He was about to call the servant to take the files away, while his raised elbow knocked the 
ink stone off the desk, and it smashed into pieces. The ink splashed everywhere. 


Xu Bin stared at the ground, suddenly clapping his head and seizing the servant’s arm. He rattled off a 
series of numbers and asked the servant to quickly retrieve the corresponding file. Xu Bin kneeled down; 
instead of picking up the ink stone, he fingered the ink on the floor, and soon his fingertips were black. 
Xu Bin’s lips couldn’t help turning up, and his eyes lit up. 





The files in Jing’an Department were put orderly, easy to access. Shortly afterwards, the servant brought 
the scroll he need. Without untying the book belt, he tore the scroll open and scanned it. Soon he was 
delighted to find what he wanted, then surprised, to later his face became grim. 


He hurried out of his seat to the sand table with scroll in his hand. Li Bi still stood frowning at the sand 
table, constantly shifting the fly-whisk from the left hand to the right hand, then reverse. 


Xu Bin bowed, “Sicheng Li.” Li Bi said without lifting his head, “What’s wrong?” 


“Your humble servant probably has...eh...guessed what the Turks are up to.” Xu Bin said less than 
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It finally hit Li Bi, and he turned to Xu Bin, “Go ahead!” 
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watchtowers, gradually getting closer. The distinctive sound, which was deep and clear, spread very far. 
These drums were made of lizard skin specially imported from Persia for Jing’an Department to transfer 
message, impossible to be confused with sounds of Jie drums, street drums, and Deng Wen drums and 
etc. 


As if feeling something, Zhang Xiaojing’s single eye flew open. News came in with long drumming, which 
was unusual. 


Cui Qi and the Lubi Army were now spreading out searching, and only Yao Ru’neng was left by Zhang 
Xiaojing’s side. Hearing the drums, he, as a translator, rose quickly focusing on the sounds. 


The message this time being unusually long, Yao Ru’neng had to write it on the ground with his feet 
while listening. Fortunately, each message was repeated three times so as not to miss anything. 


The messages from watchtowers in Chang’an had two forms: one was fixed sound. For example, three 
rapid and one slow drumbeats represented “reinforcements are on the way”, five rapid and two slow 
drumbeats were “standby”, and so on; another was the rhyme, which was based on “Tang Yun” (rhyme) 
written by Sun Mian after the 20th year of Kaiyuan period, and was compiled according to the volumes, 
rhymes, and characters. Such as 2066, which stood for the sixth character of the sixteenth rhyme in 
volume 2, was the word “Tian” in “Tang Yun”. 


The fixed form was the fastest, but its content was limited; rhyme could transfer a little complicated 
message; the delivering of more complicated message had to depend on Delivery Riders. 


A moment later, a melodious horn sound came from the watchtower, indicating that the message was 
over. The yellow ground was already full of numbers. Yao Ru’neng took a brochure of “Tang Yun” out of 
his waist and quickly translated the numbers into text: 


“Today, there were Yanzhou stone greases being declared into Chang’an as ink materials, and then 
disappeared.” 





Glancing at the text, Zhang Xiaojing’s face changed. Yao Ru’neng was a little puzzled, immediately asked 
him what happened, what the stone grease was. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “Il saw a kind of water when | was a soldier in the Northwest. It flows out of the 
crevices, covered with a layer of black oil, sticky like fat grease, so it is called stone grease. The locals 
collect the floating greases with grass dustpan and use them for lighting, which was extremely bright.” 


Yao Ru’neng was surprised, “It can be lit?” 


“The stone grease is non-flammable, and must be refined through secret method, and then ignite it with 
lard or castor oil. Once catching fire, it will never die out. When we defended the city gate in the 
western regions, pouring a can of stone grease could kill dozens of lives. If the greases stick the fire to 
your body, whatever you do cannot shake it off, or put it down. I’ve never seen more ferocious fuel. So, 
it’s called “Ghost Fire” in the army,” explained Zhang Xiaojing. 


Even persevering as Zhang Xiaojing would be moved, that could indicate how miserable the scene was 
on that day. Yao Ru’neng gasped, immediately turning pale, “Have the Turks already brought such 
dangerous things into Chang’an?” Zhang Xiaojing nodded heavily. 


If there were a large amount of stone greases, burning Chang’an overnight was entirely possible. It was 
probably the “Que Le Huo Duo” that the Turks talked about. 


“How could city guards allow such dangerous goods free in?” Yao Ru’neng shouted. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, “The stone grease is only native to Jiuquan, Yumen and Yanzhou, etc., and is known 
only to the natives and garrison. People in Guanzhong area, such as you, may not even have heard the 
name. Moreover, the Turks used a trick to import them....” He pointed at the words “ink materials”. 


“Ink materials?” Yao Ru’neng was puzzled. 


“The black flue from the burning stone grease is heavy. In local Yanzhou, the remaining smoke mosses 
are used to make Yan ink, which is very famous.” 


Knowing documents very well, Yao Ru’neng soon understood. The stone grease could burn, and also 
could make ink, so the wolf guards deliberately declared it as “ink materials” when they entered the city. 
According to regulations in Chang’an, raw materials and finished products should be included in the 

same category. Therefore, these stone greases were officially classified among the ink in the customs 
records. 


Jing’an Department was desperately tracing oils and other fuels, but ignored ink. Ink didn’t burn! 


With this blind spot the Turks skillfully made things look all right. Even if someone wanted to check, it 
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“These guys were so cunning that they came up with such a sinister trick.” Yao Ru’neng gritted his teeth 
with rage. Zhang Xiaojing heard his sigh and frowned, feeling a hint of incongruity. He had been the 
commandant of the Indecent for many years, always sensitive to contradictions. 





But now was not the time to think about these, the priority was to find out wolf guards’ hiding place. 


“As you Said, the stone grease is black sticky grease, so it will be noticeable when spattered on the floor? 
How about searching the tracks on the nearby road?” Yao Ru’neng advised. 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head. Since the Turks had succeeded in bringing the stone greases in, they 
must have preparation for this. Some layers of hays under the sealed barrels could easily prevent oil 
from spilling. 

“So, what should we do?” 

Zhang Xiaojing patted the dog on the head, “The stone grease has a pungent smell, which is even 
stronger when burning. So, it’s useful for outdoor lighting rather than burning indoors as candles or 


firewood. That’s too strong. We can try to trace the odor around.” 


Yao Runeng’s eyes lit up, and soon he wondered, “The dog must have a reference before searching. 
Where are we going to find stone grease for it?” 


Zhang Xiaojing pointed toward west, “Jin’guang Gate.” 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Jinguang Gate, which was in the center of the west Chang’an and one block east of the West Market, 
was the only way for western caravans to the West Market. The wagons carrying stone greases from 
Yanzhou must enter Chang’an from here. 


“According to the entry procedures, the guards will jab a pear into the barrels in case someone hide 
inside. This material is hard to remove, so asking the gate keepers to find out the spear is enough,” said 
Zhang Xiaojing. 


Hearing Ginguang Gate was far from here, Yao Ru'neng hurried to set off, but was stopped by Zhang 
Xiaojing. “You don’t have to go. If I’m right, cavalry of Jing’an Dep is coming, they will bring what we 
want,” Zhang Xiaojing looked down at the empty street, full of confidence after saying that. 


“Are you sure?” 
“Sicheng Li must do so,” said Zhang Xiaojing quietly. 


Yao Ru’neng didn’t hide his reverence for Li Bi, “Sicheng Li is such a genius! He even saw through this 
clever trick of stone grease ink!” 


Zhang Xiaojing just smiled and didn’t correct him. It might be Xu Bin who saw through the stone grease 
thing. Once they ate together, he said some customs in the western army and casually mentioned the 
mysterious stone grease. Unexpectedly, Xu Bin had such good memory and still remembered it. 


He didn’t have many friends in Chang’an, and Xun Bin was one of the oldest. If this guy took this 
opportunity to make great achievements, thus winning office, it would make his long-cherished dream 
come true. 


“Hope it’s not too late. We’ve taken too long,” Zhang Xiaojing muttered to the fading sky. Zhang 
Xiaojing’s anxious face somewhat touched Yao Ru’neng, he had been suspicious of this condemned 
prisoner, but after these things, he found himself wrong. What Zhang Xiaojing did have yet to be 
discussed, but by no means did he harbor any selfish intentions, and he even came close to losing his life. 


After some hesitation, Yao Ru’neng bowed, kneeling down on one knee, “Commandant Zhang, I’m 
willing to be punished for having treated you with suspicion. Hope you won't hold grudge against my 
fault, thus affecting the event of Jing’an Department.” 


Zhang Xiaojing looked at the red-faced young man with interest, “Do you feel it is not normal for me to 
work so hard? Right?” 


“Yes, Commandant Zhang, | thought your insincerity was driven by some selfish ulterior motive.” Yao 
Ru’neng frankly admitted. The reason “for the safety of Chang’an” would be convincing to him if it was 





what Li Bi said; However, when a condemned prisoner bearing grudge against the court said so, it was 
more or less suspicious. 


In his eyes, Zhang Xiaojing's investigation was to cover his intention to escape, which was logical. Yao 
Ru’neng was now feeling a burning sensation in his face. He wanted to escape this embarrassing 
situation, but he couldn’t. If he didn’t apologize to Zhang Xiaojing, he would never forgive his own 
stupidity. 
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slowly raising his head. He looked beyond Yao Ru’neng’s shoulders, out deeply into the towering and 
majestic Giant Wild Goose Pagoda far away. 


“Ru’neng, have you ever gone up the Giant Wild Goose Pagoda around Guyu period?” (T/L note: Guyu is 
one of the 24 solar terms of ancient Chinese calendar, usually begins around April 20 and ends around 
May 5.) 


Yao Ru’neng froze, and didn’t know why he suddenly talked about this. 


“There is a novice monk who guards the pagoda. If you give him half string of copper coin, he will let you 
sneak up the top, where you can have excellent view of peonies all over Chang’an. The little monk never 
splashes money he saved, but always secretly buys river fishes to feed cats beside the Ci’en Temple.” 
Zhang Xiaojing slowly said, with a smile on his lips. 


While Yao Ru’neng was opening his mouth to ask, Zhang Xiaojing continued, “In Shengdao Fang, there is 
an old man from Uighur specialize in Biluo pancake, he always chooses big sesame, so the hot pancake 
smells very good. When | was on duty, | always ran to the fang gate early in the morning and waited for 
the gate to open to buy some.” Tut~ tut~ the aftertaste seemed to linger in his mouth. “Also the cane 
shoot seed rice of the Puji Temple, available on the 1st and 15th days of every month lunar calendar, 
tasted wonderful as monks secretly added lard in it.” 


“Commandant Zhang, you ....” 


“Alo is a good camel tamer in the East Market, and his lifelong dream is to buy a house in Anyi Fang, 
then get married and have children there, settling in Chang’an. There’s a Taichang (musician in court) 
surnamed Xue coming from Luling living in Changxing Fang. He always plays flute on the Tianjin Bridge in 
clear midnights to refresh his flute with moonlight, and I’ve covered for his curfew violation several 
times. Also a dancing girl called Li Twelve lives in Chongren Fang. She is as ambitious as Lady Gongsun 
then. She trains so hard that her heels have been badly worn, so she has to wrap them with red silk. Oh, 
yes, during the Bon Festival, the river is covered with floating lanterns. If you walk along the Longshou 
canal, you will see a blind old woman selling paper boat in order to buy her granddaughter a copper 
hairpin, but | knew her granddaughter has died of illness long before.” 


Zhang Xiaojing’s voice was long-drawn-out and his single eye lit up when talking about these unrelated 
people and matters, “Being the Commandant of the Indecent for nine years, | interacted with those 
people every day, watched and heard this life every day. For dignitaries, these people are insignificant, 
these things are nothing unusual, but for me, this Chang’an is living, not devoured by monsters. Only by 
their sides, | feel | am alive.” 





Here, he lowered his voice a bit, “If the Turks succeeded, the first to die were these people. |’ll do my 
best to make sure these ordinary people live their ordinary life. What | want to protect is this Chang’an, 
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Yao Ru’neng felt a rush of emotion at this sudden honesty, and he was speechless. The guy had such 
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people in Chang’an. How to evaluate his loyalty? 


“Are you always thinking so?” 


Zhang Xiaojing gave him a half smile, “I had been a soldier in western area for ten years and 
Commandant of Chang’an for nine years. What do you say?” 


At this time, the heaving horse hooves and rolling dust in the distant brought them back on work. Before 
long, a fish barrel and a spear of wooden handle were delivered to them by an express rider. Yao 
Ru’neng held the blotched spear up to his nose, smelling a pungent odor. Zhang Xaiojing opened the fish 
barrel and took out a note covered with writing. 


“Headquarter has found out that it was Su’s Wagon agency responsible for the transporting. They 
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Zhang Xiaojing screwed the paper into a ball and said in a low voice, “I guess they have probably been 
killed. Carriages have also been wiped clean and could not be found.” 


Yao Ru’neng was not so indignant this time. For one thing, he felt that the men deserved to die for 
helping the enemy to carry things; for another, after several hours of running, he was numb to the 
ferocity of wolf guards. 


Zhang Xiaojing put the tip of the spear to hound’s nose, and patted it on the head. The hound first 
sneezed unhappily, then raised its neck, wrinkled its nose, and gave several fierce barks toward one 


direction. If Zhang Xiaojing didn’t hold the leash, it would have rushed out. 


“Time is urgent, I’ll go first, and you wait here for Brigadier Cui’s arrival with his troop. Take yellow 
smoke as a signal.” 


Yao Ru’neng looked around and finally realized that they had made something of a mistake. Eager to 
make up for his mistakes, Cui Qi had torn the Luby Army apart and spread them into fangs around. It 
would take some time for the troop to assemble. 

That was to say, Zhang Xiaojing would be on his own before the assemble. 

“Isn’t it too dangerous for you to go alone with injured body?” Yao Ru’neng was a bit worried. 
“Everyone must be responsible for his own choice.” 

Zhang Xiaojing simply said, loosening the leash. The hound flew away, and he strode following it closely. 


Watching the man and hound disappear around the corner of the fang wall, Yao Ru’neng fell in a trance 
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The smell of stone grease was so strong that it was easy for the hound to track. It scrambled off in all 
directions, turned corners and ran at full speed, Zhang Xiaojing must run as fast as he can to keep up 
with it. Pedestrians looked curiously at them, thinking it as a new sideshow, and someone on both sides 
even cheered for them. 


Malem alelelarema-lamaiomaall(=<mUivaleleimmcine) 6) 6)|alcemr-lale Mm ar-loMm\-hV{-10-] Me l-1(-\me) ama al-m\'Z-\Am em [Ulciemre) |e)! (10 maal-melelele 
in a straight line, didn’t know how to make a detour, so it hit dead ends and barked at the wall. Zhang 
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When they had managed to reach a fang gate, the hound stopped, sniffed here and there on the 
pavement, and then barked in frustration. 
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But this was enough. 


Zhang Xiaojing quickly put a leash on the hound and wrapped its mouth with a rope, in case that the 
wolf guards really hid here, they might be alerted by the dog barks. 


Zhang Xiaojing glanced at the wooden plaque, which read “Changming Fang”. From overgrown walls and 
the threshold, to sparse ruts on the front earth road, all showed that there were not many people living 
here, and it seemed desolate and quiet. This fang didn’t even have the exclusive watchtower of Jing’an 
Department. After all, the budget was limited, priority should be given to the densely populated 
northern fangs, so wild land like this couldn’t be taken into account for the time being. 


It meant that if something happened, it was impossible to inform the outside world in time. 


Zhang Xiaojing thought for a while, failing to recall any special buildings in this fang. If only Xu Bin were 
here, that guy remembered everything. The guards must have left to celebrate the Lantern Festival, so 
he walked slowly into fang without any hinderance. Changming Fang was now completely open to 
everyone. 


This was really a perfect hiding place. After entering the fang, Zhang Xiaojing half loosened the leash in 
his left hand, controlling the hound to slowly walk forward, at the same time, he looked right and left, 
his right hand holding the crossbow, ready to fire. 


If the wolf guards had put stone greases here, he should have stepped into the enemy’s watch area. 
However, Zhang Xiaojing was not worried, once something abnormal occurred, he could throw a smoke 


ball to mark the spot. Even if the Turks had run away, they didn’t have time to move the stone greases. 


Without stone grease, the Turkic wolf guards were nothing but a group of desperate scoundrels. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


Ahead of Zhang Xiaojing was a cross street, where would be the most prosperous area full of shops if it 
were in the north. However, this cross street in Changming Fang had only scattered mud huts, and was 
covered by bare locust woods. The woods were littered with mobile peddlers, packhorses and carts, 
even more than browsers. On the right side of the woods was a soil slope, at the top of which was a 
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It was not so much a residential fang as wild suburb. 


Being such a desolate place, a fleet coming in should attract much attention. Zhang Xiaojing wanted to 
walk closer to ask around when the hound crouched down, growling. His single eye flashed, noticing 
three approaching figures. 


Zhang Xiaojing quickly reached into his chest and took the crossbow half out, and every muscle of his 
body tightened, ready to attack. As the figures got closer, he saw that these people were dressed in 
shabby and old robes like beggars, with their hands in sleeves, looking sallow and emaciated. 


Their sallow faces must be resulted from not eating meat for several months, definitely not their 
temporary disguise. Zhang Xiaojing slightly relaxed his shoulders, his finger still taut against the 
crossbow. These beggars stared at Zhang Xiaojing, neither approaching nor staying away from him, but 
keeping more than twenty steps away from him and following closely. 


Zhang Xiaojing sneered, stepped up his pace, and those beggars went on with him. He suddenly stopped 
at a stand and bought a fern root pancake, and the beggars quickly paused pretending to look around. 
Zhang Xiaojing threw a few copper coins to the peddler, and then, turned down a lane between half- 
collapsed brick walls. 


The beggars followed. When the leading beggar turned around the corner, he was surprised to find that 
there was only a dog on a leash left in the lane. 


He looked suspiciously around, wondering where the man went. The next moment, a burst of ash 
suddenly overwhelmed his face, forcing him to narrow his eyes. Then a figure jumped off the wall and 
chopped the beggar’s back neck with his hands, so that the beggar sprawled on the ground, motionless. 


The ashes, which were plant ashes, were grabbed from the stand when Zhang Xaojing bought fern root 
pancake. As the raw fern roots would cause stomach pain and must be cooked with plant ash to remove 
toxicity, the peddlers selling fern root pancakes would prepare some. 


There was no need to use crossbow or steel knife to deal with these villains. 


Seeing their companion attacked, the immediate reaction of the two beggars behind was to turn away. 
Zhang Xiaojing stooped to pick up two bricks, raised his arm and threw them, hitting the back heads of 





the two men, and they both fell to the ground. The hound flew over and tore at their sleeves. The 
beggars exclaimed, waving their bamboo poles, but in vain. 


Zhang Xiaojing went over and slowly pulled steel knife against one man’s throat, as if waiting for 
something. Just then an eager voice came from the woods, “Please hold on!” 


Zhang Xiaojing’s lips curved in a meaningful smile. He took the knife back three inches and turned his 
head to see a beggar standing nearby under a tree wearing a fancy woven cap with lining and watching 
this way. 


“They are at someone’s command, not having a grudge against you. If you let them go, I, Jia Shiqi 
(Literally means Seventeen), will give you something in return.” The beggar leader who called himself Jia 
Shiqi was quite decisive that he stood out to interfere as soon as he saw something was wrong. 


Had been the commandant of the Indecent for nine years, Zhang Xiaojing knew that these in-the-know 
bullies had snoops all over the city, even the court would ask them for information. As for his being 
targeted by beggars for no reason today, he believed that there was someone else working the ropes. 
Now that the beggar leader showed himself, things would be much easier. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn’t withdraw his knife or speak, just staring at the man with his single eye. Jia Shiqi’s 
face slightly changed, “A look at his clothes can know that he is a public official, but ordinary officials will 
no longer bother them as long as they hear that there is a “return”. How come this one looks ready to 
kill people?” 


He wanted to say more, suddenly thought he had met the man before, especially his dry eye socket on 
the left, which looked highly aggressive. Jia Shiqi searched in his mind and suddenly remembered a 
name. 


“You are...Yama Zhang in Wannian County?” 

Changming Fang was in the southwest of Chang’an, and belonged to Chang’an County, but the beggars’ 
snoops were not so limited. The five-honored Yama in Wannian County: cruel, vicious, stubborn and 
ruthless, did not refer to five people, but one. So, this one-eyed was a tough guy that needed to avoid. 
“Who asked you to follow me?” queried Zhang Xiaojing coldly. 

Jia Shiqi’s mind was racing. It was rumored that this guy had been sentenced to death, but now it 
seemed a false statement. He bowed, cupping his hands, “If we knew it were you, Commandant Zhang, 
how dare we do this? We'll quit.” 

“Who?” 

Jia Shiqi forced a smile, “You know | can’t say. That’s Jinghu rule.” 

Zhang Xiaojing reversed his baffle knife and stabbed it into the thigh of a beggar, and then he pulled it 
out. There was a cry heard, then blood began to gush from the beggar’s thigh. Jia’s mouth twitched and 


his face fell, “If you can let the three poor lives go, all beggars in Chang’an will never forget your 
kindness.” 





In other words, if he didn’t let them go, all beggars in Chang’an would be his enemy. 


Puchi! The knife pierced into the beggar’ body the second time. As a prisoner condemned to death, the 
last thing Zhang Xiaojing feared was this threat. He didn’t say a word, but kept stabbing the unfortunate 
beggars with his knife. The screams went on and on, forming much invisible pressure. 


But none of the three unfortunate men died, and they were crying out loud. Yama Zhang deliberately 
pulled his punches so that the beggars outside the woods could hear the screams. 


This really gave Jia Shiqi a dilemma. The most important thing between beggars was unity. They could 
die in jail, freeze to death, or be killed by rich people, but being killed by their own people was not 
acceptable. If Jia Shiqi didn’t save them, he would lose support in the future. Arrogant on the surface, 
this Yama Zhang knew well the ropes among the beggars. 


Without much struggle, Jia Shiqi made a choice. A silver flagon was not worth beggar risking his life to 
keep secret. Moreover, he noticed that there was a black crossbow hanging from Yama Zhang’s waist. 
Seen from his military weapon, there were more powerful forces behind him. 
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Jia Shiqi no longer insisted and walked out of the woods with his hands up. He told Zhang Xiaojing that a 
Hu guy gave them a silver flagon to ask them to watch the fang entrance; if someone suspicious showed 
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“The house of the Ri’nan King?” 


“Yes, it’s in the southeast corner of the fang. In Zhen’guan period, a Ri’nan King presented himself 
before the Emperor, and then built a huge house here. Later, he went back and the house was 
abandoned. It really covers a large land.” 


The description really fit the Turks’ requirements for hiding place: remote, wide, and there were enough 
rooms. Zhang Xiaojing asked a few questions about the appearance of the person. Jia Shiqi directly told 
him everything, which perfectly matched Cao Poyan. Then, Zhang Xiaojing tapped him on the shoulder 
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Knowing protest was useless, Jia Shiqi had to let the three poor beggars help each other to pharmacy, 
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The Changming Fang was really deserted, with sparse houses on both sides of the inner street, mostly 
bumpy slopes and woods, and even a few cornfields and pools. And because the land was worthless, this 
fang covered an area at least half larger than fang in north. So, walking through fang was also a long 
distance. 


On the way, Zhang Xiaojing suddenly asked, “Did you see a lot of wagons entering fang today?” 





“Are you kidding? It’s so wild here that there may not be a wagon coming in all day.” Jia Shiqi saw his 
face growing pale, and corrected himself, “I’m sure | didn’t see one today. Nothing happened at the fang 
gate can escape our snoops.” 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned, saying nothing. 


The two men and the hound walked for a quarter and finally arrived at the deserted house of the Ri’nan 
King. The walls were collapsed and the grasses were clustered. However, from the clear outline of the 
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peonies on the lintel, the old extravagance was dimly visible. 


Jia Shiqi said that the Hu guy required them to report to him here the time they saw suspicious people 
entering fang. They could simply push open the door and come in. 
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to the door, pushed the door panels with his hands as they had arranged before. There was no lock on 
the door, and a gentle push would open it. Then he heard a flop, as if something inside fell on the 
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6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Zhang Xiaojing was alarmed. He dragged Jia Shiqi away and broke in himself. Once entering the yard, he 
saw a smoke bomb on the ground giving forth heavy smoke, and a string was tied on it. He hurried off to 
throw the bomb into a small pond nearby. The unleashed yellow smoke rose up slowly, easy to spot 
against the clear sky. 


Zhang Xiaojing turned around and demanded harshly, “Did you see him returning to the deserted 
garden of Rinan King yourself, or he just told you so?” Jia Shiqi answered that the man went to ask him 
to be his lookout himself and just left after that, so he didn’t know if the man really returned to the 
garden. 


“Whoa,” Zhang Xiaojing was amazed, the Wolf Guards were really something. From the very beginning, 
Cao Poyan had never had the slightest trust in these beggars. He told Jia Shiqi a false address on purpose, 
even if the Jing’an Dep. trailed him to this deserted garden, they would only end up in investigating in a 
wrong direction. 


That smoke bomb must be the one taken away from Zhang Xiaojing by the Turks. It was tied on the back 
of the door. Once the door was pushed open, the bomb would be set off. Seeing its yellow smoke, the 
Wolf Guards hiding somewhere else would be alerted immediately. It could buy them some time before 
retreat. 


What a small but cleaver trick, killing two birds with one stone. It could both mislead the Jing’an Dep. 
and alert the Wolf Guards. Cao Poyan really made the most use of the smoke bomb. 


Now that the yellow smoke had risen, the Turks must have been on the way to escape. The worse thing 
was that the army of Jing’an Dep. hadn’t gathered here yet. Zhang Xiaojing held the shoulders of Jia 
Shiqi firmly and asked in a hurry, “Is there any other big garden or huge residence in Changming Fang? | 
mean the farthest one away from here.” 


Jia Shiqi thought for a second, “We’re at the southeast corner of Changming Fang, the most demoted 
place from here is the brick-tile kiln in the northwest corner, but it was out of use long ago.” Zhang 
Xiaojing’s stern eye brightened a bit. He asked Jia Shiqi to brief him the address, walked a few steps 
away and turned around suddenly, “Go to the Changming Fang Gate at once. If any officers or the Lubi 
army are coming here, stop them and direct them to the brick-tile kiln.” 


Jia Shiqi crossed his arms in front of his breast and smiled, “General Zhang, even His Majesty won’t ask 
beggars to...” before he could finish, Zhang Xiaojing sneered, “You have just served a Turk. He is planning 
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Hearing this, Jia Shiqi’s face went pale at once. Only till this second did he know he had made a terrible 
mistake. If he was prosecuted for treason, no beggar in Changming Fang would survive. No matter it was 
the officers from Dali Temple or from the Ministry of Justice, they wouldn’t investigate thoroughly to 





see if the beggars were framed. What they needed to do was to catch some criminals to make a 
“decent” report. 


He grasped Zhang Xiaojing’s arm and begged, “I have no fear about death, but my men are totally 
innocent. Mister Zhang, please save me.” Zhang Xiaojing looked at him, and sighed, “If anyone asks, tell 
him you suspected that man and reported him to me. It may save you.” Then he whispered something 
else to him, thrusted him away, and strode out with the hound. Jia Shiqi took off the scarf on his head, 
only to find that his hair was drenched with sweat. Zhang Xiaojing was willing to cover him up, but he 
had no idea if the authority would buy it. He was still in a stupor, watching Zhang Xiaojing rushing far 
away, and suddenly he came around, put on the scarf carelessly and ran towards the Changming Fang 
Gate as fast as he could. 


Zhang Xiaojing ran for a couple of steps and removed the leash around the hound’s neck. No need to 
worry about alerting the Wolf Guards for now. He could only rely on the hound to smell them out. The 
hound had been agitated for a long time. Once the leash was removed, it sprinted right towards the 
northwest immediately. 


The smell of fossil oil may be too weak for the mankind to tell, but it was strong enough to guide the 
hound, especially the smell from the northwest, which worked like a beacon shinning in the darkness, 
leading them to the destination. 


They ran across a big half of the Changming Fang. A brick chimney standing in the remote area came 
into sight, which meant there must be a kiln. Zhang Xiaojing ran closer. A huge wall stood in their way. 
The bricks of the wall looked a bit black, a result of being smoked by the hot kiln for years. 


This must be the brick-tile kiln Jia Shiqi mentioned. An even dirt path wound its way to a wooden door, 
with trees growing wildly by its two sides. Obviously, no gardener had trimmed them. 


Zhang Xiaojing slowed down and called the hound back. They needed to have a rest. It might take quite 
a while for the Lubi army to gather here. 


If the fossil oil was stored in this place, there must be lots of Wolf Guards around. He needed to be extra 
careful. 


He made a few more moves onwards, just for a test. Right now, most of his body was already on the dirt 
path. He thought, if there was a guard on the lookout, his movement must have been noticed. But there 
was no response from behind the wall. It remained silent. 


No, there shouldn’t be many guards here. Zhang Xiaojing corrected himself. 


They must have been short of hands, otherwise they would never hire the beggar to watch out for them, 
let alone lay a trap in the deserted garden of Rinan King. They took all the troubles to do this, which only 
revealed that they didn’t have enough Wolf Guards left. 


Zhang Xiaojing calculated in mind. This morning the Lubi Army launched a sudden attack in West Market 
and finished off 15 Wolf Guards; he killed one in front of Zoroastrian Temple; five were killed in 
Xiuzheng Fang. It was 21 in total, which accounted for at least half of the Turkic Wolf Guards who had 
sneaked into Chang’an. The Turks lacked resources. They couldn’t afford more. 





It was extremely difficult for the rest of them to control such a huge kiln and transport the fossil oil. 


Zhang Xiaojing took a deep breath. He decided to try it out on his own, since the backup force hadn’t 
come yet. At least it could mess up the enemy’s plan and buy some time for the Lubi Army. What was 
more important was, he had to find Wen Ran before the backup force arrived. 


He tied the hound carefully, stroked its neck with tenderness, and stood up again. Now he put ona 
brutal murderous look, which was gained after years of fighting in the Serindia. Zhang Xiaojing rolled up 
his sleeves and checked his crossbow for the last time. Part of the tattoo on his left forearm was 
revealed. It was a sword broken off in the middle. The curve looked simple but stern. 


“Wen Wuji, the Eighth Regiment will fight against the Turks again. If you were watching up there, 
protect your daughter well.” 


It sounded like he was heaving a sigh, or more like a prayer. But the light in his only eye became even 
brighter. He took two smoke bombs out of his waist pocket and threw them away with great force. 


Two wisps of yellow smoke rose straight up. 


Only about thirty steps or more away from Zhang Xiaojing, by the other side of the wall, Cao Poyan 
raised one hand up in front of his forehead, looking towards southeast, where there were a few wisps of 
yellow smoke that hadn’t been dispersed by the north wind. 


It seemed the men of Jing’an Dep. had arrived at Changming Fang. Cao Poyan had expected that and 
even felt they were slower than he thought. He informed Long Bo in the warehouse of their arrival. Long 
Bo told him the work here was almost done. 


The timing was just perfect. 

The next step was to carry out the plan. 

Cao Poyan bolted the warehouse door from inside and took out the crossbow he gained during fight. He 
stroked the groove of the crossbow with his index finger slowly. He didn’t like this kind of weapon. It felt 
sinister and petty. He preferred the shooting bow used by warriors riding on the grassland. What a 


shame he got injured in his arm. Even if he had a shooting bow by hand, he wouldn’t be able to use it. 


‘If only | could hunt for the Mongolian gazelle on the grassland once again...’ Cao Poyan squinted at the 
thick calluses on the crook of his thumb carefully. It was likely that he couldn’t use bows anymore. 


Boom, boom, two wisps of yellow smokes rose up from outside of the wall, which meant his enemy was 
quite near. 


He held his thought back, and the look in his eyes turned bleak, just like a wolf in winter. 
The hair on the top of his head had been shaved, so he had no right to flee. He must guard the 


warehouse and earn more time for his companions till his last breath. Cao Poyan touched his necklace, 
as if trying to absorb some force from it and get prepared for the last fight in his life. 





It remained quiet at the door side. A head popped up on the top of the wall. Cao Poyan shot an arrow 
and dodged aside at the same time. The head was hit with the sound of arrow piercing into hay. 
Meanwhile, an arrow was shot from that side, hitting the land right beside Cao Poyan’s feet. Zhang 
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away from Cao Poyan. 


They both made some adjustment, stared at each other, and realized that they made the same mistake. 
They both thought they were outnumbered, but it turned out they were standing right here, only by 
themselves. 


“Cao Poyan?” Zhang Xiaojing called him his fake name. Finally, he caught up with the man who casted a 
disturbing gloom over the entire city. “Drop your weapon. You may have a chance to live.” 


Cao Poyan didn’t reply. The crossbow was out of arrows. He threw it away and took the dagger out of 
his waist. Chang’an city had been quite strict in weapon control. Apart from a few shoddy crossbows, 
Wolf Guards only had daggers to use in combat. Zhang Xiaojing threw his crossbow away as well. Faced 
with such a formidable rival, he had no time to supply more arrows. The best choice was to fight at close 
quarters. 


The sword he had was light and short, but it was longer than a dagger. He got an edge. 


Zhang Xiaojing fought by using the swordplay he learned in the Tang Army. It was plain but straight, 
steady and firm. In a situation like this, Cao Poyan should have attacked back swiftly, but he tried to 
avoid fierce confront and fought with him at ease. This strategy would protect him from being injured 
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After a few rounds of fights, it occurred to Zhang Xiaojing that his rival was not afraid of death, he was 
just trying to stall him off. He glanced over the shoulder of Cao Poyan with his only eye and saw a big 
wooden warehouse, the door of which was closed tightly and locked by an iron lock from the outside. 


“Oh no, he is stalling me off, so his companions can retreat.” 


Realizing this, Zhang Xiaojing made a fiercer attack with hi sword. Cao Poyan grasped the dagger and 
fought back hard. The clash of sword and dagger filled the whole yard. Zhang Xiaojing used to earn life in 
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Poyan had been injured in his left elbow, because no matter what movement he made, he kept in 
moving in a strange angle. 


He began to focus on attacking Cao Poyan’s left side, aiming right at his weak point. Cao Poyan couldn’t 
fight back and got hurt by Zhang’s sword several times. Though the wounds were not lethal, they 
consumed his energy. Cao Poyan was about to lose the fight. 


At the meantime, noise of footsteps came from the outside. And the door was slammed open with a 
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guardian warrior full of vigor. Dozens of Lubi soldiers rushed in from his left and right side. 


It seemed Jia Shiqi had passed the message in time. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Cao Poyan's movement briefly paused due to this sudden change. Zhang Xiaojing brandished the Zhang 
Dao (A barrier dagger about 15-20cm long) and slashed at his throat. With his extremely quick reflexes, 
Cao Poyan rapidly drew back and narrowly dodged this strike, but the necklace made of colorful stones 
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The chain of the necklace was severed and all the stones scattered, falling to the ground. At this 
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leaned forward, stretching out his hands to grab those colorful stones. With a squelch, Zhang Xiaojing's 
saber penetrated his abdomen, the tip of the saber revealed behind his back. 


But Cao Poyan didn't pause, waving his arms trying hard to grab those stones — even a single one of 
them would be enough for him. However, those colorful stones had fallen to the ground and were 
beyond his reach. He raised his head and uttered an incomprehensible Turkish syllable. It sounded like 
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Zhang Xiaojing was startled. He couldn't afford to let Cao Poyan die, since this guy had the answers to so 
many questions. Not daring to pull the saber out, he held the hilt with one hand, clutched Cao Poyan's 
shoulder with the other, craned beside his ears and urgently yelled, "Where did you take the woman?" 
But there was no response. Zhang Xiaojing suddenly noticed that part of the hair on the top of this Wolf 
Guard's head had been cut, revealing the scalp. 


By Turkish custom, cutting the hair on the top of someone's head was synonymous with collecting their 
soul in advance. No wonder Cao Poyan seemed to be ready for death — he had been dead for a long time. 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his shoulders angrily, trying to wake him up, but the Wolf Guard's body limply fell 
down. 


Beside them, large numbers of Lubi Army soldiers were rushing squarely towards the warehouse. 
"Break the door!" 


A sonorous voice came from the courtyard. Cui Qi's spirits had recovered. In his eyes, Cao Poyan was 
just a petty minion whose life was totally insignificant. The person who really mattered was in this 
warehouse. 


This warehouse was reconstructed from a kiln producing bricks and tiles, and all its doors were made of 
fragile pearwood, which were very vulnerable. A dozen Lubi soldiers dashed over. The one at the head 
of the team pushed the gate and found that it was bolted from inside, and there was also an external 
lock. They didn't wait for the door-breaking timber to arrive but just inserted the saber into the crack in 





the gate and started hacking heavily. They first broke the lock, and then nearly severed the horizontal 
wooden bolt on the other side of the gate before the steel saber broke. 


Another soldier started giving hard kicks on the gate. With a great crash, the gate was forced open. In 
pairs, side by side with crossbows in their hands, they advanced into the warehouse. 


The moment they entered, they were greeted by a smell so pungent that they could barely keep their 
footing. The soldiers paused a while to collect themselves before observing the situation inside. This was 
a spacious, empty warehouse, in the middle of which stood two vats with stone lids. The vats were 
placed on a primitive range made of stones, in which logs were burning briskly. Black stains could be 
seen all over the vats and the surface of the range, and there were a lot of shavings of bamboo. 


At the end of the warehouse, there was another gate which was open. At the gateway was an unloading 
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with one another, faces full of suspicion. They horizontally held their crossbows and advanced with 
caution. 


A hound chained outside the courtyard suddenly barked. Zhang Xiaojing took a few sniffs and then 
hurriedly loosened his grip on Cao Poyan's body, yelling madly at Cui Qi, "Fall back! Now!" Cui Qi was 
confused, "Commandant Zhang, don't worry. | think—" 


Before he could finish his sentence, a deafening explosion came from inside the warehouse. For an 
instant, the whole house abruptly expanded and with that furious flames violently surged out of the 
gate and windows, waves of scorching heat sweeping in all directions making the whole place like the 
alchemy oven of the Taishang Elder (An immortal in Chinese mythology who specializes in alchemy). 
Unprepared, those soldiers outside the warehouse were thrown to the ground by the blast. Those who 
were further away from the warehouse also felt burning pains in their faces, grimacing. 


All people in the courtyard were transfixed by this unexpected explosion and nobody reacted for nearly 
ten Tanzhi (1. Tanzhi is a unit of time used in ancient China. A Tanzhi equals around 7.4 seconds). 
Everybody just stood where they were like wooden barrels, their ears buzzing. It was not until Cui Qi let 
out an angry roar of despair resounding through the whole courtyard that they collected themself and 
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In horror, Cui Qi looked in Zhang Xiaojing's direction. Since Zhang Xiaojing yelled at them warning them 
to fall back before the explosion, he must know the reason for it. Zhang Xiaojing's face was pale, as if a 
gust of northerly wind from the desert had just blown past him. Lips quivering, he uttered three words, 
"Fierceflame Bomb." 


At the time when Gao Emperor was in power, alchemists of Tang Dynasty had discovered that flames 
could be produced by mixing nitri, sulfur and honeylocust-seed charcoal, and they called it "Fierceflame". 
During an intense war against the Western Regions, a craftsman working for the Tang army, with some 
ingenuity, concocted some fossil oil using a secret formula, stirred it into sawdust and white phosphorus, 
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sealing the pot up. He then stuck one end of a length of dried, castor-oil-soaked vine through the sealed 
opening into the concoction, leaving the other end of it outside. 





To use it, one was to lit the dried vine, which would set off the Fierceflame when the flame reached the 
opening of the pot. The blazing Fierceflame would then react with concocted fossil oil mixed with 
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the bomb "Fierceflame Bomb". 
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could be used to make a Fierceflame Bomb. Craftsmen who knew the secret formula were very rare, 
since the technics were too complicated. Besides, Fierceflame Bombs were prone to cause friendly fire, 
so Tang Army stationed in the Western Regions didn't use them very often. Nobody had expected that 
these savages from the grassland who had only archery and riding skills would find craftsmen capable of 
making Fierceflame Bombs. And they had actually managed to produce such dangerous things in the 
middle of Chang'an city. 


Fortunately, Zhang Xiaojing used to be in the Western Regions and was an experienced veteran who 
reacted the moment he smelled the familiar odor of sulfur. Otherwise the casualties would have been 
realecevalalstchVil-l em 


Judging by the force of the explosion, there had been a considerable amount of Fierceflame Bombs in 
the warehouse. It was very likely that they had anticipated the Jing'an Department's raid operation and 
thus laid such a lethal trap for them. Cao Poyan, who was guarding at the front of the courtyard, had 
been a disposable camouflage for those Fierceflame Bombs all along. 


In front of staff members of the Jing'an Department, the whole warehouse was fiercely aflame like a 
burning, smoky torch. Its frame didn't collapse for the moment. Looking through the window and the 
open gate, they saw that it was like a flaming hell inside the warehouse. They could only imagine what 
miserable deaths those ten plus Lubi soldiers, who had been the first to rush into the warehouse, had 
died. 


This scene was so shocking that even the bravest soldiers turned their heads back, faces full of 
wretchedness. With a livid look, Cui Qi asked in a quivering voice, "Was this a... bait to lure us into the 
trap?" 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head, "It wasn't. Killing us is meaningless to them. They did this to stop us from 
pursuing them, so that they could transfer finished Fierceflame Bombs." 


Cui Qi gasped in horror. Since two Fierceflame Bombs were already powerful enough to cause such 
extensive damage, if there were dozens of them... He said urgently, "But, after we entered the Fang, we 
came here directly, and we didn't see any of them." 
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as the smoke was, it could still be vaguely seen that there was another exit on the opposite side. They 
could even see the contours of the unloading platform. 


This place used to be a highly productive kiln producing bricks and tiles, which wagons went in and out 
of frequently. It was very inconvenient for those wagons to go through the fang gate of the Changming 
Fang, so the kiln owner sent an application to the Yu Ministry which made an exception and breached 
the fang wall opposite the kiln to make another gate, which thus made the street conveniently 





accessible to wagons — Those Turks had been driving the wagons through that gate all along, so those 
beggars in the Changming Fang naturally couldn't see them. 


Previously, Zhang Xiaojing had asked Jia Shigi, and the latter said that he didn't see many wagons enter 
the fang this day. Zhang Xiaojing became suspicious right at that moment, and now the fact had proved 
his speculation right. 


He couldn't blame anybody. It had been a very long time since the bricks kiln closed down, and nobody 
could have remembered these details. 


Those Turkish Wolf Guards had Cao Poyan guard the front and then sneaked out of the courtyard from 
this exit. Unfortunately, this exit was blocked by fire and nobody could get close to it before the fire 
went out. The Jing'an Department was so close to their targets, but those Turks still managed to escape 
yet again. 


Ashen-faced, Cui Qi knew that once the other bombs exploded in Chang'an, his life would come to an 
end. 


"No. We still have a chance!" a piercing look flashed across Zhang Xiaojing's eyes. "Fierceflame Bombs 
can't be prepared in advance. They have to heat the mixture and set off the bombs on site, which means 
they couldn't have gone far away! The speed of wagons shipping fossil oil is not very fast, so we should 
be able to catch up with them if we get going right now." 


A glimmer of hope appeared in Cui Qi's eyes when he heard this. He stood up and said in a deep voice, 
"I'lLinform those watchtowers and have them beat the Jiuguan drums!" 


“Um. I'm counting on you!" 


Zhang Xiaojing turned his head aside and ran to the foot of the fang wall nearby. Cui Qi was confused 
about what he was going to do. When Zhang Xiaojing reached the foot of the fang wall, he opened his 
arms, took a leap and swiftly climbed to the top of the fang wall by alternately stepping on a couple of 
protruding bricks. Then he twisted his head back and yelled: 


"Tell Sicheng Li— all units nearby take action on my smoke signal!" 


After making this remark, Zhang Xiaojing whistled. Before long, on the street outside the wall, a purplish 
red horse galloped over. Zhang Xiaojing leaped down and steadily landed into the saddle. Without any 
pause, he shook the rein and galloped forward, followed by Yao Runeng who was on another horse. 


It turned out that Zhang Xiaojing had just had Jia Shiqi deliver a message to Yao Runeng, telling him to 
lead two horses and walk along the outside of the wall towards the northwestern corner. Under this 
circumstance, time was more precious than gold and jade. There was not enough time for him to detour 
to the fang gate, and getting over this wall was the quickest way. 


The situation on the street was somewhat chaotic. More and more civilians were getting into the city 
and they all stopped to look on when they saw the sudden outbreak of black smoke in the direction of 
the Changming Fang. Mules, wagons, camels and chattering lookers-on were all over the street. Zhang 
Xiaojing kept galloping forward and there were several occasions when he nearly knocked down foreign 





merchants. There was a laborer of a camel caravan who swore at him, refusing to make way. Zhang 
Xiaojing heavily lashed him in the back and the laborer gave a jump due to the pain. Seeing this, those 
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They had to stop when they arrived at the Guoyi Guiyi, which was the intersection with Guoyi Fang at 
the east and Guiyi Fang at the west. Zhang Xiaojing looked around in all four directions yet didn't find 
any suspicious traces. He restlessly pulled the reins, his horse snorting impatiently due to the long pause. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


Time was ticking away, but those Turks on the run were nowhere to be found, as if they had 
disappeared into the ocean. These guys had extremely dangerous Fierceflame Bombs at their disposal, 
and they might also have abducted Wang Yunxiu, which meant that they were a big trouble no matter 
where they went. 
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Xiaojing lowered his head and saw a couple of black stains on the loess ground, which looked like ink. 
Yao Runeng dismounted from his horse, crouched down and scrutinized those spots for a while before 
raising his head, saying, "These black spots are not perfectly round, which means the drops didn't fall 
vertically. The curved ends of these spots face the west and the pointed ends the east. The wagons were 
probably driving fast towards the west against the wind when these drops fell. That was why these 
stains are in this shape." 


Those Turks retreated in haste, so they didn’t get the time to reseal those pots. These stains caused by 
drops of fossil oil were a perfect indication of the direction they had gone. 


Zhang Xiaojing gave him a gesture of compliment. These days, there were not many youths who were 
willing to carry out intensive observation. Yao Runeng's cheeks slightly flushed when he saw Zhang 
Xiaojing's gesture, but his excitement soon abated considerably on the thought of the previous 
disagreement between them. 


"Let's go!" 


Uninterested in what kind of petty things Yao Runeng was thinking about, Zhang Xiaojing turned his 
horse around and galloped away. Yao Runeng also hastily mounted his horse and followed closely after. 
Currently, the first priority was to catch those Turks, and all other issues should be left aside for the 
moment. 


They reached another intersection and Yao Runeng checked the stains of fossil oil on the ground again. 
He found that those Turks had turned northwards at this intersection between Yongan Fang and 
Tonggui Fang. Having identified the direction, Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Runeng gasped in horror at the 
same time. 


The road that the Turks had taken was the third street to the west of the Rosefinch Street. It was a 
south-north street. Northward up this intersection, all the fangs on the sides of this street were affluent 
and prosperous ones. And at the north end of it was the Yanshou Fang which was the most luxurious 
place in western Chang'an. And to the west of Yanshou Fang, right on the other side of the street, was 
the West Market which was said to be "the place where all treasures under the sun were gathered". 
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the lantern show held in honor of the Lantern Festival. Now it was already Shen (15:00-16:59), and the 





sun had moved to the western half of the sky. Numerous wheels, trees and shelves, decorated with 
lanterns, were being moved to the street, and countless residents and merchants were converging. 


Mere two vats of fossil oil had caused the Lubi Army heavy casualties. If those wolf guards managed to 
intrude into this area with more Fierceflame Bombs, it was very likely that the prosperity of the whole 
western Chang'an would be destroyed. 


This was the most critical juncture, and they couldn't afford to hesitate a single instant. 


Zhang Xiaojing reined in and turned his head aside, saying to Yao Runeng, "Listen. | want you to be 
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if it is women or children that | ask you to kill. Follow me if you can do this, and get lost if you can't!" 
After saying this, he spurred the horse and galloped northwards. Knowing how bad things were, Yao 
Runeng clenched his teeth, fished out a smoke bomb and tossed it to the ground before following Zhang 
Xiaojing. 


Seeing the smoke signal giving off by the smoke bomb, people on nearby watchtowers started beating 
drums constantly, sending the message to the Jing'an Department. At the same time, Cui Qi also had his 
report delivered. In the hall, stacks of documents were everywhere and the atmosphere was so tense 
that people felt suffocating. 


“What the hell were Zhang Xiaojing and Cui Qi doing?! We were only a step away to catch the wolves!” 
Li Bi tossed the horsetail whisk aside and quickly walked up to the sand table. The curators of all the 
divisions of the Jing'an Department also gathered around. Over ten pairs of eyes were fixed on the sand 
table. Tanqi moved the black pottery figurine representing Wolf Guards to Yongan Tonggui, its head 
facing the north. The situation was crystal clear. 


Li Bi snatched the moon stick from Tanqi, carved a deep line in the exquisite clay sand table and said ina 
resolute and decisive tone, "We must intercept them before they reach Guangde Huaiyuan intersection. 
This is the bottom line! By no means will we let them cross!" 


All the areas to the north of this intersection were of great importance to the capital. Guangde Fang in 
the north was the place where the Jing'an Department's headquarter was located, and it was also where 
the Jingzhao Office was. Further north, there was the West Market, Yanshou Fang and other prosperous 
places as well as the imperial city. If anybody managed to make a scene in any area to the north of this 
intersection, Li Bi would no doubt be dismissed from his post. 


A curator said, "The distance between Yongan Tonggui and Guangde Huaiyuan is merely two kilometers. 
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the spot with the most lantern show audiences. Putting up barricades now will only cause chaos -- you 
forgot Supervisor He's order?" The former curator argued, "Do you think there will be no chaos after 
those Fierceflame Bombs blast dozens of fangs?" A third curator reminded them, "Don't forget that they 
still have Jiedu Wang's daughter in their hands!" 


Hearing these incessant arguments, Li Bi felt annoyed and perplexed. He silently repeated the Taoist 
Seclusion Sutra, collected himself and then waved his hand, "Dispatch all the guard teams to nearby 
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This order was ambiguous, since Li Bi himself also didn't know how he should deal with this situation. All 
he could do was play it by ear. A messenger wrote the order down and walked towards the exit only to 
hear Li Bi's sudden, angry yell from behind, "Start running!" He was nearly scared into a tumble and 
immediately ran out of the hall, stumbling. 


Under huge pressure, Li Bi forgot his usual principle of always staying relaxed and composed. At this 
moment, Xu Bin came to him, as timid as usual, "Sicheng Li... Er..." 


"Say it!" After shouting this, when he saw that it was Xu Bin, Li Bi became a little milder. This curator had 
just made a great contribution by seeing through the Turks' means of transporting fossil oil. 


As if having just made a great resolution, Xu Bin took a deep breath and then said, "The current situation 
is extremely precarious. Why doesn't Sicheng Li considering Jiajie (Jiajie means temporarily delegating 
the power to someone) watchtowers to Commandant Zhang?" A piercing look appeared in Li Bi's eyes 
when he heard these words. Xu Bin felt a cold shiver of fear run through him, but he steeled himself and 
didn't lower his head. 


Jia meant lending; jie meant power. "Jiajie" was originally a term used in the Han Dynasty and the Jin 
Dynasty meaning the Emperor delegating power to his subordinates, but in the Jing'an Department, this 
word had a different meaning. "Jiajie watchtowers" meant that all watchtowers followed the order of 
the one who was delegated the authority, and that they no longer had to report to the headquarter of 
the Jing'an Department. 


Xu Bin's proposal was synonymous with letting Zhang Xiaojing take over the whole Jing'an Department 
establishing a second hub. 


"Do you know what you've just said?" Li Bi said coldly. This guy had just made a small contribution, yet 
he already dared to be so arrogant. 


Xu Bin emboldened himself and said, "It takes too long for the message to be delivered from 
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but those Turks won't. In an emergency, we need to be more flexible in our decision making!" 


"You have quite some confidence in Zhang Xiaojing." 


Xu Bin said urgently, "This guy is the most persistent and trustworthy man I've ever met. If you put him 
in charge of watchtowers, it would be like adding wings... ur... to a tiger." The first half of his remarks 
were full of power and grandeur, but then his stammer ruined the momentum. 


Though preoccupied with a lot of his own thoughts, Li Bi still couldn't help letting out a laugh, "I 
wouldn't have had him work for me if | don't have faith in his competence. But Jiajie is a serious issue. 
He's still a convict condemned to death." 


"This is not what you said to Supervisor He!" The moment he finished this sentence, Xu Bin realized that 
he had been too impetuous, and sweat beads began seeping from his forehead. He hurriedly adjusted 
his tone, "Er... er... The point I've been trying to make is that Commandant Zhang is right on the spot, 
which means his judgement is more accurate than ours, since we are here in this hall reading 
documents." 





Li Bi thought, 'No wonder this guy never got promoted. He offends people so easily.’ He waved his hand 
and had Xu Bin leave. Then he turned his head back and stared at the sand table, "Where are Zhang 
Xiaojing and Cui Qi?" 


Tanqi hastily took the moon stick, moved the scarlet pottery figurine representing Cui Qi to the 
Changming Fang in the south, and pushed the gray pottery figurine representing Zhang Xiaojing to 
Yongan Tonggui. It could be seen that the Jing'an Department's main force were dispersed on the north 
and south ends. Zhang Xiaojing was the only one who was following those Turkish Wolf Guards. 
Standing in the sand table, that gray pottery figurine looked extremely important yet also extremely 
lonely. 


Li Bi remained silent for only three Xi (A unit of time used in ancient China. A Xi equals about 6.4 seconds) 
before issuing the first order, "All watchtowers on the third street keep a close watch on nearby wagons 
and report every thirty Xi!" He briefly hesitated and then added, "Report to Zhang Xiaojing first. Make 
sure he's the first one to receive the newest message from now on." 
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Xu Bin might be a terrible talker, but one of his remarks was absolutely right, "We can wait, but those 
Turks won't." 


Following Zhang Xiaojing, Yao Runeng was galloping northwards all along. Suddenly, he heard 
drumbeats come from a watchtower not far away. It was Fixed-Signal message passing! This Fixed Signal 
was very rare, and he had to try very hard to recall the corresponding code in the pamphlet. 


"Jiajie watchtowers?" Yao Runeng could barely believe what he had just heard. This would make this 
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But he didn't dare delay telling him. He hurriedly spurred the horse to ride side by side with Zhang 
Xiaojing and told him his new appointment. There was no excitement on Zhang Xiaojing's face at all. He 
merely made a simple comment, "Sicheng Li is a smart guy after all. Send a message to the watchtowers 
right now -- ask them to keep an eye out for wagons with wide tails!" 


The wagons that these Turks had taken belonged to Su's Wagons and were for long-distance 
transportation of goods. The wooden cross board at the rear of this kind of wagon was wide, thick and 
durable, while rear cross boards of carriages for short-distance trips within Chang'an city were narrow, 
pointed and shaped like the tail of a swallow, which made them more maneuverable and thus more 
suitable for traveling in streets and alleys. The difference between the two was rarely known among 
people who were not staff members of cart companies. 


It was fairly unreasonable to have those scouts on watchtowers tell the nuance, but currently this was 
the only way to quickly identify the wagons of those Wolf Guards. 


Yao Runeng straightened himself on the horseback and started waving a red flag and a yellow one to 
send signals, looking a little funny. When he finished delivering the order, they had already passed the 
intersection between Yanfu Fang and Yongping Fang. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 


The further north they progressed along this street, the more crowed it became, and the more festive 
the atmosphere was. On the sides of the street, a lot of unskilled laborers standing on bamboo 
scaffoldings were busying hanging colorful lanterns with bamboo poles, Lantern Festival ribbons 
cascading down. Groups of residents could be seen gathering under trees here and there, looking up at 
those lanterns while talking and pointing at them. Entertainers from the Western Regions were 
performing rope-dance, jumping and singing. Vendors selling steamed buns and pomegranate water 
were walking along the street. Owners of various restaurants also put up stalls outside to sell fried fish, 
goat's cheese and roast camel feet. There were even a group of teenagers who were playing football, 
holding moon-sticks. They were running all around, making the air dusty. Every time a goal was scored, a 
couple of drummers beat Jie-drums (Drums of a barbarian people in ancient China). The scene was even 
more spirited than the Emperor playing football. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Runeng had a heavy heart when they saw this uproarious and prosperous sight. 
If they didn't catch those Turkish Wolf Guards, all these would descend into perdition. 


The only good news was that the street was so crowded that there was only a narrow passage in the 
middle. It was not easy to get through it on a horse, not to mention on a cart. If those Turkish Wolf 
Guards kept going north, the street would get more and more congested. There was no way they could 
speed up. 


At this moment a roll of deep drumbeat made by beating a lizard-skin drum drowned out the noises on 
the street and were distinctly heard by these two people, whose spirits instantly rose up. Yao Runeng 
quickly found the direction of the source of the sound and looked at the watchtower in the east. 


"To the south of Chongxian Fang. Two carts. Heading north!" 


The advantage of Jiajie showed up. If people on the watchtower had sent the message back to Jing'an 
Department first, and then sent it to the two people, the targets would have been long gone by now. 


Yao Runeng yelled, "Jing'an Department is performing duty. Step aside! Step aside!" The two jerked 
their reins and knocked aside a couple of entertainers performing a play about the draft. Ignoring all 
those curses and screams, the two rapidly galloped forward. Soon they saw the two carts driving along 
the street at a steady pace. With an intention of displaying his capability, Yao Runeng rode in front of 
the carts, produced his waist-seal issued by Jing'an Department and ordered the carters to stop. But 
soon he was stunned. This was only a small band from Luoyang. The carts were laden with instruments 
and costumes. Some rich family invited this band here to perform on a birthday party. 


Right at this moment, another message was delivered from a watchtower, "Intersection between 
Changshou Fang and Daixian Fang. Three wide-tailed carts. Heading west." 





Changshou Fang and Daixian Fang were on the fourth street to the west of the Rosefinch Gate Street. 
The targets were not on the third street as they had predicted. This time, Yao Runeng didn't dare to 
make a decision. He looked at Zhang Xiaojing. 


Zhang Xiaojing waved his hand, saying, "Let's go and check!" 


Currently, the third street was very congested. It was very likely that Turkish Wolf Guards would take a 
detour to the west and then came back from the Huaiyuan Fang. The two ignored the panic-stricken 
opera troupe and laterally galloped westwards. 


East-west streets were relatively less congested than south-north ones. The horses hurtled forward, 
leaving a long string of hasty footsteps on the wide road. Soon they arrived at the intersection between 
Changshou Fang and Daixian Fang and with that a nearby watchtower informed them of the latest 
movements of the targets: the three carts had just turned north. 


This was exactly what Zhang Xiaojing had predicted. His face instantly went solemn and with that he 
took out his crossbow and asked Yao Runeng to hold the smoke bombs in his hand. After they rode 
about a hundred steps northwards, Yao Runeng suddenly yelled, "There!" 


Three carts were parked outside the intersection not far away, horses diagonally facing east. All three 
carts were of the same model with long and thick spokes and wide rear cross-boards. There were 
several big barrels in the cart-boxes, which were covered with straw curtains. They stopped there 
because a team of carriages were clumsily turning east. 


The intersection was too narrow. If two teams of carts driving in opposite directions met here and then 
turned to the same direction, one of them had to wait and let the other team pass first. These carriages 
had hexagonal tinkling bells hanging on the corners, colorful boards and gauzy curtains. There were also 
a couple of tall guards riding on horses beside the carriages. The passengers might be some female 
members from a couple of rich families, who had just done shopping in West Market and were on their 
way back to the eastern part of the city. 


According to the traffic rules stipulated in the Vehicular Traffic Laws, vehicles the owners of which were 
of lower status must give way. Also, vehicles going downhill must give way to those going uphill, and 
pedestrians must give way to vehicles going in the same direction. Those three carts had no flags 
hanging on them, which meant that the statuses of their owners were low, so they had to give way. 


Zhang Xiaojing hit the butt of the horse, speeded up and quickly approached the targets. The three carts 
were parked diagonally on the road, so he could see the profiles of those carters. Soon, a familiar face 
was reflected in his only eyes. 


This was the very person who cut off a piece of his flesh with a spinning saber, abducted Wen Ran and 
then escaped! 


As if there was some kind of telepathic connection between them, the moment Zhang Xiaojing 
approached that person, he unexpectedly happened to turn his head back. His two eyes met Zhang 
Xiaojing's only eye. Mageer did a double take and then let out a cry. Five or six Wolf Guards jumped out 
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wooden basins and then one of them tossed down a torch made of pine branch. The ground was 
instantaneously set ablaze with a short wall of fire. 


It seemed that they had taken precautions against potential chase conducted by the Jing'an Department. 


Zhang Xiaojing was not afraid, but his horse neighed in panic, raised its forelegs and refused to jump 
over the wall of fire. Taking advantage of this opportunity, the three carts abruptly started moving and 
ferociously ran into the carriage in front of them, heedless of the fact that it was still changing its 
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The front of the cart was much more stronger than the side of the carriage which was instantly knocked 
over with a loud bang. Screams of female passengers in the carriage and neighs of wheel-horses mixed 
together. Those guards nearby were transfixed with shock. They had never seen such vicious and 
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A guard grabbed the reins and angrily asked the carter why he did this. A murderous look appeared on 
Mageer's face and with that he drew a dagger, ferociously stabbed three guards and a female to death, 
backed the cart several steps and then drove it forward again, trying to push the carriage aside. 


Realizing that his mount had become useless, Zhang Xiaojing dismounted, covered his face with both 
hands and rushed through the fire wall. Behind him, Yao Runeng saw the enemies, unhesitatingly threw 
a couple of smoke bombs at them, whipped out his saber and charged at them. Black smoke and yellow 
smoke mixed with each other and rose up to the sky. 


After Zhang Xiaojing rushed across the fire wall, both his eyebrows and hair were lit, and he felt a 
burning pain in the skin, but the situation was so urgent that he didn't even have time to put out the fire 
on him. He managed to open his only eye and saw that Mageer's cart had pushed aside the overturned 
carriage and moved eastwards. The two carts behind it also speeded up one by one, intending to flee. 


He took a short a sprint forward and jumped onto that overturned carriage. A female passenger was just 
about to crawl out of the carriage when Zhang Xiaojing stepped on her head. She let out a pained cry 
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third cart, the broad rear cross-board of which provided him with a perfect landing position. 
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Xiaojing clamped the handle of the spear under his armpit, pressed the crossbow against the temple of 
the Wolf Guard with his left hand and shot a bolt into his head, brains splashing around. At this moment, 
another Wolf Guard came at him. Zhang Xiaojing tossed the crossbow aside, stooped down, picked up a 
triangular stone, which was used to prevent the cart from rolling away after parked, and violently 
stabbed it into the Wolf Guard's eye. The Wolf Guard gave an anguished shriek and then was killed off 
the hurtling cart. 
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front of the cart, hands on those big barrels for support. Feeling that he was in a very unfavorable 
situation, the carter sitting in the front turned his head back and was just about to resist when a sharp 
Zhang Dao was slashed at him from behind. The wound was almost as deep as half the width of his neck. 





All this happened very quick and there were barely any intervals between those movements. Zhang 
Xiaojing's eyes briefly swept around and found there there were no other people on board. With a single 
saber slash, he cut off all the ropes attached to the wheel-horse and then jumped onto it to chase the 
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Without driving force, the third cart slowly stopped moving. Yao Runeng arrived but didn't dare to leave. 
There were several barrels of Fierceflame Bombs on the cart and they could explode at any moment. He 
had no choice but to use a smoke bomb to signal Cui Qi's troops to come quickly. Then he looked 
forward and saw that Zhang Xiaojing was riding side by side with the second cart. He raised his arm high 
and raised his thumb. 


This was not a gesture of compliment but an agreed secret signal. Zhang Xiaojing had to immediately 
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Huaiyuan Fang and evacuate residents. Given the current situation, Zhang Xiaojing wasn't sure whether 
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A horse was much faster than a cart. Soon, Zhang Xiaojing approached the side of the second cart. This 
time, those Wolf Guards didn't use pikes but removed the tarpaulin and started pouring mountain 
tallow. Black, viscous liquid was splattered off the hurtling cart. If they threw a torch onto the ground, 
there would instantly be a big fire, so Zhang Xiaojing could only pursue the cart hotly but didn't dare to 
get too close. 


He could see that there were five barrels of Fierceflame Bombs on the cart, which took up half the space 
of the cart-box. Explosion of those bombs would probably blast the whole street to pieces. 


The two fast-moving carts had no intention of slowing down at all. Residents ahead let out a string of 
exclamations of alarm. A lot of vendors and pedestrians were knocked over. They had approached the 
most prosperous area in the western part of Chang'an, which was not far away from the bottom line 
designated by Li Bi. 


Zhang Xiaojing clenched his teeth and heavily stabbed the horse in the back with his saber. The wheel- 
horse gave an anguished neigh and took a leap forward. 
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that the horse suddenly took a lateral turn, and that the rider was gone. It turned out that Zhang 
Xiaojing managed to turn the horse sideways and with his excellent horsemanship, he quickly move to 
the side of the horse and hung there, using the giant horse body as a shield to protect himself against 
the mountain tallow. Taking advantage of this instant when the enemies were stunned, Zhang Xiaojing 
swiftly got over the horseback and leaped towards the cart. 


But this time he was not as lucky as the last time. There happened to be a Wolf Guard standing on the 
rear cross-board. Zhang Xiaojing heavily impacted on that man, and both of them fell to the middle of 
the cart-box and knocked those barrels reeling left and right. The carter, who seemed to be very 
experienced, immediately jerked the reins and the horse abruptly turned left. Unable to keep his 
balance, Zhang Xiaojing tilted towards the outside. Another two Wolf Guards strode over and gave him a 
hard push on the chest. 





Right at the moment when he was falling off the cart, Zhang Xiaojing had a ready wit in this emergency. 
With a twitch of his hand, something as long as a snake sprang forward. 


This was a rope made of refined ox tendon. It was used by the Indecent in the capital city to catch 
thieves. Veteran members of the Indecent could control the rope like the arm controlled the fingers, 
even Qiuci(An ancient Asian state) entertainers were no match for them at this. As the General of the 
Indecent, Zhang Xiaojing naturally was very good at this. 


At ordinary times, this rope was wrapped around his right wrist. When he needed it, he could shoot it 
forward with a single twitch of his arm. The moment Zhang Xiaojing landed on the ground, the other 
end of the rope had been tightly wound around the post on the side of the cart-box. The cart was still 
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was violently dragged forward by the cart, leaving a long, dreadful mark behind. 
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People on the cart were unable to get rid of him, but he was also unable to get on the cart again. After 
thirty or forty steps forward, the back of Zhang Xiaojing's clothes was worn out, his back mangled and 
10) KooXe Vm m(=McAULoCol=1a) mci aainoiat=to mele] malicm (vam ar-larepmablealo)i-tom-laol¥lalom-lalem-4e-]0)o\-teMat-]im-le)(-(e.@ olelo e@mlliian 
the momentum, he conveniently threw it forward, which then traced an neat arc across mid-air and hit 
the eye of the wheel-horse on the right side. 


Abruptly alarmed, the horse madly moved rightwards and with that the other horse also panicked. The 
carter couldn't control the horses no matter how hard he tried. The whole cart involuntarily turned 
rightwards. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 8 


Translator: DragonRider 


At this moment, they were on a lateral street between the Huaiyuan Fang and the south wall of the 
West Market. On the right side of the street ahead was a giant wheel decorated with lanterns. Nearly 
twenty meters in height, the wheel was fixed on a wooden pedestal on a stone platform. The upper part 
of it was a gigantic bamboo framework with spokes, which was covered with paper embroidered with 
spring scenery. A couple unskilled laborers were standing on the wheel and hanging big lanterns onto it 
with bamboo poles. 


Out of control, at an extremely fast speed, the cart crashed into the bottom of the wheel decorated with 
lanterns. The impact of the crash was so violent that the two wheel-horses' heads cracked instantly, 
brains splashing around. The force of the collision was far beyond the tolerance of the wooden wheel. 
With a loud bang, the whole framework collapsed. Those laborers, ten-plus giant lanterns in the shape 
of a fish or a dragon, lanterns with patterns symbolizing good fortune and longevity, Seven-treasure 
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Several Wolf Guards on the cart got stuck solidly beneath the framework and couldn't move at all. Due 
to the violent crash, those big wooden barrels on the cart-box rolled out with some faint rumbles. 


Zhang Xiaojing had loosened his grip on the rope in time before the cart hit the platform, so he he was 
not caught in the crash. He lay on the ground, his palms mangled and bloody, a great pain in his back. 
Before he picked himself up, a familiar smell wafted into his nostrils. 


Damn it! Zhang Xiaojing's face changed drastically. Stooping, he dragged an unconscious laborer in black 
away from those barrels while madly yelling to those residents gathering around, "Back off! Back off! 
Back off!" 


Fierceflame was not reliable kindling. It could ignite on just a minor rub or impact. After a series of 
impacts during the chase, those barrels had become extremely dangerous. With this violent crash, the 
Fierceflame fixed beside the openings of those barrels had been activated and the mountain tallow 
could be ignited at any moment. The total amount of mountain tallow in those big barrels was more 
than five times bigger than that of the mountain tallow in the warehouse... 


Having no idea how dangerous this place was, those residents were still looking on. Seeing that his 
warning didn't work, Zhang Xiaojing anxiously unfastened a smoke bomb from his belt and heavily threw 
it towards the crowd. The smoke bomb exploded and startled those residents. Suspecting that some 
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prostrate. At the same time, an almighty bang came from behind him and with that hot winds fiercely 
blew over. But this bang wasn't like the one made by the explosion in that warehouse. Instead, it was 
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Zhang Xiaojing propped himself up on one elbow, cautiously turned his head back and saw that the five 
big barrels had turned into five fire balls giving off glaring light. The five flames licked at the giant 
lantern-wheel. Those lanterns and paper skin outside the wheel turned into ashes first, and then the 
gigantic bamboo framework, the cart and a couple of elms nearby also started burning, giving off sounds 
of bamboo cracking, as if someone was setting off fireworks to drive out evil spirits. The fire 
accompanied by black smoke was even higher than the fang wall. The outside of the wall had been 
blackened, looking dreadful. 


As for those people pinned under the wheel, except for the laborer he arduously dragged away, none of 
them could have survived. 


But this was already the best out of the worst. 


A big problem with Fierceflame Bombs was that their failure rate was very high, though they had 
Fierceflame as kindling. More often, mountain tallow just ignited instead of exploding. Wolf Guards had 
five barrels of mountain tallow on the cart. Probably because they failed to seal those barrels properly, 
mountain tallow kept leaking out of them in drops along the way. Surprisingly, none of the barrels 
exploded. They all combusted spontaneously. 


Though the fire was still fierce, it was just spreading, so the power was considerably abated. Otherwise, 
Zhang Xiaojing and all people on this half of the street would have been killed. 


He stretched out his sore arms and lay on the ground, panting heavily. Short as the chase was, it cost 
him all his strength. The last cart, which was driven by Mage'er, was getting further and further away. 
There was no means by which he could catch up with it. He could only hope that the Jing'an Department 
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The fire was so big that soon alarmed people in the Guards Station in Huaiyuan Fang. Over twenty 
guards wearing clothes made of Huohuan cloth(Huohuan cloth is fireproof material used in ancient 
China) hastily came, holding water-shooting bamboo tubes and Mada(A firefighting tool with a bundle of 
hemp stems tied on the top of a long wooden handle). Some of them were also carrying big water sacks. 
This day was the day for the lantern show. Guards Stations in all fangs had orders to be well prepared 
for potential fire. 


But on the sight of this big fire, those soldiers knew that it was impossible to put it out. They could only 
establish an isolation strip to stop it from spreading and then wait for it to burn out. 


A couple of them saw Zhang Xiaojing and the laborer lying on the verge of the fire, walked up to them 
and dragged them to their feet, cursing them. Clearly, they thought that these two people were 
responsible for the fire. Zhang Xiaojing had lost his waist-seal and hadn't gotten a new one yet, so he 
couldn't prove his identity. Fortunately, Yao Runeng arrived from behind him, produced his waist-seal, 
ordered those people to draw back and then helped Zhang Xiaojing walk to a corner to sit down. 


Zhang Xiaojing asked a nearby vendor selling drinks for a ladle of plum water, drank it in one gulp and 
panted heavily. 





Yao Runeng noticed that before fleeing out of the range of the potential explosion, Zhang Xiaojing had 
saved a laborer in black, who was a total stranger to him. 


A base man who betrayed his colleague in exchange for intelligence, a highly experienced, ruthless 
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agent who held grudges against the Imperial Court but risked life and limb investigating cases — Yao 
Runeng was thrown into cognitive anarchy by these contradictory images. 


Recalling what Zhang Xiaojing had once said to him, he suddenly had an intensive urge to query Zhang 
Xiaojing for what the death penalty was meted out to him. But given the current situation, it would be a 
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The reality didn't give him any chance to regret. The next instant, drumbeats, which sounded very 
urgent, came from a watchtower again. Meanwhile, at least ten columns of yellow smoke rose into the 
sky. This signal suggested that there was an extremely urgent change of situation, that all staff members 
of the Jing'an Department must stop whatever it was they were doing and go to the designated area to 
fall in. 


On hearing the first drumbeat, Zhang Xiaojing opened his eyes. Watching the yellow smoke rising into 
the sky, he mumbled, "Guangde Huaiyuan... " 


Guangde Huaiyuan was a bottom line designated by Li Bi himself, which those Turks must be stopped 
from crossing. What kind of emergency could cause ten yellow smoke signals to be set off in a row? 
Exactly what happened to that escaped cart laden with Fierceflame Bombs? 


Yao Runeng said somewhat worriedly, "You're hurt, Commandant Zhang. I'll go there and check." But 
Zhang Xiaojing shot out his hand onto Yao Runeng's shoulder, pressed down hard and stood up, 
grimacing. 


"Let's go together," he said in a hoarse voice. Yao Runeng had no choice but to follow the order. 


They were currently on a majoy road between the West Market and Huaiyuan Fang, which was less than 
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hurried east. After running a few steps forward, Zhang Xiaojing suddenly stopped, dragged a guard over 
and snatched the Huohuan cape he was wearing. 
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Zhang Xiaojing's action indicated that he was positive there was grave danger ahead. After hesitating for 
a short while, Yao Runeng also stopped a guard, produced his waist-seal issued by the Jing'an 
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They ran all the way to the intersection and saw that in the distance, Lubi soldiers were dragging a 
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Blockading a road — especially blockading such an important road — was the last thing the Jing'an 
Department wanted. Now that Li Bi had issued this order, the current situation must be almost 
irreversible. 





Yao Runeng had Lubi soldiers make way and the two got through. Soon they saw that all four entrances 
of this intersection had been solidly blocked by chevaux-de-frise and thorn fences. On the south, east 
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shields, who were not Jing'an Department's immediate troops but elite Leopard Cavalry affiliated to the 
Praetorian Guards Department. 


To the north of Guangde Fang was Yanshou Fang which diagonally stretched towards the northeast, and 

which was merely one street away from the imperial city and the palace city. Since Wolf Guards had got 

so close, the sixteen Imperial Guards Departments to the south of the palace city should have reacted by 
now, no matter how slow they were. Leopard Cavalrymen were the first to arrive. 


But the Jing'an Department would probably have a tough time after the military intervened 


At this moment, the intersection between Guangde Fang and Huaiyuan Fang seemed empty, with only 
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Someone had removed the tarpaulin cover, revealing five big barrels of dark color. Standing between 
those barrels, Mage'er was holding a lighted torch high up. Not far away from the cart, three bodies 
were lying prostrate on the ground, each had dozens of arrows sticking in the back. 


Apparently, Mage'er's cart hurtled to this intersection and got stopped by the Jing'an Department's 
soldiers who had been waiting in full battle array. After an engagement, all other Wolf Guards were 
killed, but they bought Mage'er enough time, who lit a torch and reached the barrels. 


This move shocked everybody. Nobody could afford to let the five barrels of Fierceflame Bombs explode 
in such a sensitive area. With a murderous look on his face, Mage'er held the torch at a position only 
several inches away from the opening of a barrel and slowly drove the cart forward. Archers nearby 
were at a loss what to do. Who could guarantee to kill this desperado with one shot? And who could 
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Yao Runeng looked forward and saw that Li Bi and some others were standing on the top of a high 
platform in the south-west corner of Guangde Fang, eyes fixed on the intersection. With such an 
emergency going on within the jurisdiction of his department, he was too concerned to sit in the hall. 


As the last Wolf Guard, Mage'er knew that by no means could he survive this, but he was not afraid at 
all. What an amazing feat it would be to have so many Tang residents die with him! Laughing out loud, 
he firmly held the torch with one hand and gently joggled the reins with the other. Unaware of the tense 
atmosphere, the wheel-horses kept progressing with their heads down. They were still heading north, 
towards the busiest and most prosperous area. 


Yao Runeng said, "No! | have to tell Sicheng Li that Fierceflame Bombs won't necessarily detonate after 
being lit!" But Zhang Xiaojing stopped him. "But they won't necessarily fail to detonate either. This is 
Chang'an. Sicheng Li doesn't dare to take risks if he isn't a hundred-percent sure." 


Yao Runeng said anxiously, "Then what should we do? We just stand by watching him going north?" 
Zhang Xiaojing didn't answer. He squinted his only eye and pulled the fireproof cape tighter around him. 





6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 9 


Translator: DragonRider 


Such was the tension in the intersection that it seemed as if there would be an explosion in the air 
without detonating those Fierceflame Bombs. Mage'er's cart was slowly progressing, as if there was 
nobody around. Eventually, he reached the edge of the blockade line on the north side. The wheel-horse 
broke through the thorn fence and kicked the front of a row of shields with its two forelegs. 


Clearly those soldiers nearby could just kill this Turkish Wolf Guard, but none of them dared to do 
anything to him. The five big tawny barrels were like five Grim Reapers. In this subtle confrontation, elite 
Leopard Cavalrymen kept drawing back and scattering, and thus the cart forced its way through them. 
The general in command didn't dare to make any rash decisions, his face sepulchral. 


Standing on the top of a high platform in the corner of the fang, Li Bi closed his eyes. Once the cart 
crossed the border, the nature of this incident would be totally different. Immediate action must be 
taken. In a deep voice, he said, "Prepare fire arrows!" 


Twenty elite archers instantly climbed up to the top of the platform. Twenty assistant soldiers dipped 
the heads of arrows, which were covered in balls of cotton, into turpentine and then handed them to 
those archers. Their captain gave an order and with that those archers quickly loaded their bows with 
arrows, drew them and aimed at the cart outside the fang. 


If he didn't take action right now and let the Wolf Guard keep approaching the imperial city and the 
palace city, all staff members of the Jing'an Department would be convicted of risking the lives of the 
Emperor and numerous officials. After weighing the two potential consequences, Li Bi would rather let it 
blast half of Guangde Fang and his reputation into pieces than allow it progress any further north. 


Sounds of bowstrings straining kept coming into his ears. He knew that this whole thing would be over 
once he uttered that word. Under no circumstances would those twenty arrows miss the target from 
this distance, but what was going to happen next would be at the discretion of God. 


"Master, this place is too dangerous. You should... What's that?" Tanqi was going to try to persuade Li Bi 
into going down first in case those bombs detonated, but she suddenly saw something unusual in the 
intersection and exclaimed in amazement. 


Everybody looked in the direction of the intersection that she was pointing at with her white finger. 

A figure was fearlessly sprinting for the cart at an unprecedentedly fast speed. He was wearing a cape of 
a weird color and his face couldn't be clearly seen. Mage'er concentrated all his attention on the 
blockade line in front of him, so he didn't notice this. Taking advantage of this occasion, the figure 


leaped onto the cart-box, shot out one end of a rope and wrapped it around Mage'er's wrist. 


"That's Xiaojing!" Surprisingly, it was nearsighted Xu Bin who was the first one to recognize that figure. 





The spirit of staff members of the Jing'an Department instantly rose up as they heard this name. This 
convict condemned to death had worked miracles several times during the past few hours. No matter 
how desperate the situation was, he could always toughly figure out a solution. From curators to petty 
officials, everybody had a heartfelt admiration for him. 


Zhang Xiaojing's taking daring action at this moment made his image in their mind even more heroic. If it 
weren't for that there were certain rules they had to follow, they would have been cheering. Li Bi, the 
only one whose face stayed unchanged, watched with his hands at the back. Twenty lighted arrows 
were still aimed at the cart. 


Zhang Xiaojing had no time to think about the reaction of those staff members of the Jing'an 
Department. All his attention was on this Turkish desperado in front of him. It took only one tiny mistake 
to cause this cart to be blasted into pieces. 


Just now, wearing the cape, under the cover of the crowds, he quietly approached the north entrance of 
the Tenth Street. A soldier in the blockade formation failed to keep his composure under the huge 
pressure and raised his pike slightly higher, which temporarily distracted Mage'er. Zhang Xiaojing seized 
this fleeting opportunity, dashed twenty steps forward, took a flying leap and landed onto the cart from 
behind. 


Mage'er immediately recognized this person who had repeatedly brought them trouble. He thundered 
in Turkish, "I should've killed you earlier!" Zhang Xiaojing gave a wintry smile and said nothing, but his 
only eye, which was as ferocious as that of a lone wolf, sent chills down Mage'er's spine. 


The two people started fighting on the cart, risking life and limb. As long as Zhang Xiaojing managed to 
drag Mage'er half a foot away from the barrel, other soldiers would be able to come to his help. But on 
the other side, as long as Mage'er managed to buy himself half a Tanzhi (1. Tanzhi is a unit of time used 
in ancient China. A Tanzhi equals around 7.4 seconds), he would be able to stick the torch into a barrel. 
It was like the two people were standing on a rope spanning a deep gorge, where even the slightest 
mistake would cause them to be dashed to pieces. 


This engagement lasted only a couple of instants. First Zhang Xiaojing punched Mage'er on the right eye 
which was directly pierced by the piece of iron between Zhang Xiaojing's fingers. Then Mage'er shot out 
his forehead onto Zhang Xiaojing's nose which instantly started bleeding. The two people were fighting 
in adisorderly but extremely fierce manner like two bloodthirsty wolves. 


Mage'er's wrist was tied with a rope, which restricted his movements. Zhang Xiaojing took advantage of 
this and ferociously attacked his head. Unexpectedly, Mage'er didn't dodge but suppressed the sharp 
pain in the head, stretched his fingers and dug them into the wound in Zhang Xiaojing's armpit. Mage'er 
happened to be the one who caused this wound in Zhang Xiaojing in Xiuzheng Fang. The pain was so 
intense that Zhang Xiaojing had a brief blackout, and his movements froze. 


Mage'er didn't seize this chance to continue attacking, since it was pointless to do so. He rapidly picked 
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Mage'er and kicked him off the cart, but it was too late. 


A smell of sulfur quickly wafted out of the barrel, accompanied by thin smoke. 





Those soldiers who were climbing up like ants immediately retreated in horror like a tide. Li Bi, who was 
standing on the high platform, closed his eyes in frustration, 'So it failed like this after all?’ 


"Master, look!" Tanqi exclaimed in amazement. Li Bi abruptly opened his eyes. Seeing what was 
happening, he lost his composure, involuntarily took two steps forward and nearly fell off the platform. 


He saw that Zhang Xiaojing jumped onto the carter's seat, whipped the wheel-horses, madly made 
gestures to signal those soldiers in front of him to step aside, and drove northwards. 


"What is Commandant Zhang doing?" a curator of the Jing'an Department yelled. 

"Is he by any chance trying to drive the cart to somewhere safe? How can he make it?" 
"Even if there is enough time, the direction is not right. He's still heading north!" 
"Then isn't he doing the same thing that those Turks were trying to do?" 


If Zhang Xiaojing chose to back off at this moment, nobody would blame him. But he risked being 
devoured by flames, driving the cart northwards. All areas in the north were prosperous and busy, and 
there was no place for the five barrels of Fierceflame Bombs to detonate without causing casualties. 


While they were discussing in puzzlement, a strange speculation occurred to them. This person had once 
openly expressed his grudges against the Imperial Court. Was he by any chance trying to take advantage 
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The captain of Archers Team couldn't help yelling, "Sicheng Li, the cart is about to go out of range!" 
Firmness gleaming in his eyes, Li Bi finally issued an order, "Unload the arrows." The captain widened his 
eyes, suspecting that he had just misheard. Li Bi repeated, "Unload the arrows." 


Those twenty archers had no choice but to lower down their bows, confused. All curators looked at Li Bi. 
Sicheng Li had a reputation for his daring and decisiveness, but this time his decision was overbold. 


Actually, Li Bi was also having a fierce struggle in his mind. He recalled the words that Zhang Xiaojing had 
said to him, "You were the one who chose me, and I'm the one who's making this decision. We both 
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death, he might as well risk it. 


He believed that there must be a reason why Zhang Xiaojing was doing this. But smart as Li Bi was, he 
couldn't find a solution to this either. 


On the cart, Zhang Xiaojing was driving madly along the broad street between the West Market and 
Guangde Fang. Behind him, black smoke was billowing out those barrels. Fierceflame Bombs didn't 
detonate instantly, which was the best out of the worst, but the mountain tallow had already started 
burning, and the flames might flare up at any moment. 


Zhang Xiaojing suddenly stooped down, whipped the left ear of the wheel-horse and with that the 
whole cart began to move leftwards, changing the direction. 





"The track width!" Li Bi suddenly realized what was going on and with that Xu Bin also yelled, "The track 
width!" Seeing that other curators were perplexed, he added two more words, "West Market, track 
width!" 


The West Market had only two entrances, on in the east and one in the west, each of which had a 
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gate. There were two gaps in the threshold, the distance between which was five feet three inches. In 
another word, only carts the track width of which was five feet three inches could enter the West 
Market. Carts of track width either wider or narrower than that were unable to get in. But the distance 
between the gaps in Dragon-thresholds in other fangs in Chang'an was only four feet, which meant that 
only narrow carts could get through them. 


In this way, carts of wide track width transporting large quantities of goods had to go to the East Mark 
or the West Market, while narrow carts for daily use in Chang'an could get through all fangs without any 
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passengers would be traveling on separate roads, which not only helped prevent congestion but also 
made it convenient for administrative agencies of markets and the Jingzhao Office to regulate the traffic. 


Su's Cart Company only transported bulk goods, so naturally the standard for track width they adopted 
when making their carts was five feet three inches. If Zhang Xiaojing wanted the cart to get further away 
from the main street, entering the West Market was his only choice. 


At this moment, the east gate of the West Market was about sixty steps ahead of the cart on the left. At 
this speed, the cart could reach the gate in a mere instant. But the West Market was also an important 
place of Chang'an, in which there were numerous merchants and goods as well as envoys representing 
rich merchants from various countries. If those bombs exploded in it, the damage would be just as 
extensive. 


Li Bi had no idea what Zhang Xiaojing was planning to do at all. Currently, he could do nothing but fix his 
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6. Shen Chu (15:00-15:59) Part 10 


Translator: DragonRider 


Beneath the gaze of all residents nearby, Zhang Xiaojing displayed his superb driving techniques. Using 
his rope as a horsewhip, he had the wheel-horses turned west bit by bit. The cart's wheels traced two 
almost perfect arcs on the unsurfaced road. When the cart finished turning and headed true west, the 
hoofs of the two wheel-horses had just passed the Dragon-threshold at the east gate of the West 
Market. 


The two spinning wooden wheels accurately went through the two gaps in the threshold without the 
minutest error. The turning didn't influence the speed of the cart at all. It swished into the West Market. 


The moment he entered the West Market, he didn't drive along the major road to the Tenth Street but 
dashed into a courtyard on the side. First the cart knocked aside ten-plus stacking big wine vats with a 
loud crash, then broke through a couple of fences and half a wooden house, and then hurtled squarely 
downhill along a slope. 


Zhang Xiaojing knew what kind of state the five wooden barrels were in without even turning his head 
back to look at them. After so many impacts, the smell of sulfur was getting stronger and stronger, 
approaching the point of transition. In fact, it was due to the bless of all gods in the heavenly kingdom 
that those Fierceflame Bombs still hadn't exploded, which was truely a miracle. Though he was facing 
imminent death, in his only eye, there was neither panic nor despair, only serenity, the kind like that of 
elee 


At the bottom of the slope was a canal about twenty meters in breadth, the surface of which was firmly 
frozen. The name of this canal was Guangtong Canal. It entered the city through the Goldlight Gate, 
passed Jude Fang and Qunxian Fang and then went into the West Market. Guangtong Canal was 
widened in Tianbao Year 2 in order to facilitate the shipping of logs from Qin Ridge. Deep and wide, the 
canal allowed ships as big as five hundred Shi(A unit for measuring volume; 0.1 cubic meters) in volume 
to sail in it. 


Six hours ago, Cao Poyan jumped into this canal at this place and got rid of the pursuers. There was still 
a hole in the ice surface, which was caused by Cui Qi's landing. 


Expressionless, Zhang Xiaojing pulled the cape tighter around him and heavily whipped the two wheel- 
horses for the last time. The momentum that the cart gained when going down the slope and the wheel- 
horses' mad running due to the pain sent the cart shooting forward at an extremely high speed. It 
swished past the canal bank formed of compact mass of loess and fearlessly fell towards the broad 
frozen surface. 


The heavy cart flew through mid-air and heavily landed onto the thin layer of ice. As expected, with a 
almighty bang, the frozen surface subsided. Icy cold sprays turned into countless hands dragging the cart 
down into the deep water. At the same time, those Fierceflame Bombs finally detonated, generating a 
muffled boom and a string of clouds of fire half of which were deep underwater, and the other half of 
which were at the surface, ripples quickly spreading outwards. 





The Guangtong Canal abruptly started churning violently like a giant frightened serpent, sprays and 
flames surging up at the same time. Numerous fine ice splashed up high and shot into the sky, 
accompanied by thick smoke. If poets who were visiting the capital city had seen this rare scene from 
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Not long after the explosion, large numbers of elite soldiers of the Jing'an Department and the 
Praetorian Guards Department hurried to the bank of the canal. At this moment, the frozen surface of 
this part of the canal had all collapsed. Only half an incomplete wheel was floating in it, blackened all 
over. 


The whole thing started from the frozen surface at this place, and it ended under the water here as well, 
FIM im fam-laee)aer-lalamyidamaalomsi0lele/alkimnal-re)avme)aMa-lialer-]aat-lile an 


After running a preliminary damage investigation, they found that a massive fissure appeared in the 
canal bank due to the force of the explosion. The locks on the canal tilted. Half of a small Town God 
Temple near the canal collapsed. Some trees and small boats near the bank were destroyed. A couple of 
porters broke their legs. These were all the damages caused by the detonation. 


There was no way to find out exactly how many of the five barrels of Fierceflame Bombs detonated, but 
one thing was clear — if it weren't for that Zhang Xiaojing drove the cart into Guangtong Canal to abate 
the power of the explosion with water, the damage would have been dozens of times heavier no matter 
where those bombs detonated. 


Finally, the crisis was resolved. Everybody felt greatly relieved. It was not until this moment that they 
realized Zhang Xiaojing's true intention. In an emergency like that, the Guangtong Canal in the West 
Market was the only solution. It must not have been easy for him to come up with this idea, and it must 
have been even more difficult for him to carry it out. 


Xu Bin anxiously grabbed Yao Runeng's arm and said, "My eyesight is poor. Yours is good. Did you find 
him? By the way, the Bureau of West Market has six small boats in the Guangtong Canal. Dispatch them 
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Having mixed feelings, Yao Runeng was filled with admiration for this convict condemned to death. It 
turned out that Zhang Xiaojing wasn't bragging. He really risked life and limb saving this city. Recalling all 
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except for killing Little B. Yao Runeng felt more ashamed that he had been suspecting such a hero all 
along. 


But he believed that hardly anybody could survive an explosion as powerful as that. Yao Runeng didn't 
have the heart to tell Xu Bin his judgement, so he just stood beside the canal in silence, looking into the 
distance with a solemn face. 


If Zhang Xiaojing died just like this, he and his previous experience would be a mystery forever. 
Footsteps came. He turned his head back and found that Sicheng Li himself arrived. He was standing on 


iva{-mo) OMe) dal-m<}(0) ol-Fm Cole) diatom lal dalomel|q-toidKo)aWe) mua\-Mer-]a-] Mm dal-m (ole) @o)amal im i-(eom lalelcialat 40k )at-]6) (em Male] e 
beautiful handmaid was standing beside him, her yellow brocade coat very obtrusive. Yao Runeng 





thought, 'Back then Sicheng Li overrode all objections and appointed Zhang Xiaojing as an agent. He 
even fell out with Supervisor He because of this. | wonder how he feels about this ending.’ 


Right at this moment, on the opposite bank of the canal, a member of the Indecent waved his hand and 
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man along with Xu Bin. 


They saw that a couple of members of the Indecent were helping a figure get ashore. That figure was 
wearing a cape and looked feeble, but at least he could still walk. Behind them was a high stone Sutra 
Pillar(A pillar with Buddhist sutra carved on it) with a top shaped like a lotus flower with nine petals. 


Buddhism was particularly prevalent in Tang Dynasty. Naturally, an important place like Guangtong 
Canal must have a Sutra Pillar. Officials also had a Bodhisattva temple built nearby. The pillar also could 
be used to indicate the water level of the canal. That figure probably had happened to be lying under 
the stone Sutra Pillar, which was why the first search team failed to find him. 


Xu Bin excitedly gave a jump and nearly went into the river to directly swim to the other side. He 
repeatedly urged Yao Runeng to answer him whether that person was Zhang Xiaojing or not. Trying hard 
to suppress his pounding heart, Yao Runeng widened his eyes and looked in the direction of the 
opposite bank. With excellent eyesight, he immediately saw that taupe cape with a couple of big, pitch- 
black holes in it. 


Yes. That was a cape made of Huohuan cloth(Huohuan cloth is fireproof material used in ancient China). 
So, Zhang Xiaojing was still alive?! 


He probably jumped off the cart on his own account the last moment before the explosion, and the blast 
threw him to a position near the stone Sutra Pillar. The cape sheltered him from the first surge of 
roaring flames. The octagonal stone Sutra Pillar provided him with something to hold on to, which was 
why he didn't sink to the bottom of the canal. This was really a blessing from Buddha! 


Xu Bin and Yao Runeng cheered like children, faces full of delight. Yao Runeng exhaled deeply. There 
couldn't have been an ending better than this one. He began to consider what he should say to him 
when they met a while later, 'Should | congratulate him on his being absolved from capital offence first 
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Zhang Xiaojing was unaware that two people rejoiced at his survival and cheered. He was still dizzy and 
feeble. After walking a couple of steps with others' help, he had to stop and sat down on the spot. 
Though he had luckily dodged the blast, he was caught in the flames first and then soaked in icy water, 
which was really a miserable experience. Blood oozed out of the wounds in his broken fingers, armpit 
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a thick dry jacket on him. "Commandant Zhang, because of your heroic deeds, now everybody is safe," a 
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Zhang Xiaojing took the towel, wiped the water off his eye sockets and returned it to that person, but 
there was no relieved look on his face at all. 





Indeed, all Wolf Guards were dead, but he kept having this feeling that the whole thing wasn't over yet. 
The number of of those Fierceflame Bombs was not too big but too small. With only fifteen barrels of 
mountain tallow, those Turks could blast a couple of fangs at the most, which was far from burning the 
whole Chang'an. Was the "Kailu Hodo" that those Turks invested so much hope in really so simple? 


If it were really so simple, they could have directly driven the carts into a couple of fangs. They wouldn't 
have needed the map of fangs. 


Besides, Wen Ran's whereabouts remained unknown. There was no signs of any women in the 
warehouse or the three carts. 


There were too many questionable points in this matter. Zhang Xiaojing was thinking about how to 
consult with Li Bi on this matter when suddenly he heard sure-footed steps coming near. He raised his 
eyes, flicked a look in the direction of the sounds and found that it was Cui Qi, who was responsible for 
searching this side of the canal and thus arrived first. 


"General Cui, this thing isn't over yet. Bring me to Sicheng Li immediately," Zhang Xiaojing said loudly. 
But Cui Qi's face was expressionless with no smile on it at all. He walked up to Zhang Xiaojing, waved his 
hand and with that two Lubi soldiers pounced on Zhang Xiaojing and firmly pressed his arms onto the 


ground. 


"Take him away." Cui Qi kept avoiding his eyes. 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


The time to light lamps hadn't arrived yet, but residents of Chang'an, supporting old family members 
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decorated with colorful ribbons. Sizheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3. 


West Market, Chang'an County, Chang'an. 
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Two Lubi soldiers roughly brought Zhang Xiaojing to the ground, tied his wrists up with a length of 
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even talk. Cui Qi's right hand was holding the hilt of his saber during the whole process, eyes fixed on 
Zhang Xiaojing, ready to take action at any moment, as if he would kill Zhang Xiaojing right away if he 
dared to resist. 


A few quarters ago, this man was still on the verge of breaking down, pitifully counting on Zhang 
Xiaojing to save his life, but now he looked like a totally different person. Zhang Xiaojing was unable to 
speak, but he could still move his neck. He raised his head and with his only eye, he glared at Cui Qi who 
immediately turned his head aside, but whose lips were slightly twitching -- deep down in his heart, he 
was not as composed as the look he had been trying hard to assume. 


Obsequious smile on their faces, a couple of members of the Indecent were transfixed with perplexity, 
wondering what exactly was going on. Wasn't this officer a hero? How come he became a prisoner in 
the blink of an eye? 


It wasn't that Zhang Xiaojing hadn't thought of the possibility that people of the Jing'an Department 
might get rid of him after he got the job done. He just hadn't expected that they couldn't even wait a 
little while longer. 


Those on the opposite bank of the river were also confused by this scene. The river was so broad that 
they couldn't see distinctly what was happening. They just saw that a couple of people helped Zhang 
Xiaojing get ashore and then brought him to the ground. Xu Bin had little sight. He anxiously pulled Yao 
Runeng's sleeves and asked him to look carefully. Trying his best to widen his eyes, Yao Runeng vaguely 
saw that two soldiers escorted Zhang Xiaojing away, followed by a general. The group of people walked 
past a wharf, took a turn and then disappeared from view. 


"They're Lubi soldiers... " 
Yao Runeng mumbled. There were two white strips on the soldiers’ shoulder pads. He saw them clearly. 


Upon hearing that they were Lubi soldiers, Xu Bin was totally confused, "That's impossible! Why did they 
catch their own man? Was there some kind of misunderstanding?" He paced up and down on the 





riverbank and wanted to cross the river to find out but accidentally slipped and nearly fell off the bank 
into the river. Fortunately he grabbed Yao Runeng's arm and managed to regain his footing. 


Yao Runeng was undergoing a fierce inward struggle. Innocent and upright as he was, this young man 
was not a fool. The Jing'an Department's attitude towards Zhang Xiaojing had always been ambiguous. 
They admired his competence in dealing with various issues, but were also on guard against his identity 
as a convict condemned to death. Even Li Bi, who had been in support of this proposal all the time, was 
wary of Zhang Xiaojing, not to mention He Zhizhang. Otherwise Li Bi wouldn't have sent Yao Runeng to 
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Lubi Army was an army directly subordinate to the Jing'an Department, which meant Li Bi was the only 
one Cui Qi answered to. Yao Runeng speculated that his superiors probably didn't want outsiders to 
know the Jing'an Department needed the help of a convict condemned to death, so they decided to 
eliminate the influence as soon as the job was done -- but this was just shameless! 


Zhang Xiaojing had just risked life and limb and saved half of the Chang'an. How could they treat a hero 
like this? 


Yao Runeng jerked the tail of his robe and walked towards the slope beside him step by step. Li Bi and 
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Questioning the decision of one's superior in public was a crazy thing to do. Maybe he wouldn't be able 
to stay in Chang'an any longer. But Yao Runeng felt as if a fishbone was stuck in his throat, and as if a 
flame inside was scorching his chest. Having noticed what Yao Runeng was doing, Xu Bin hesitated 
briefly and then followed him. 


Hearing footsteps, Li Bi looked in the direction of them with severe eyes. Xu Bin hurriedly stopped on 
the spot and gave Yao Runeng a pull. But at this moment, Yao Runeng had already taken a big step 
forward, face full of anger that he could no longer subdue. 


"Si--Sicheng Li," Xu Bin decided to soften the tense atmosphere first. 


After sizing them up, Li Bi said coldly, "If it is Zhang Xiaojing's issue that you want to ask about, I'm also 
wondering who gave the order to Cui Qi." 


Yao Runeng and Xu Bin was instantly stunned. Li Bi wasn't the one who gave the order? 


Then who was it? Among all people in the Jing'an Department, Sicheng Li and the Chief of the Jin'an 
Department, but Supervisor He had already returned to his dwelling for rehabilitation, which meant by 
no means could he have had enough time to respond to the fast-changing situation here. Did Cui Qi act 
on his own? He certainly didn't dare. 


With a sepulchral face, Li Bi waved his hand, "This is not the right place to talk. Let's go back to the 
Jing'an Department." 


At this moment, residents of the West Market as well as foreign merchants were gathering around from 
all directions, discussing animatedly. What happened a moment ago caused such a disturbance that 





even spectators who came here to watch lamps were attracted here. Petty officials of the Bureau of 
West Market tried their best to maintain order but were badly short-handed. Under the circumstances, 
this place was indeed not the right place to talk. 


The Jing'an Department was only a block away from the West Market. When Li Bi and the others walked 
past the street corner, they saw that a large group of servants were clearing bodies of those Wolf 
Guards. Like a boar, Mageer's fat body was placed on a flatbed cart, eyes wide open. A couple of 
commoners spat at him disgustedly but didn't dare to approach, scattering salt around with willow twigs. 


These elite solders from the grasslands were now lying on the street of Chang'an like garbage, detested 
by residents. Yao Runeng had no sympathy for them, but he thought that it would be such an irony if the 
hero who killed these Turks also ended up like them. 


Unexpectedly, he recalled the words that Zhang Xiaojing had once said to him, "In Chang'an, if you don't 
become a monster like it, you'll be devoured by it." 


Li Bi was very unhappy, "Jiedu Wang's daughter is still unaccounted for. If outsiders see how slack you 
are, how will they think of us?" 


After the Wolf Guards were wiped out, the abduction of Wang Yunxiu became the most pressing case 
that the Jing'an Department had to crack. Wang Zhongsi was a very important official in the Imperial 
Court. If something happened to his family member, it would be a terrible blow to the Crown Prince, 
which was why in no circumstances would Li Bi let this happen. 


Xu Bin hurried over, kicked the corner of the table and urged them to keep their spirits up. Those petty 
officials had no choice but to opened their bags and sat back onto the chairs, but many of them believed 
that it was totally unnecessary to continue, that she must have been blasted to pieces during the 
explosion in the Changming Fang. 


Li Bi ignored these people. With a preoccupied face, he walked past the huge sand table of Chang'an City 
to his desk on which placed seven or eight document cases made of different materials. In those cases 
were reports, registers and paperwork delivered to him from various agencies. The most sumptuous one 
was the one coated with purple-grained brocade, which was used to contain official documents. It had 
always been empty, but now there was a silver-edged envelope in it. 


Tanqi was sure that the case was empty when they left. She picked up the delivery note beside the case 
and took a look. As expected, it was delivered here not long ago. 


Li Bi opened the envelope, read the letter inside and involuntarily sneered, "They sent the answer here 
before | set out to find out." Then he tossed it to Xu Bin who caught it and ran over it. The letter was 
from the Praetorian Guards Department, saying that since the imperial city was facing the threat of 
being attacked by extremists, they decided to temporarily second Lubi officer Cui Qi to help seize related 
suspects for intensive investigation, that they specially sent this letter to inform the Jing'an Department. 


In outsiders’ sight, this was merely a simple notification, but in the eyes of those who were familiar with 
the official circle, this letter was very meaningful. 





The Jing'an Department had jurisdiction over the area in and outside Chang'an, while the Praetorian 
Guards Department was responsible for the security of the periphery of the imperial city. Their duties 
didn't overlap, and there was also no affiliation between the two agencies. No matter how much 
damage those Turks had caused, this issue was still within the jurisdiction of the Jing'an Department. 


But since those Wolf Guards crossed the border line of the Guangde Huaiyuan, everything changed. 


They became a direct threat to the imperial city once they crossed the border line. The case immediately 
became a major case which might result in "disturbance of the Emperor", so the Praetorian Guards 
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the case" as a perfect excuse, they could second anybody they wanted to. Anyone who refused to 
cooperate with them would be deemed "treasonous". 


As aresult, if the Praetorian Guards Department requested Cui Qi to arrest Zhang Xiaojing, though it was 
beyond their authority, as a petty assistant general, he had no choice but to obey. 


But Cui Qi was not totally innocent. Obviously, he could have informed the Jing'an Department in 
advance, so that Li Bi would have made some preparation. But he covertly carried out a raid, seized 
Zhang Xiaojing and sent him directly to the Praetorian Guards Department, which was synonymous with 
betrayal. 


Yao Runeng wasn't surprised by Cui Qi's betrayal. After a string of his gross misjudgements, including his 
letting Cao Poyan escape in the West Market, he had been in dismay all along. Wolf Guards crossing the 
border line was the last straw that broke the camel's back. Cui Qi believed that he would no doubt end 
up dead if he continued to stay in the Jing'an Department, so he might as well side with the Praetorian 
Guards Department, since he at least could claim the credit for switching sides. 


Uninterested in the whereabouts of Cui Qi, Li Bi tapped on the surface of the desk with his fingers, "Why 
did the Praetorian Guards Department arrest Zhang Xiaojing?" 


This was the core question. The Praetorian Guards Department risked stepping on the Jing'an 
Department's toes, overstepped their authority to arrest Zhang Xiaojing. They did this for what? 


Nobody replied. This issue involved partisan wrangle. Yao Runeng's rank was too low, and Xu Bin was 
muddle-headed. Neither of them was able to offer any constructive suggestions. Quietly standing on the 
side, Tanqi rested her chin on her fingertips, her beautiful eyes fixed on the sand table. She suddenly 
gave a gentle cough, stretched out her long fingers and, as if unconsciously, pointed at the position of 
Pingkang Fang in the sand table. 


Li Bi's eyes lit up. Tanqi was his family handmaid, so she didn't dare to speak on this kind of occasion, but 
the hint she gave was explicit enough. There were not only brothels but also the dwelling of a very 
important person -- the Right Prime Minister, Li Linfu. 


One of the most famous political wrangles of the current dynasty was the confrontation between Li 
Linfu and the East Palace. This Prime Minister, whose power was only second to that of the Emperor, 
had always harbored hostility towards the East Palace. It was just that this hostility never went public. 
Staying in the dark, he had always been eyeing on the Jing'an Department, trying to find their 





misconduct which he could use as a weapon to attack the East Palace. He was the most dangerous 
enemy of the Crown Prince in the Imperial Court. 


The interval between the Praetorian Guards Department dispatching their men and the arrest of Zhang 
Xiaojing was very short. The enemy had managed to instantly find the opponent's flaw and hit the vital 
part with a single blow. This required remarkable discernment and extremely effective execution, which 
those military personnel working in the Praetorian Guards Department certainly didn't possess. There 
must be an old hand behind this, and the Right Prime Minister was the only one who had both the 
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With this train of thought, the enemy's motive abruptly became distinct. 


If Zhang Xiaojing fell into Li Linfu's hands, his identity alone could be used by Li Linfu to cause a lot of 
damage to the opponent's reputation: Why did you insist on appointing a convict condemned to death? 
How could you be so sure he was trustworthy? Those Wolf Guards managed to reach the periphery of 
the imperial city. Was it because of his incompetence or his connivance? If you had designated someone 
else who was loyal to the Emperor, could these disturbances have been avoided? You were not a 
hundred-percent sure that this operation would be a success, but you still chose to risk it. Did you or not 
take the safety of His Majesty seriously? 


Picturing the scene of Li Linfu querying his leadership with all these questions, Li Bi involuntarily snorted. 
Just like Li Heng had reminded him in the Pure Land Academy, He Zhizhang was like their shelter from 
storm. Once he left, the enemies immediately launched attacks, both covert ones and overt ones. 


This operation of cracking down on Turkish Wolf Guards had an ambiguous ending. It could be deemed a 
success, since all the suspects were killed. It could also be deemed a failure, since these grasslands 
savages approached the imperial city, causing disturbance of the Emperor. The Jing'an Department 
failed to nip it in the bud, which was also misconduct. 


In another word, whether the Jing'an Department "protected His Majesty" or "committed misconduct" 
would be determined by the side that had more power in the Imperial Court. Since the Right Prime 


Minister had Zhang Xiaojing, the East Palace had been reduced to a passive position. 


No wonder Prime Minister Li took action so quick. 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Standing on the spot, Yao Runeng and Xu Bin were so nervous that they could barely breathe. Though 
their grasp of the situation was not as incisive as that of Li Bi, they could tell how troublesome this issue 
was by merely looking at the face of their superior. 


Li Bi offered a simple explanation. Xu Bin's face went glum and with that he lowered his head. Yao 
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Just because one official wanted to face down the other, he would stoop so low as to arbitrarily arrest a 
hero who saved the whole Chang'an? This was not supposed to happen in a flourishing age! 


"You haven't been in Chang'an long enough. This kind of thing... Alas," Xu Bin shook his head. But Yao 
Runeng looked at Li Bi and said aloud, "Sicheng Li, we can't give up on Commandant Zhang. This is not 
right!" 
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didn't get any. Tanqi went to the side of the hall and brought him the horsetail whisk. Li Bi took it and 
said in a deep voice, "We won't abandon Zhang Xiaojing. The issue about those Turks is not over yet!" 


The other three were stunned after hearing this. Weren't all those Wolf Guards dead? 


Thinking that Li Bi was referring to the progress of the investigation into the abduction of Wang Yunxiu, 
Xu Bin hurriedly turned around and picked up a report, "The Lubi Army is now carrying out a... thorough 
search in the dwelling of Long Bo in Huaiyuan Fang, the empty house of Xiuzheng Fang, the warehouse 
of Changming Fang and so on, but currently, no clues to Wang Yunxiu's whereabouts has been found." 


But Li Bi shook his head, "It was not Wang Yunxiu but those Turks that | was referring to." 


Xu Bin asked in confusion, "That issue? What else is Sicheng Li worrying about?" Li Bi gave a glimpse at 
him and said, "Curator Xu's memory is not bad. When the Su's Cart Company transported the mountain 
tallow into the city, they said that the goods were ink materials. Do you still remember how many 
barrels they declared to the customs?" 
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flatbed wagons." 
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three wagons carried only fifteen barrels. In another word, there are 285 barrels and 27 flatbed wagons 


unaccounted for." 
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Yes. Wolf Guards only took a small proportion of those bombs. The power of the five barrels had already 
caused such an upheaval in the West Market, yet there were over two hundred barrels unaccounted for. 
This Chang'an City... God... At the same time, two words popped out in their minds: Kailu Hodo. 


At this moment, Yao Runeng said, "But Turks have already suffered casualties so heavy. Even if a few of 
them were lucky enough to slip through the net, they surely don't have enough men to transport over 
200 barrels?" 


With a half smile, Li Bi said, "Who told you that Turks were the only ones who would do this?" 


Yao Runeng was stunned and then broke out in a cold sweat. Both Zhang Xiaojing and Li Bi were not 
afraid to assume the worst, as if there was not a single good person in the world. What was scarier was 
that they were probably right. 


Li Bi said, "So we still need Zhang Xiaojing. He's the only one who can do this." 


As if by tacit agreement, they all glanced at the sand table. The Chang'an City was shrouded in mist. 
When everybody was celebrating the victory, the real monster was still lurking in the dark, revealing its 
fangs. Zhang Xiaojing was the only one who could cleave the mist and drag the monster into sunlight. 
However, at this moment, he was ina prison guarded by his own kind. 


After hesitating for a while, Yao Runeng stepped forward, "I'm willing to negotiate with the Praetorian 
Guards Department." standing beside him, Xu Bin was anxiously rubbing his hands, "...Er, er... Stupid! 
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blinking." 


"Even if that's the case, | still have to give it a try! If worse comes to worst, I'll... I'll..." upon saying the 
last word, Yao Runeng unfastened the seal on his belt, "I'll break into the prison! Please rest assured, 
Sicheng Li. I'll resign from my position first and go there as a civilian. | won't incriminate the Jing'an 
Department." 


"Easy. Things haven't escalated to that level yet." 


Li Bi signaled him to calm down, but Yao Runeng detected the undertone contained in his words -- 
"Things haven't escalated to that level yet" meant that breaking into the prison was viable if the 
situation reached that point. 


Li Bi heavily put the horsetail whisk on the desk, a piercing look in his eyes, "I'll handle this issue myself. 
All the others do what you are supposed to do. Keep searching for Wang Yunxiu. No slackness allowed!" 


His words sent a ripple of discontent and disappointment through the staff in the hall, but under Li Bi's 
severe gaze, nobody dared to say anything. Petty officials unfolded those bookshelves, yawning. 
Servants bent over and blew into those stoves to make the charcoal burn again. Messengers rushed out 
of the hall to deliver this heavy news to those watchtowers. 


Li Bi put Xu Bin, Yao Runeng and a couple of other curators in charge of supervising the search, and then 
turned around and entered the back-hall where Tanqi had already prepared his coat and stationary bag. 





"Master, are you really going to the Praetorian Guards Department?" concerned, Tanqi asked in a low 
voice. 


"No. That's what Prime Minister Li wants me to do. He's expecting me to quarrel with people in the 
South Yamen (1. A yamen is a governmental office or body headed by a mandarin in feudal China.)" Li Bi 
looked Tanqi in the eyes. "I'm not the one who's going there. You are." 


"Me?" suddenly, Tangi was somewhat flustered. "Wh--Why me?" 


Li Bi leaned over and whispered something into her eyes. Amazed, Tanqi glanced at her Master, thinking 
that he was joking, but Li Bi nodded firmly, indicating that he was not crazy. 


"You're a smart girl. It's a waste of your talent to have you make tea and arrange the sand table here." 
Hearing this unexpected praise, Tanqi instantly flushed scarlet and hastily lowered her head. With a 
smile, Li Bi patted on her shoulder, "| don't have many trustworthy people around me. You're the only 
one who can do this." 


"Then where are you going, Master?" asked Tangqi. 


Li Bi put on his coat, carried the stationary bag, adjusted the silver-fish bag fastened to his belt and then 
answered, "There's only one person who can break the current deadlock. I'm going to pay him a visit." 


"Who is it?" 

"Supervisor He." 

Li Bi's tone was bland, but Tanqi knew this was the most difficult decision of her Master. 
Feng Dalun had two hobbies -- drinking in the Yixiang Pavilion and the Yixiang Pavilion itself. 


This was a square room with sides about fifteen steps in length. Though not spacious, the beauty of it 
was that the material of the walls was mixed with the powder of Yunhui herbs specific to the Dian 
Kingdom, musk and mastic. When sunlight went into the room, the air in the room would soon be filled 
with a special, lasting fragrance, making people feel as if they were in a noble lady's bedroom. 


At this moment, though the sun had set, the fragrance was still lingering in the air. A big smile on his 
face, Feng Dalun raised the copper goblet in his hand and said in a resonant voice, "An audience with a 
saint." 


It was a common joke in intellectual circles to regard strained wine as a saint, and unstrained wine as a 
person of virtue. Seeing that the host started this in excitement, the guest sitting on the opposite side 
also raised his goblet, responded "Likewise", and then gulped the wine down with a twitch of his sleeve. 


Sitting on the back of his shanks opposite the host was an elegant young man named Yuan Zai, who had 
a square face, a broad and flat forehead, looking dignified. He was the consultant of Dali Temple whom 
Prince Yong recommended, and whose official rank was a level higher than that of Feng Dalun. 





Yuan Zai put the goblet down and blurted, "What good wine. Is this Langguan Sake from Xiamo Ling?" 


Feng Dalun gave him the thumbs up, "Consultant Yuan's sense of taste is amazing. It is indeed from 
Xiamo Ling of Changle Fang." He picked up the wine spoon, refilled Yuan Zai's goblet, and then said 
leisurely, "Speaking of this name, there's an anecdote. There's an ancient mausoleum located on the 
east street of Changle Fang. Rumor says that the occupant of the mausoleum is the renowned Han- 
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their horses to pay their respect, so it is also called Dismounting Ling. Some local uneducated people 
didn't know the origin of this name and circulated the erroneous name. Gradually, Xiamo Ling became 
its official name, which is very funny." 


He had been reading a lot of books on the anecdotes of those famous historic spots and names of those 
fangs in Chang'an City, so he was very familiar with them. Yuan Zai burst into laugh, "When | first arrived 
in Chang'an, | was curious about this strange name. Now, after hearing your explanation, light suddenly 
dawned on me." Holding the copper goblet, he looked around and suddenly sighed, "Brother Feng really 
know how to enjoy your life. Every decoration and arrangement of this Yixiang Pavilion is exquisite. It 
actually counts as an extraordinary sight in Chang'an." 


With his sharp eyes, Feng Dalun noticed that what Yuan Zai had been paying attention to were the 
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an intense look flashed across his eyes. He had met numerous people, so he knew that this person was 
full of greed but was able to restrain himself, and that in the future, he would surely be a tough guy. 


At this moment, someone knocked on the door. At the threshold, an idle teenager delivered a slip of 
paper inside. Feng Dalun unfolded it, took a look, then raised his right eyebrow and casually put it into 
his front inside pocket, saying to Yuan Zai, "I invited Consultant Yuan here today because there's a petty 
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Chang'an. Please issue a writ and transfer him." 


"Oh?" Yuan Zai tilted his head and asked, "To where? Dali Temple Prison?" 


"Just make up an excuse, keep him there for three to five days, and then send him back to the county 
prison." Feng Dalun tried to make it sound as simple as possible. 


Hearing this request, Yuan Zai was very surprised, not because it was difficult but because it was too 
easy. He had thought that some dignitary wanted to secretly get his relative out of prison, but he never 
expected that it would be such a weird request. He rolled his eyes sideways and then involuntarily 
smiled, "About this person, | think he's not in the county prison, right?" 


If the prisoner was still in custody, the prison could directly transfer him without taking all this trouble. 
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official transfer writ to the county prison which would then send someone to go to that agency to 
request the transfer of the prisoner. 


Having never expected that Yuan Zai would realize the truth so quick, Feng Dalun let out a cough in brief 
embarrassment, "That's right. This person was transferred today. Prince Yong wants him to go back and 
stay there." 
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Feng Dalun's face went grim, "It's a mere trifle. There's no need for Consultant Yuan to overthink it. Just 
issue the writ." 


Yuan Zai stared at Feng Dalun. He liked to observe people and read their true thoughts that they tried to 
conceal. This person in front of him affected an air of composure, but there was anxiety in his tone. He 
repeatedly emphasized that it was a mere trifle, which indicated that, on the contrary, it was by no 


means a mere trifle. 


Any other people would have accepted the money and issued the writ, ignoring the other details -- but 
Yuan Zai wouldn't. 


"Curator Feng could be more honest," he said. 
Feng Dalun's face briefly changed, "What do you mean?" 


Yuan Zai let out a laugh and leaned slightly forward, "Since Prince Yong himself got involved in this, the 
identity of the prisoner must be unusual... " 


"You're not allowed to ask about this," finally, Feng Dalun began to lose his simulated composure. 


But Yuan Zai was not annoyed at all. He shook his index finger, a sincere look in his eyes, "You might as 
well tell me the context. Maybe I'll be able to offer more help after | know more about it." 


It was not until this moment that Feng Dalun realized why Yuan Zai managed to got a position of the 
ninth grade at such a young age. This guy had a nose for opportunities. After just a short moment's 
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Feng Dalun meant to decline, but then he recalled that the Jing'an Department was a tough freak, and 
that a writ might not be enough, so he might as well hear what kind of suggestion this guy had to offer. 
In most cases, greedy people who knew how to restrain themselves were extremely smart. 


"What do you want to know?" asked Feng Dalun. 


Yuan Zai smiled, "Things like, who is this person exactly? And why is he in prison?" 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


Feng Dalun said after a second of hesitation, “The man to be transferred is named Zhang Xiaojing, who 
was a soldier in western area, and was promoted to the Commandant of the Indecent in Wannian 
County. In October, the second year of Tianbao period (743 DC), the lands of Dunyi Fang were 
requisitioned by the imperial court to build hotel for ambassador from Little Bolor. A Wen’s Incense 
refused to move, and in the negotiation with the officials of the Yu Division (division of the Ministry of 
Works), the shopkeeper Wen Wuji died inexplicably. Zhang Xiaojing, who was his comrade in the army, 
insisted that the shopkeeper was murdered and must figure thing out. Finally, he killed his superior, the 
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Yuan Zai listened, keeping smiling. What Feng Dalun said must be taken with discount: there might be 
many interests behind like “hotel building and land acquisition”; the “negotiation” between Yu Division 
and the shopkeeper of the Wen’s Incense was probably not gentle. The last thing: not a word had Feng 
Dalun mentioned about the role of the King of Yong (Li Lin) played in the event... 


But...well, Yuan Zai didn’t care about the truth at all, what he really concerned was what the King of 
Yong wanted. 


He tapped the corner of bronze Jue (a tripod vessel or goblet used to serve warm wine) with his finger 
nail, “He was sentenced to death in October last year and normally should be executed in the last winter. 
Why is he still alive?” 


“He is waiting in jail for reviewing of execution.” Feng Dalun was quite helpless. 


Yuan Zai made an understanding nod. Since the Taizong succeeded to the throne, the court advocated 
punishment fitting the crime, a death sentence must be reviewed five times in Chang’an. It was not 
uncommon for the execution of a case to be delayed from last year to this year. 


Feng Dalun continued, “Today, Zhang Xiaojing had his shackles removed by Jing’an Department, taken 
out of Wannian County Prison and walked through fangs as if he was pardoned!” He involuntarily 
pinched spoon. Yuan Zai noticed that his tension grew. 


“‘Jing’an Department...” Yuan Zai chewed the unfamiliar name, “Why do they need Zhang Xiaojing?” 


“I’ve no idea. Anyway, we must bring him back to prison.” Feng Dalun said, with a hint of anxiety. Had 
done so much to manage to send the Yama into prison in the case last year, they could never let him off. 


The context of the event glimmered in Yuan Zai’s heart. The “dissent” of Zhang Xiaojing must have 
scared the King of Yong and Feng Dalun, so they were afraid of him being free from prison. Getting 
down to this point, other details mattered little. Yuan Zai took a sip of Langguanqing (a wine) from Jue, 
organizing his thoughts. 





“There must be someone authorizing Jing’an Department to take him out of county prison. Dali Temple 
alone will be rejected.” 


“How do you think...?” 
“How about asking censors in Yushi Tai to impeach....” 


“No, no.” Feng Dalun immediately denied, “The King of Yong doesn’t want to bother those mad dogs in 
Yushi Tai (the office of censors).” 


The job of censor was to find fault with other people, no matter who. If you wanted to use them as 
sword, be careful not to hurt yourself. “Eh? Since you ask me to pick on others, you must have problems. 
I’ll have to check!” The censors all thought so. They were at best too harsh and at worst mad dogs. 


Yuan Zai laughed at Feng Dalun’s embarrassing expression, “Bro, you know construction well, but 
strange at lawsuit. The cases Dali Temple handles must be submitted to Yushi Tai for filing. What we 
need to do is to make an excuse to get the case taken over by Dali Temple, and then I'll slightly tamper 
with the submitted documents, the diligent censors will go make trouble with Jing’an Department....” 


Feng Dalun couldn’t help nodding his agreement. The operation was indeed flawless that no one would 
associate it with the King of Yong. He mused and asked, “What kind of excuse is better?” 


The excuse must be powerful enough to be accepted by Dali Temple and Yushi Tai, but kept himself and 
the King of Yong out of the affair. 


Yuan Zai dipped his finger in the wine, then wrote on the desk, “How can a man who is guilty of doing 
evil and breaching justice being released without emperor’s pardon?” Feng Dalun broke into cheers. 
These words avoided house removal, only said that Zhang Xiaojing killed the county magistrate, and also 
implied that some people openly bent the law to protect him. In particular, the words “being released 
without emperor’s pardon” was to censors as blood was to flies. 


The simple sixteen words contained several layers of meaning and covered all bases. No wonder he was 
a clerical official good at writing. 


As long as the censors intervened, Jing’an Department had to hand over Zhang Xiaojing. As for whether 
he was brought to county prison, Dali Temple or Yushi Tai, who cared. 


Yuan Zai smilingly applauded, “I'll do it after the Lantern Festival.” Feng Dalun was impatient, “You’d 
better settle it down today....” Yuan Zai never thought that he was in such a hurry, but now it was Shen 


(15:00-16:59), officials of Dali Temple had all gone home to watch lanterns, no one was on duty. 


Feng Dalun bowed, “I'll offer you great reward for your help,” He stressed the “great reward”. As long as 
Zhang Xiaojing was alive, he would live in absolute terror. 


Yuan Zai thought it over again, and sighed, “Time is urgent. we need a catalyst, if you want bring Zhang 
Xiaojing back today.” 


“What do you mean?” 





“Is it the Wen’s Incense that abetting Zhang Xiaojing’s crime? If someone in Wen’s family is willing to 
turn himself in, the Dali Temple can legitimately accept this case for once today.” 


Feng Dalun clapped hands and laughed, “What a coincidence! The daughter of Wen’s shopkeeper is 
captured by us and held next door. I’m too busy to greet her, how about going with me?” 


Yuan Zai knew that he was also the leader of the Fire. The Fire dared not to fight with Jing’an 
Department, but often bullied folks. Yuan Zai didn’t expose him, agree to go. 


They left Yixiang Pavilion, crossed the courtyard, and came to a low woodshed. Seeing several young 
loafers from the Fire were frustrated at the door, Feng Dalun frowned, and asked them how could they 
be like this with only catching a woman. Young loafers looked at each other, talking in confusion, unable 
to tell what was going on. 


While they were talking, Yuan Zai pushed the woodshed door open. A woman in Hu-style robe, with 
scattered hairs and panic face, was tied to the ground, and her mouth was stuffed with a hemp pit so 
that she could only make a whine. 


When meeting her eyes, Yuan Zai was surprised to notice that there were silver twist and kingfisher 
feathered dian flowers on her cheeks, and a phoenix pattern nanmu zan pinned on bun. 


He stood still, his eyes flickering, and suddenly he made a strange action-turning back and closing the 
door. 


It was really a fantastic world, nothing in which was preordained. 
Not long ago, Li Bi imperceptibly drove He Zhizhang away, but now he had to invite the old man back. 


The Youxiao Guards’ detaining of Zhang Xiaojing was as subtle as an egg hanging on a rope. No matter Li 
Bi or the Prince interfered would break the fragile balance and cause the egg to fall off. He Zhizhang, 
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only person who can take egg down without breaking it. 


If possible, Li Bi wouldn’t swallow his arrogance to bow to that old man. However, he had a strong 
feeling Chang’an remained in acute danger, another great crisis was quietly gathering power. 


In this situation, he had to put his own honor aside. 


He Zhizhang’s house was located in the Xuanping Fang of Wannian County, crossing six intersections to 
the east and then three intersections to the south to arrive at Jing’an Department. It was not close, and 
the streets were crowded with people now. Were it not for access privilege of his horse, he might not 
arrive till midnight. 


Li Bi held the rein tight and galloped down street. It was not time to hang lanterns and night out, but 
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carts. The lantern holders in fangs were undergoing final preparation, while the acrobatics below could 
not wait to start the performance. All along the way, the streets were bustling with Wanjian, wrestling, 





horse show, cockfighting. The greasy smell of roasted lamb in the air, accompanied by the spring tune of 
Hu band, drifted away, echoing the song of girl dancers’ tage. 


This was just a small block, and also fangs farther away were immersed in the same excitement one by 
one. 


Chang’an was a piece of plain silks that had been thrown into a dye vat, the boiling dyes crisscrossing 
the streets as if it flowing over layers of warp and weft yarns. The entire cloth was slowly wet, soaked, 
and colorful halos gradually spread, soon every yarn was stained with the jubilant atmosphere. The 
whole plain silks had changed its color, revealing a festive atmosphere. 


In the festive atmosphere, only Li Bi, with his lips pursed tightly, advanced against the direction of the 
flow of people untimely like a stubborn spot. He managed the horse’s head, trying to dash a path 
through the chaos. 


Looking at the excited smiles and prosperous streets, Li Bi knew that he had no choice. For the people in 
Chang’an, for the future of the Prince, he had to put down his dignity to do a thing he rather unwilling to. 
This was both responsibility and promise. 


“Well, | regard these as secular experience and faith motivation.” Li Bi thought wearily, galloping 
forward. 


The terrain of Xuanping Fang was high and sloped up gently, looking like a flat hill rose abruptly in the 
city. The hill was called Leyou Yuan and consisted four fangs: Xuanping, Xinchang, Shengping and 
Shengdao Fang, overlooking the whole city. The gray-white fang walls winded along the hillside; under 
the wall were full of roses and clovers; willows covering the hill were green in spring and summer, 
extremely beautiful. 


Leyou Yuan and Quijiang Pool were generally known as “Shanshui”, which was scenery that people in 
Chang’an could enjoy without having to leave the city. On the hill, Yuefang (music workshop), theatre 
and tavern were everywhere; great temples in included Cien Temple, Qinglong Temple and Chongzhen 
Temple and etc.; a polo field in nearby Jinggong Fang was one of the few places in Chang’an open to all 
people, one of the best places to have fun in the city. 


He Zhizhang lived in Xuanping Fang, northeastern corner of Leyou Yuan. On the one hand, he chose here 
because there were many willow trees, which were his favorite trees; On the other hand, there was a 
medicinal garden serving the prince in Shengping Fang in the south. Out of respect for the old man, the 
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He Zhizhang sold all houses in Chang’an after retiring, only this one was remained. Obviously, he liked it 
very much. 
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Because of the lush willow trees on the hill, it was even called Liujing (the city of willow). For too many 
dead branches after winter, hanging lanterns was prohibited by the court, there was no high-hanging 
lantern in fang or on the roadside. Leyou Yuan was high enough to provide panoramic view of lanterns 
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position. On the road, the noisy horses and non-stop singing were second to nowhere. 





Li Bi managed to fight his way out and arrived at the southeast corner of Xuanping Fang. There were few 
houses there, but the four door pins on the lintels showed that the owners were all born of noble 
families. With willow trees at the front gate, He Zhizhang’s house was easy to be recognized. He walked 
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7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


One of He Zhizhang's sons was inventorying medicinal materials. This was a wooden middle-aged man 
named He Dong. He was not He Zhizhang's natural son but an adopted one, who was merely a councillor 
in the Ministry of Mining. But He Dong had a very good reputation. After He Zhizhang's natural son, He 
Zeng, enlisted, he stayed in He Mansion, devotedly serving his adoptive father. Everybody praised him 
as a dutiful son. 


He Dong recognized Li Bi. Unaware of the discord between his father and Li Bi, he walked forward and 
welcomed the visitor with hospitality. With a faintly embarrassed look on his face, Li Bi asked He Dong 
about his father's condition. He Dong's face slightly changed, showing concern. He said that his father 
was basically conscious but still suffered from dizziness, that he was confined to bed and had difficulty 
speaking. Judging from He Dong's attitude, He Zhizhang probably didn't tell his family members what 
happened in Jing'an Department. 


"| have some pressing business. May | have an audience with Supervisor He?" After saying this, Li Bi 
added, "It's concerned with the Imperial Court." 


After hesitating briefly, He Dong nodded and led the way. They walked to the doorway of He Zhizhang's 
bedroom. He Dong went inside first and asked his father. Then he walked out and invited Li Bi in. 


Li Bi stepped into the bedroom, collected himself and then cupped his hands before his chest, bowing 
deeply, "Li Bi is honored to bow before Supervisor He." He was that the old man was leaning on a round 
gold-edged leather pillow, white eyebrows drooping. A sense of guilt involuntarily surged through him. 


Eyes glazed, He Zhizhang feebly raised his hand and made a gesture. He Dong bowed and took his leave. 
Before leaving, he closed the inner door. When there were only two people in the room, He Zhizhang 
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"How's Changyuan?" 


Suffering from dizziness, He Zhizhang had to make his remark as concise as possible. Li Bi hurriedly 
sketched out the situation. He Zhizhang quietly listened, making no comments. Li Bi didn't know what he 
was thinking about, so he walked to the bedside, "Supervisor He, the current situation is very 
disadvantageous. I'm afraid you'll have to go to negotiate with the Praetorian Guards Department to get 
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be a disaster in Chang'an, and the Crown Prince won't be able to sleep at night." 


He Zhizhang's eyes were concealed under layers of creases. Li Bi didn't even know whether he fell asleep 
or not. After quite a while, there was still no response. Li Bi stretched out his hand and shook his body. 
He Zhizhang slightly moved his lips and faintly uttered a couple of words, "Don't. The Right Prime 
Minister." Then he pressed his hand onto the edge of the bed. 





Li Bi went anxious. This answer of He Zhizhang's was still in accordance with the strategy for partisan 
wrangles. He Zhizhang was afraid that saving Zhang Xiaojing would offer Li Linfu more pretext to launch 
attack, so he wanted the Jing'an Department to sever its relationship with this convict condemned to 
death. They turned full circle and came back to the original contradiction between them: Li Bi preferred 
to overcome all obstacles to get the job done, by hook or by crook, while He Zhizhang regarded 
defending against the enemies as the priority, always trying to formulate a perfect plan. 


Outside the room, water was falling down into a barrel drop by drop. Li Bi involuntarily raised his voice, 
emphasizing that there was not much time left, that there were still a large number of Fierceflame 
Bombs unaccounted for, which meant Chang'an was at stake. However, He Zhizhang was indifferent and 
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His opinion was very explicit: the job had to be done, but Zhang Xiaojing was not an option. 


Li Bi had anticipated that this issue wouldn't be easy to solve before he came. Without any hesitation, 
he held the lower front of his robe up and knelt down on one knee, "If that issue still rankles with 

Supervisor He, I'm willing to... bear the rod and take any punishment you mete out to me. But there's 
not much time left. | hope Supervisor He can... put the interests of the whole above everything else." 


Taking advantage of the death of Jiao Sui, he had angered He Zhizhang into leaving the department. 
That was indeed his fault. In order to have He Zhizhang come back and offer help, Li Bi was willing to 
swallow his pride. He maintained a humble gesture of admitting his guilt, eyebrows furrowed, white face 
flushing light red. Li Bi could barely breathe under the intense sense of humiliation, but he clenched his 
teeth and persisted. 


His white eyebrows drooping, He Zhizhang seemed to haven't heard his words at all. He just tapped his 
palm on the bed repeatedly, the sound of which resounded through the room. This was a gesture of 
forgiveness, but it was also a gesture of refusal. The old man wouldn't retaliate against him due to 
private grudge, but he didn't think Li Bi's suggestion was good enough, so he rejected it. 


The corner of Li Bi's lips twitched as he saw this reply, his heart sinking. If it was about interests, he was 
willing to make compromises; if it was about private grudge, he was willing to give way. But He Zhizhang 
was making this decision purely for the greater good. It was just that they had different ideas. How was 
he supposed to make concessions under this circumstance? 


"Slap!" He Zhizhang heavily slapped his palm on the wooden bed. This slap was very hard, suggesting 
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Li Bi turned his head aside, took a glance at the darkening sky, and started panting. The path was right in 
front of him, but the stubbornness of this old man stood solidly in Li Bi's way like a giant rock. 


He abruptly stood up. This issue mustn't be delayed for a single moment longer. He had to take decisive 
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There had always been only one path leading to the top of the Hua Mountain(A famous mountain in 
China.) Even if he might fall off and have his body smashed to pieces, he still had to keep walking uphill. 
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Rosefinch Gate in the imperial city, consisting of eighteen houses with overhanging gable roofs. The 
outer gates of the office complexes of other agencies in the imperial city were open to the public, but 
the Praetorian Guards Department was different. There was a circle of grayish red, pointy-ridged wall 
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which made this department rather mysterious. 


This was because the Praetorian Guards Department was responsible for guarding all the south gates of 
the imperial city, so there were large numbers of Leopard Cavalrymen(The name of a kind of cavalry in 
feudal China). Soldiers were related with ferocity, so there had to be a wall to stop the killing aura from 
spreading outwards, lest it affect the harmonious atmosphere of the imperial city. 


Tanqi stood beside the railings for tying horses in front of the gate of the Praetorian Guards Department, 
maintaining a graceful stance. She was wearing a hat with a curtain-hat with drooping silken veil around 
the brim, which covered her face. Yao Runeng, who was beside her, was very anxious, occasionally 
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The had been here for a long time but had no intention of going inside, as if they were waiting for 
something. 


The sun was setting. In two hours, the lantern show held during the Lantern Festival, which was the 
most uproarious event in Chang'an, would kick off. More than half of the staff members of many 
departments had come off work. Every now and then, a couple of officials, who had just handed over 
the duty to the next shift, hurriedly walked out of the complex, worrying that they might miss the fun. 
Standing idly on the street, these two people looked very obtrusive. 


Suddenly, a string of drumbeats came from the distance. Yao Runeng hastily bucked his spirit up and 
started reading the flag signal by afterglow. This time, the flag signal was short, conveying only one word. 
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The curtain-hat briefly quivered. This word meant that her master had failed in the Joy Plain, and that 
they had to resort to the backup plan. 


Tanqi silently reviewed every detail of the plan and took a deep breath, her heart still pounding heavily. 
This was an audacious and dangerous plan with an endless flow of disastrous aftermath. Only when they 
were at the end of their rope would they choose to do so. If any of them made one mistake, they would 
all be doomed. But she didn't regret agreeing to do so, because this was her Master's request. 


If her Master was willing to do anything for the Crown Prince, then she was willing to do anything for her 
Master, including sacrificing her own life. 


"Miss Tanqi, shall we stick to the plan?" asked Yao Runeng. 
"Think about it carefully again. Are you sure there's no omission?" Tanqi was a little uncertain. Li Bi was 
the one who agreed to this plan, but Yao Runeng was the one who formulated it in detail. Tanqi didn't 


have as much confidence in this reckless man as her Master did. 


Yao Runeng slapped himself on the chest, indicating that there was nothing to worry about. 





"Okay. Let's go," Tanqi subdued her restlessness and walked into the second gate of the Praetorian 
Guards Department, accompanied by Yao Runeng. 


Having not expected that there would still be visitors coming at this time, the guard vigilantly tilted his 
spear. Yao Runeng took a step forward and raised his waist seal, "We're here for business." And then he 
tried to walk inside. The guard hurriedly stopped him with his spear, "The security regulation of our 
department is rigorous. Anybody without a fish-bag is not allowed to enter. Please pardon me." That 
waist seal was shiny. The guard didn't know the true identity of its owner, so his tone was very polite. 


Yao Runeng said, "We had an appointment with Staff Officer Zhao. It's about an urgent issue." 
"May | have your name?" 
"Ju Pingkang." 


The guard turned around to check those pieces of bamboo recording scheduled appointments, which 
hung under the eaves of the porch. After going through all those appointment plates, he responded, 
"There's no information of your appointment here, my honored guest." Yao Runeng appeared confused, 
"That can't be true. | did make an appointment with Staff Officer Zhao. Would you mind checking 
again?" The guard patiently ran through them again but found nothing. 


Yao Runeng's face went sullen, "This issue is very important. How could you not prepare an 
appointment plate in advance? You're such an incompetent!" The guard was somewhat nervous, "We're 
only responsible for security. The Provisions Division is charge of appointment plates." Yao Runeng 
thundered, "| don't care how Praetorian Guards Department divides your work. Stop wasting my time!" 
After saying this, he tried to intrude in. 


The several guards instantly went nervous, trying to stop him with their spears and sabers. Tanqi 
suddenly said, "Don't be so impulsive." Yao Runeng reluctantly stopped, drew back out of the gateway 
and threw a name plate to them, "Okay, okay. We won't get in. Ask Staff Officer Zhao to come here." 


Those guards were secretly relieved. They definitely didn't want to take the blame for a mistake of the 
Provisions Division. The visitor's willingness to compromise was the best they could hope for. They 
believed that they should deliver the message as soon as possible to spare themselves any potential 
trouble. So a guard picked up the name plate and ran inside to report. After a while, a fat official in cyan 
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His face full of perplexity, this official had no idea where these two visitors came from, but after sizing 
them up at the second gate, he hurriedly made a bow with hands folded in front, looking very courteous. 


This young bodyguard was common, but the woman behind him was wearing a curtain-hat with 
drooping veil and a broad, black brocade robe. Given the current weather, it was somewhat weird to 
wear such a thick brocade robe, but this outfit must have cost a fortune. 


Staff Officer Zhao knew very well that people who were eligible to set foot in the imperial city were 
either rich or noble; one who dared to stand at the gateway of the Praetorian Guards Department 





requesting a Staff Officer to come out was definitely to be reckoned with. As merely a eighth-grade 
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"The lantern show is about to start. May | ask what | can do for you, my honored guests?" 


Tanqi didn't open the veil but directly passed a jade plate over. At first Staff Officer Zhao was stunned, 
and then he hurriedly took it. The jade plate was about the size of a palm, carved into the shape of a 
cluster of plum blossom. The white of plum blossom and the transparency of white jade was combined 
together in a utterly natural way, displaying exceptional craftsmanship and beauty. 


The jade was premium, but the workmanship was of a more exceptional rarity. Holding the plum- 
blossom jade plate, Staff Officer Zhao was at a nonplus. Tanqi said, "The Seventh Son of Zhao Family, my 
master sent me here to pick up a person." 


Ula olaky=10M dar-VaMal MY ZolUlavom ol aat-laM datz) Vm valem o)iademe)co(-lallalcelanat-vecolamlamalcmiclanll\Amie-]im ©)ii (c=) ay 4ar-(e) 
lowered his head and looked at the plum-blossom jade plate as well as the name plate carved "Ju 
Pingkang". Suddenly, the look in his eyes became excited, "Your Excellency... is from Pingkang Fang?" 
the thin veil of the curtain-hat quivered, but the one behind it said nothing. Staff Officer Zhao 
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department in a highly respectful manner. 


A guard was just about to pass over an appointment plate to register when Staff Officer Zhao gave a 
wide wave of his arm to have the guard draw back. 


They went through a long corridor and arrived at a quiet guest room. Staff Officer Zhao closed the door 
carefully, turned around and smiled, "| never expected that my cheap name would have the honor to be 
remembered by His Lordship." 


"Heh-heh, master once said that your book Shadbush displayed strength of character, that what made it 
precious was the author's modesty." 


Staff Officer Zhao was overwhelmed with joy. As an attempt to pose as a lover of culture, he once 
arranged his poems into a collection, but only sent copies to some of his relatives. Unexpectedly, that 
dignitary had read it. Feeling both honored and flattered, he hurriedly gathered himself, "May | ask what 
the Right Prime Minister—" 


"Um?" 


Behind the veil, Tanqi gave a discontented nasal sound. Staff Officer Zhao hastily changed the form of 
address, "I mean your noble master... May | ask whom your noble master sent Your Excellency here to 
pick up?" Tanqi answered, "Zhang Xiaojing." Staff Officer Zhao was stunned. Yao Runeng added, "The 

man you caught an hour ago." 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Staff Officer Zhao had heard of that disorder happened in West Market and also knew that a man was 
escorted back in custody. What he hadn't expected was that even the Right Prime Minister was involved 
in this issue. 


"He...is an important criminal of the Imperial Court..." Staff Officer Zhao couldn't understand the 
complex situation behind this, but he did know that this person mattered a lot. Tanqi said, "This person's 
name is Zhang Xiaojing. My master and the Praetorian Guards Department planted him. Otherwise, why 
there was no name in the notification letter to the Jing'an Department?" 


Her voice was unhurried, but was tinged with reservedness and arrogance that members of noble status 
possessed. 


Staff Officer Zhao thought for a while after hearing this. Then he gently smacked his right fist into the 
palm of his left hand, as if light suddenly dawned on him, "So... this is what it's about!" Tanqi and Yao 
Runeng were greatly relieved and said to themselves at the same time, 'We did it.' 


Li Linfu secretly ordered the Praetorian Guards Department to arrest Zhang Xiaojing, so there were only 
words like "...arrest related suspects for intensive investigation" but no names. Li Linfu did this so that 
he could covertly transfer the prisoner. If the Jing'an Department demand the release of the prisoner, 
the Praetorian Guards Department could give them another prisoner and tell them, "We only arrested 
related suspects, but we never said that we arrested the one you're looking for." 


Li Bi was very good at playing this kind of word game as well as turning it into his advantage. Since they 
could only transfer the prisoner covertly, Li Bi decided to make the first move, rescuing the prisoner by 
having his subordinates impersonate the opponent's men. 


That jade plate was actually a gift given to Li Bi by Li Heng. Plum blossom connoted their family name 
"Li". As luck would have it, these three people had the same family name "Li", which made this jade 
plate perfect to be passed off as a token from Li Linfu, deceiving everybody. 


As aresult, the moment Tanqi showed the jade plate and the pseudonym "Ju Pingkang", Staff Officer 
Zhao was immediately prejudiced by his first impression, believing that the visitor was sent by Prime 
Minister Li. After the visitor stated the details of that document sent to the Jing'an Department, Staff 
Officer Zhao was more convinced and instantly "understood", 'Oh, so Prime Minister Li has been 
cooperating with our department. His subordinates are here to transfer the prisoner.’ 


It seemed as if the string of hints tricked the listener by luck, but actually the officials of the Jing'an 
Department racked their brains to perfect the details. 


Seeing that the time was ripe, Tanqi urged him, "The lantern show is about to start. Please bring us to 
the prisoner as soon as possible, Staff Officer Zhao." Staff Officer Zhao was extremely excited on the 
thought of having Prime Minister Li as a potential backer, so he hurriedly agreed. 





Staff Officer Zhao led the two towards the depths of the department. There were a lot of side corridors, 
inner chambers and warehouses connected to each other like a maze. Without an insider leading the 
way, one would surely get lost. They took a turn and saw a team of soldiers walking towards them head- 
on. Staff Officer Zhao suddenly stopped and gave a light "Eek" sound. Tanqi and Yao Runeng's hearts 
missed a beat at the same time, believing that something was wrong. Yao Runeng stretched his hand 
towards his waist where an iron ruler was hidden. 


Unexpectedly, Staff Officer Zhao said obsequiously, "The path ahead is dark and the ceiling is low. Your 
Excellency's curtain-hat might be an inconvenience. Please be careful." Tanqi was relieved. It was indeed 
very inconvenient to walk in such a narrow passage behind a veil. She moved the thin veil aside, 
revealing an exceedingly beautiful face. 


Staff Officer Zhao was amazed by her beauty but didn't dare to stare at her, so he hurriedly turned 
around. Rumor said that Prime Minister Li had a lust for women and numerous concubines. Even a 
handmaid of his was so pretty. Having an impression that this visitor was Prime Minister Li's envoy, he 
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Staff Officer Zhao told them that the Praetorian Guards Department had no special prison. Behind a big 
iron gate was a warehouse serving the purpose of storing things. Currently, some soldiers were guarding 
it. Clearly, this warehouse was temporarily used as a cell for detaining important prisoners. 


Staff Officer Zhao walked over first and whispered something into a guard's ear, occasionally turning his 
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Yao Runeng noticed that Tanqi's cuffs were quivering. Coming into a prion to rescue a prisoner was too 
difficult a task for a young woman. After all, this was an emergency plan formulated in a haste, in which 
there were still many uncertainties, so they needed a little luck. 


"It's no big deal. Even if we got seen through, we can just fight our way in and get Commandant Zhang 
out of here," looking ahead with an iron ruler in his hand, Yao Runeng said in a tone tinged with ferocity 
similar to that of Zhang Xiaojing. 


To dissolve her nervousness, Tanqi said in a muted voice, "Why do you care so much about that 
playboy?" 


Tanqi didn't like Zhang Xiaojing. She came here purely because of her master, so she couldn't quite 
understand why Yao Runeng volunteered to perform this dangerous task. Yao Runeng answered, "He's a 
hero. He doesn't deserve this. This thing we're doing is illegal, but it's the right thing to do." 


"Was he really doing those things for residents of this city? He didn't plan to flee?" Tanqi curiously asked 
a rhetorical question. 


As if humiliated, Yao Runeng knitted his eyebrows, "If Commandant Zhang intends to flee, nobody in this 
city can stop him." 


Tanqi sighed, "Master is also reckless. He dared to entrust this man with such an important task when 
he first met him. | really can't understand. He is just a murderer who killed his superior. Why do you 





both trust him so much?" Yao Runeng had always been curious about the crime Zhang Xiaojing was 
convicted of. Hearing this, he hurriedly asked, "You know why he was sent to jail?" 


"Master once briefly talked about this, saying that he killed his superior." 


Yao Runeng was startled. Zhang Xiaojing's superior was a Vice County Magistrate, an official of the 
second level of the eighth grade. Zhang Xiaojing killed someone whose rank was higher than his. No 
wonder he was convicted of a capital offence. Yao Runeng continued to ask why he killed his superior. 
Tanqi shook her head and said she didn't know, which greatly surprised Yao Runeng. As far as he had 
observed, Zhang Xiaojing was a secretive man who shouldn't have done something that impulsive. At 
the very least, even if Zhang Xiaojing really had an intention of killing the Vice County Magistrate, with 
his skills, how could anybody have caught him? 


"No. It can't be that simple. There must be something behind it," Yao Runeng shook his head. 


"Humph. He's merely an idle playboy. What else could possibly be behind it?" Tanqi had never forgotten 
the bold gaze he had given her. 


Right on cue, Staff Officer Zhao returned. The two hurriedly adjusted their facial expression. Staff Officer 
Zhao looked resigned, "I'm afraid we got a problem." Tanqi knitted her pretty eyebrows, "What's going 
on?" 


Staff Officer Zhao said, "If he were a common prisoner, | can give the order myself. But this prisoner's 
arrest was ordered by General Gan himself, and the document bore the official seal. By rules, we need 
his signature... Your noble master must have told you this, right?" upon these words, faint suspicion 
glinted in his eyes. 


Under normal circumstances, before sending an envoy here to transfer the prisoner, Prime Minister Li 
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only had a plum-blossom-shaped jade plate, so Staff Officer Zhao became fairly suspicious. 


Tanqi had extremely quick reflexes. She raised her chin and put on an unhappy face, "This involves 
secrets of the Imperial Court, so Master intends to keep it confidential. But you want it to be recorded in 
an official document. Are you trying to make this known to everybody?" 


Hearing this serious accusation against him, Staff Officer Zhao felt a cold shiver of fear run through him, 
"| don't dare. | don't dare. But these Praetorian Guards are enforcing military laws. | don't have the 
authority to transfer the prisoner." Seeing that Tanqi was unhappy, he briefly rolled his eyes sideways 
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take the token from your noble master to the general. In less than an hour, he will surely take the signed 
document back." 


Staff Officer Zhao said this to both ease the tension and to sound the two visitors out. A true envoy of 
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Of course Tanqi didn't dare to face the general, so she hurriedly raised her voice, "My master is in an 
urgent need of this person. It can't be delayed for a single moment. If master's big plan fails because of 





this, are you willing to accept responsibility?" She deliberately ignored the Praetorian Guards 
Department and just kept putting pressure on this Staff Officer Zhao. 


Staff Officer Zhao was sweating buckets but still unwilling to compromise. 


The conversation reached a impasse. Tanqi began to feel anxious. She had been acting arrogantly all the 
time for fear of Staff Officer Zhao seeing through them. Seeing that things were rapidly going in an 
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calmed her down. Then she said, "How about this? You take us in and let us talk to him. My master 
wants to ask him a few questions." 


This was a solution that satisfied both sides. It was not against the military order, and the envoy could 
also get part of what she wanted. Staff Officer Zhao had no authority to take the prisoner out, but he 

could take others inside. Relieved, he talked with the guard for a brief while and then the door of the 

warehouse was opened. 


Before going inside, Tanqi gave a little cough. Yao Runeng glimpsed at her and saw that she raised her 
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movement briefly froze when he saw this common movement, and with that the look in his eyes 
became fierce. 


This motion indicated that Plan B was also no longer an option, so they had to adopt Plan C, which was 
not formulated by Li Bi or Yao Runeng but by Tangi herself. 


The tree people followed the guards into the warehouse where they were greeted by a smell of moldy 
straw. It was dark and they could barely see anything. On the ground were a large pile of bamboo mats 
and parts of armor. In the corner were a couple of shabby cases. Along the foot of the wall were seven 
or eight wooden racks on which people could be tied. 


A person was tightly bound on one of those wooden racks by several crossed livid iron chains. It was 
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Praetorian GuardsZhang Xiaojing looked the same as what he looked like when he crawled out of the 
canal, his chignon dripping wet and awry, and there were still water and burns on his clothes. It seemed 
that those Praetorian Guards hadn't tortured him yet after taking him here. Hearing the footsteps, he 
raised his head. A piercing look appeared in his only eye when he saw that it was Tanqi and Yao Runeng 
who came. 


"Er, this is the prisoner," said Staff Officer Zhao. 


Tandi said, "| want to ask him a few questions on behalf of my master. Would you mind?" Staff Officer 
Zhao took the hint and immediately ordered the guards to leave. Originally he himself also intended to 
leave, but Tanqi said to him, "Staff Officer Zhao is one of us. You may stay." Secretly pleased to hear this, 
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The room instantly became darker when the door was shut. This place was originally a warehouse with 
only one small air vent, and there was no peephole in the door, so even those guards couldn't look 
inside after the door was closed. 





Staff Officer Zhao felt that it was too dark, so he bent over and fumbled for the candlestick. Yao Runeng 
walked up to him and offered to light the candle. Staff Officer Zhao didn't suspect anything and just 
handed the candlestick to him. Unexpectedly, instead of a piece of steel for flint, Yao Runeng fished out 
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Staff Officer Zhao let out a muffled groan and fell to the ground prostrate. Yao Runeng caught the falling 
candlestick without making any noise. 


Yao Runeng stuffed anesthetic pill into Staff Officer Zhao's mouth, pressed his ear on the door and 
cautiously listened. After quite a while, he made a gesture indicating that guards were not alerted. 


Tanqi quickly walked up to Zhang Xiaojing and said in a low voice, "Master sent me here to rescue you." 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 6 —- missing chap MTL 


Tan Qi walked a few steps in front of Zhang Xiaojing and whispered: "The master asked me to save you." 


Zhang Xiaojing grinned and said: "I know he will come to save me. It's not time to hide the bow and cook 
the dog." ." 


Tan Qi ignored his sarcasm and began to unbutton his robe. Zhang Xiaojing stayed for a while: "What 
does this mean? Will you leave me a seed?" Tan Qi looked red and whispered him bitterly: "Deng Tuozi! 
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wrapped it Zhang Xiaojing was released from the restraint. 


Zhang Xiaojing moved his wrists and neck, and he was very emotional. You know, trespassing on the 
inner city of the imperial city and stealing prisoners, this is usually a shocking case. 


In order to save him, Li Bi would actually do this? 


But Zhang Xiaojing didn't feel much grateful. The young Master Si Cheng did not do so out of morality. | 
was afraid that the situation would change again and | needed the help of Zhang Xiaojing. 


But the priority is how to get out. 


The two chicks apparently pretended to be someone's identity and mixed in, but the key is how they 
plan to get themselves out of right Xiaowei. 


Zhang Xiaojing turned his head and saw that Tan Qi had taken off the Jinpao, resting it on the top of the 
box beside it, and was tearing off the tulle around the curtain. The frivolous words really angered her, so 
Zhang Xiaojing didn't know the past, and waited patiently. 


Tan Qi vigorously disposed the curtain cap, and then threw it together with Jinpao to Zhang Xiaojing, 
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has the same color as the original tulle, and the count is more dense. Wearing this, as long as the veil is 
hung down, 

people outside can't see their faces at all. 


Zhang Xiaojing immediately understood their plan. 


He was similar to Tanqi, wearing a robe and a veil, and swaying away. The outsiders could not have 
imagined that the people in the robe had already transferred. 


Zhang Xiaojing squeezed the brim and narrowed his eyes to Tanqi: "What a good idea for Li Daitao to be 
stiff. But in this way, why not throw you alone in this tiger's den?" The most important point of this plan 





is that Tanqi must be replaced Zhang Xiaojing stayed. Because the number of people leaving the cell 
must be right, the guard will not be suspicious. 


Tan Qi didn't look at him: "This doesn't need you to worry, the son will come to save me." 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head and reached out to put the curtain cap back on the Tan chess head. This 
indiscretion made Tanqi startled and almost shouted. She subconsciously wanted to hide, but Zhang 
Xiaojing grabbed her arm and grinned: "No, this plan is not to my taste." 


Tan Qi was a little annoyed and wanted to shake off his hand, but that hand was like a pair of tongs, 
which made her unable to break free. She could only lower her voice and shouted with her breath: "Do 
you want your son's efforts to be in vain?" 


"No, I'm just not used to letting women die on my behalf." Zhang Xiaojing looked serious. 


Tan Qi gave up struggling and glared at Zhang Xiaojing reluctantly: "What a gentleman, how are you 
going to leave?" Zhang Xiaojing shook his fnger and smiled, "Just | have a way to let everyone leave 
safely." 


The guards outside the cell chatted for a long time, and they envied their colleagues who had the 
opportunity to attend the frst day lantern festival. However, the Shangyuan Lantern Festival will last for 
three days. After fnishing the rotation today, we can go out and have fun tomorrow. The guards were 
talking to Xing's head, and suddenly they shrugged their noses all by themselves: "Where is the cooking? 
The smoke is here." 


Soon everyone in the circle smelled it, and everyone looked down at the taste, and they suddenly found 
that the smoke was coming out of the gap between the cell doors. They quickly knocked on the door, 
trying to fgure out what was going on inside. 


But the door was latched by Zhao Shenjun from the inside. Unless there was a hit, it would not be 
opened from the outside. Seeing the freworks getting thicker and thicker, and even faintly seeing the 
fames, the guards were anxious. You Xiaowei ’s house is densely populated with wooden buildings. As 
long as there is a little fame, it may spread. 


There was chaos in front of the cell. Some people said to hurry up to get water. Some people said that 
they should fnd a way to open the door. Others said that it is better to report to the peak frst, and then 
someone shouted that the peak is not inside! Everyone is at a loss. 


Fortunately, the door was suddenly pushed open from the inside. First, a thick smoke puffed out, and 
then Zhao Shenjun and three others ran out disgraced, embarrassed ... wait! Three? The guards took a 
closer look. The prisoner was actually among them. His chains were tied up, and Zhao Shenjun was 
behind him. It's just that the smoke is smoky and the details are not clear. 


As soon as Zhao Shenjun came out, he shouted angrily: "The candle inside touched the straw and quickly 
called someone to rescue the fre, and the fre could not be allowed to spread!" He was the highest- 
ranking person on the spot. As soon as he spoke, the guards immediately stabilized Military heart. Zhao 
Senjun pulled the prisoner and shouted, "I will transfer this important person to a safe place frst. You 
hurry to call the police!" 





As soon as the words fell, the fre in the cell suddenly lit up. The blazing fre rushed violently towards both 
sides of the room. The guards did not expect the fre to be so ferce this time, and no matter what else, 
they looked around for fre fghting equipment. Many people are praising the enlightened military 
sergeant in their hearts, promptly getting the criminals out, and in case they are really burned to death, 
those who knock on the door will be unlucky. 
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fercer, and the gray smoke spread all over, and everyone covered their mouths and noses, coughing and 
heading forward. Zhao Shenjun and his party walked out against the fow of people, the smoke was 
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Zhao Shenjun walked ahead, looking stiff and iron green. Although the prisoner hung a chain on his body, 
his right hand was not restrained, holding on tightly, and never left Zhao Shenjun's vest. Tan Qi and Yao 
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They did not expect that Zhang Xiaojing actually set the whole cell on fre. 


The two of them thought about how to cover up the fgure and act in a low-key manner; but Zhang 
Xiaojing is diametrically opposed. The fgure ca n’t be concealed. It does n’t matter. 


This method is simple and rude, but it's just too clever. Not to mention Tan Qi and Yao Runeng, even Li 
Bi didn't have such a ferce courage. In order to save a person, he actually burned the entire right 
Xiaowei. 


"It's just such a trouble, the son's next trouble, I'm afraid it will be more." 


Tan Qi sighed secretly, but did not have much resentment towards the guy in front. After all, he chose 
this way in order not to let himself sacrifce. What kind of person is this Deng Tuozi? Tan Qi raised his 
eyes and looked at Zhang Xiaojing, but his back was blurred by the black smoke. 
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Yin blanket with a ruddy face. Zhang Xiaojing shook off the chain on his body and smiled: "Your 
Excellency cooperated well. Next, you have to help me fnd a suit." Zhao Shenjun knew that it was 
useless, stood up and opened the cabinet in silence, turning out a spare set of eight Changfu. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't avoid people, he changed his clothes and was about to go out. Zhao Senjun 
suddenly stopped him: "You just leave like this?" The three turned around, wondering what he meant. 
Zhao Shenjun tilted his head and pointed to his neck: "Be good, come here, | can take a little 
responsibility." Zhang Xiaojing laughed: "Sincerity as | obeyed." Then he put up his palm and knocked 
hard. Zhao Shenjun suddenly fainted. 


The three did not dare to stay longer and left the room and went straight outside. At this time, the fre 
was getting bigger and bigger, and all the left-behind guards of the right Xiaowei were alarmed, and 

people everywhere could hear someone shouting "Go Water! Go Water!". In this chaos, nobody cares 
about these people at all. They swaggered along the corridor and walked smoothly to the heavy door. 





As long as the heavy door is passed, it is considered to have escaped from life. Yao Runeng and Tangi 
couldn't help but take a long sigh of relief. The time just now was not long, but it was really too painful. 
They couldn't wait to catch their breath. 
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to rush to the fre. Right Xiaowei's corridor is very narrow and can only accommodate two people 
walking side by side. The three had to avoid sideways in advance. The light was dim, and the other 
person's face could not be seen clearly. When he turned, Yao Ru accidentally glanced at the man with 
two white tapes beside his shoulder armor. 


When the man and Zhang Xiaojing were staggered, they were just facing each other, and both of them 
suddenly froze. 


It is Choi. 


This is a coincidence. After Cui Qi grabbed Zhang Xiaojing to You Xiaowei, he never left. He knew that he 
would defnitely not be able to stay at the Jing'an Division, and was anxious to talk to the chief of You 
Xiaowei about placement and treatment. But several senior offcials were out, and he had to wait in the 
room uneasy. The gong that ran through the water just now sounded. He felt that he couldn't sit down. 
He wanted to come out and show it. 


Although Cui Qi was cowardly, his response was frst-rate, and he knew what had happened the frst time. 
He did not hesitate to take three steps back, and while pulling his knife, he pulled up his throat and 
yelled, "A felony escaped!" 


Zhang Xiaojing's response was not slow either. He jumped forward and slammed Cui Qi's belly with his 
elbow. Between the light and stone fre, the two took several tricks. They are all played in the army, they 
are strong and direct, and they have played well for a while. Unfortunately, Zhang Xiaojing was able to 
suppress Cui Qi's movements, but he had no time to seal his mouth. 


Cui Qi never thought of knocking down Zhang Xiaojing quickly, it only took time. He yelled while playing, 
and after a while, the guard of the heavy door was stunned and rushed towards this side. There are 
more than a dozen people in this team, all of them are fully armed, and even Zhang Xiaojing can't solve 
it with three heads and six arms. 


Yao Runeng and Tan Qi closed their eyes in pain, seeing that they had overcome many diffculties, but 
they were actually broken at the last step. It was really a failure. 


[10] O) Mi chen day- lene alo) dal-1amey-]anvM/-]e-] ole] 0mm Komor-1 cola alicm at-lavepur-lalem alcMante){-1aal-)alecwcie))(-1e melo) 0a ala 
suddenly noticed Zhang Xiaojing's lips, and actually showed a grin, not knowing well. As soon as this guy 
showed such a smile, something must have happened. Cui Qi backed away in a hurry to prevent him 
from breaking out. 


Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing didn't pursue him at all, but stood on the spot and shouted with a louder 
voice: "The brigade of the brigade army prisons !!!" 


Cui Qi's face changed. He wore a brigade of the brigade, and Zhang Xiaojing was wearing the suit of You 
Xiaowei. Those soldiers of the right Xiaowei responded frst to who they would help without thinking. 





[OU] MO} Malrgat-lol\muvlaal-tom-1a0)0alom-laleW-\:),¢-10 mcom->.40)[-]l apm olU lm dalomzale) (-maal[al-Mu\c- kolo eve)aale)i(o-] K-10 par-]alemAnVe) 
or three sentences were unclear. Whichever soldiers control these, three or four people come up and 
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heavy door. 





7. Shen Zhang (16:00-16:59) part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 


Cui Qi's face instantly went colorless. He was wearing Lubi-Army uniform, while Zhang Xiaojing was 
wearing Praetorian-Guard mufti. He knew which one of them those soldiers of the Praetorian Guards 
Department would help without even thinking about it. 
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to be stated clearly in just a few remarks. Those soldiers didn't care about his explanation at all. Four of 
them rushed over and brought Cui Qi to the ground. Zhang Xiaojing and the other two people seized this 
opportunity, walked past them and ran towards the second gate. 


Cui Qi didn't dare resist but kept yelling, trying to tell them that person was an impostor. Finally, a 
soldier realized that something was wrong. He tried to stop Zhang Xiaojing to ask him some questions. 
Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing waved his hand and scattered some lime powder. A couple of soldiers 
nearby immediately held their eyes and crouched down in sharp pain. 


The lime powder was scraped off from the wall of the warehouse. Zhang Xiaojing packed a bag of it and 
hid it in his front inside pocket before leaving the warehouse. As expected, it proved useful. Watching 
this at the side, Yao Runeng felt that Zhang Xiaojing was like a devil who could always find a way out in a 
hopeless situation by see things from an incredible perspective. He even suspected that this guy would 
still manage to escape from here eventually even if he and Tanqi hadn't risked coming here to rescue 
him. 


Taking advantage of this rare interval, the three managed to break through the encirclement and madly 
ran forward. Tanqi, who was running in front, felt that she had never run so fast before, that her lungs 
were about to burst. The first gate was within sight, and she could also see the bows and arrows hanging 
on the lintel. 


She was only ten plus steps away from it, and there was no obstacle in her way. She gathered all her 
strength and became the first one to run out of the first gate. However, the next instant, she abruptly 
stopped, transfixed with shock. Behind her, Yao Runeng and Zhang Xiaojing barely stopped in time and 
nearly bumped against her back. 


They didn't ask her why she suddenly stopped, because the answer was right in front of them. 


Outside the department, dozens of Leopard Cavalrymen galloped over like a dark cloud. Deep, frequent 
clatter of horses' hoofs were heard. The moment the three of them rushed out of the gate, those 
Leopard Cavalrymen also arrived. These well-trained cavalrymen quickly reined in and formed a 
semicircle around the first gate. Legs of horses were like trees in a dense forest, and numerous long 
sabers were held upright. There were also sounds of bowstrings tightening coming from the rear. 


The three stood leaning against the gate, having no idea what else they could do. Even if Zhang Xiaojing 
Nclaom-Macilaleslaar-1ulelameym-m-xele Pad al-lacmV 7m alohaal atom al-meolel(ome(omlamaal cm dialemelmiael-la(e)am 





Trembling all over, Tanqi could barely keep her footing. She was not afraid of death, but it was beyond 
her mental endurance to die when she was so close to a successful escape. Zhang Xiaojing stretched out 
a hand and pressed it on her shoulder. This time Tangqi didn't dodge. His palm was very hot. The heat 
went straight into Tanqi's body, dissolving her fear. 


"Back then in the cell, | was presumptuous. | beg your pardon." Formidable enemies were right in front 
of them, yet what Zhang Xiaojing was thinking about was such an insignificant matter. 


Seeing that he chose to apologize under this circumstance, Tanqi had no idea whether she should 
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Behind them, Cui Qi and guards rushed over, flustered and exasperated. He was rejoiced that Leopard 
Cavalrymen had stopped Zhang Xiaojing, whose regaining freedom was what concerned him the most. 
Now so many Leopard Cavalrymen had come, which indicated that the general himself was also here. By 
no means could that guy escape. Holding a length of rope, he pondered over how to bring Zhang 
Xiaojing down to the ground, but on second thought, he wondered whether he would be stealing the 
general's thunder if he did that, so he hesitantly put the rope down, planning to wait and make a 
decision later. 


Right at this moment, those cavalrymen in the middle of the semicircle simultaneously moved sideways 
and with that a tall, square-faced general of dignified bearing slowly rode forward through those 
cavalrymen. Holding the reins on one hand and a horsewhip on the other, at a gentle pace, he rode 
straight to the front of the first gate and stopped. Yao Runeng recognized him. He was the General of 
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Gan Shoucheng, whose mount was a precious horse from the Western Regions, looked down at the 
three people who were like cornered prey but didn't give the order to arrest them immediately, playing 
around with the end of the horsewhip. His eyes moved from these people's faces to their feet, and then 
to the first gate. Suddenly, in his eyes appeared a trace of regret, as if his prey fled at the last moment 
before he shot the arrow from his bow. 


The smoke emanating from the rear of the department was getting thicker and thicker, but Gan 
Shoucheng was lost in thought on the horse. 


There was a brief silence in front of the first gate. Nobody knew how this general, whose department 
had been burnt, would punish these criminals. Everybody waited. Finally, Gan Shoucheng slowly raised 
his right hand, his face expressionless. Leopard Cavalrymen knew the general was about to issue an 
order, their horses snorting restlessly. 


Gan Shoucheng didn't heavily swing his arm downwards but laterally swung it quickly to and fro, which 
was an explicit order: making way. Those cavalrymen didn't understand why, but a military order must 
be rigidly followed. They immediately made way for the three people. 
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direction of somewhere outside the imperial city, coldly letting out a snort. 





Yao Runeng was the first one to realize what the general meant. That was the Jing'an Department's 
watchtower closest to the imperial city. 


Light suddenly dawned on Zhang Xiaojing who then raised limp Tanqi to her feet and then walked 
through the passage with Yao Runeng. On their sides, those cavalrymen were eyeing them with hostility. 
Once the commander gave the order, they would immediately tear these three criminals into pieces. 
However, when they walked out of their sight, the general still didn't say anything. 


Cui Qi couldn't believe what he had just seen. He waved his arms, believing that the general had given 
the wrong order, but no matter how hard he urged them, those guards of the Praetorian Guards 
Department stayed indifferent. Cui Qi sat onto the ground with a thud, his face ashen. He had been 
making wrong decisions all along since this morning. 


Gan Shoucheng's eyes rested on this poor person for a while and then he blandly gave an order. Cui Qi 
was amazed, on his face appearing an expression difficult to tell whether it was delight or shock. 


Wang Yunxiu felt that this was a terrible day. 


First she had a carriage accident, then was abducted and transferred here and there, and there was 
even a ferocious guy trying to kill her. Currently, hands tied, she was deserted in this dirty woodshed like 
garbage, and someone had also rudely stuffed an anesthetic pill into her mouth. 


Wang Yunxiu had secretly cursed numerous times, "Who are these goddamn criminals exactly? Don't 
they know I'm Wang Zhongsi's daughter?" 


Unfortunately, it seemed as if they indeed didn't know. Nobody had come to the woodshed, and she 
was unable to yell. All she could do was keep lying on the ground alone like this. The ground was very 
chilly. Soon Wang Yunxiu started shivering with cold. Her thin, delicate wrists ached rubbing against the 
rope, and she was also suffering from dizziness due to the impact during the carriage accident. She had 
never been treated this way before. After struggling for a while, she was exhausted and started 
shedding tears silently, but soon she ran out of tears and started staring emptily at the house beam with 
a leaden look on her face, praying that she would soon wake up from this nightmare. 


When Wang Yunxiu felt that she was about to die, the door squeaked and with that someone walked 
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She feebly raised her head. The stranger in front of her had a white, square face, a broad brow and a 
short mustache, dressed in a cyan official robe. Wang Yunxiu remembered that she saw people dressed 
in this kind of clothing at home on a frequent basis, and every one of them was very respectful to her 
father. 


How dare this kind of cheap guy be impertinent to me? Rage simmered inside Wang Yunxiu. Having 
convinced herself that this guy before her was the initiator of all this, she angrily wanted to open her 
mouth and revile him, but due to the anesthetic pill in her mouth, all her words turned into meaningless, 
muffled murmurs. 
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strange — he turned around and closed the door. Wang Yunxiu's heart lurched, wondering what he was 
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Yuan Zai closed the door, turned around and rested his eyes on the female in front of him again, his 
mind working very fast. 


With an instinct for luxuries, the moment he entered the woodshed, he noticed that the flower-shaped 
hair ornaments on this woman's temples were made of filamentary silver. The flower-shaped hair 
ornaments themselves were not valuable, but the filamentary silver was arranged with craftsmanship so 
superb that these ornaments possessed the texture of a kingfisher's feather, and this craftsmanship 
alone was worth at least dozens of Pi(1. Pi is a unit of length used in feudal China. A Pi is roughly 
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grain of the wood was even and dense like spun good. He could tell it was premium Spun Gold Nanmu at 
first sight. 


Maybe in common people's eyes, these two things were just "valuable", but an expert like Yuan Zai 
could find unnoticeable details and tell that their owner was from a noble family. 


A daughter of an incense store owner might have some gold or silver ornaments, but by no means could 
she possess ornaments like these. 


Yuan Zai walked up to her, stretched out his right thumb and right index and said, "Please pardon me." 
Then he opened Wang Yunxiu's mouth and gently took the anesthetic pill out. The next moment, an 
extremely angry voice issued from her throat: 


"Damn bastards! I'll have my father behead all of you!" 


"As expected... '" Yuan Zai said to himself. A girl grew up in a commoner's family could never have 
cultivated this kind of air of condescension. He asked in a calm tone, "May | have your father's name?" 


Wang Yunxiu sneered, "You think you deserve to hear the name of General Yun Hui with your cheap 
ears?" 


On hearing the name, Yuan Zai gasped in astonishment. The rank of General Yun Hui was the lower level 
of the third grade, which was of the highest status apart from that of the four General-in-chiefs. In the 
whole Chang'an — no, in the whole Tang Dynasty, there were less than twenty people who had this title, 
and every one of them was either an important official or a dignitary. 


Feng Dalun's subordinates must have caught the person. They had not only taken a wrong person 
hostage but also taken back a hot potato. Feng Dalun himself probably hadn't checked the hostage yet, 
otherwise he should have spotted this fatal mistake long ago. 


They kidnapped a family member of General Yun Hui. Even the deaths of all members of ten Fires Gang 
wouldn't be enough to atone for this crime! 


Yuan Zai couldn't help hating Feng Dalun, 'This is a terrible mistake made by him. Why did he drag me 
into this?! This woman has convinced herself that I've been colluding with the Fires Gang. Judging by her 





temper, she probably won't believe my explanation. If | release her, her family would probably take 
brutal retaliation against me. | fucking did nothing! | don't deserve this!’ 


Fortunately Yuan Zai had just decisively closed the door the moment he found that her identity was 
suspicious, which provided him with some room for maneuver. 


By all odds, Yuan Zai should tell Feng Dalun right away, have him release the hostage immediately and 
apologize, but Yuan Zai realized that this move was not favorable for himself. His mind working furiously, 
he mulled over how he could extricate himself from this perilous situation, and even whether it was 
possible to profit from it. 


Being of humble origins, Yuan Zai firmly believed this motto: 'Fame can only be achieved through hard 
work. Wealth can only be obtained amid dangerous situation.’ The more dangerous the situation was, 
the greater wealth he might get in it. It was all about whether he had the courage to take the risk. It was 
with his extremely keen nose for opportunities and his sheer persistence that he managed to achieve 
what he currently had. 


These thoughts seemed lengthy when described in words, but in fact, they passed Yuan Zai's mind in 
merely an instant. Having made up his mind, with a sullen look on his face, he bent over and growled at 
Wang Yunxiu in a low voice, "Shut up!" 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 8 


Translator: DragonRider 


Wang Yunxiu was stunned. No one had ever talked to her like this. Yuan zai violently put his hand over 
her mouth to stop her from breaking out, “Do you wanna get out of here alive and stand before you 
father again?” In a daze for a second, Wang Yunxiu immediately nodded. And Yuan Zai loosened his 
hand, said seriously, “You’re in extreme danger, only | can help you out, do you understand? Repeat 
what | said!” 


How could Wang Yunxiu be willing to listen, she shook her head vigorously. Yuan Zai sneered and stood 
up, pretending to leave. She quickly said with fear, “Hold on, please!” Yuan Zai came back and looked at 
her coldly, speechless. For fear of missing the last chance, Wang Yunxiu managed to repeat it in a low 
voice, “Only you can help me out....” the last note was slightly high, full of doubt. 


Yuan Zai was inwardly relieved. To deal with Princess Wang Yunxiu, the only way was to toughly knock 
her back. Now that she agreed to repeat what he had said, showing the strategy had begun to work. 


He clasped the hemp pit in his fingers and put it in her mouth again, “Listen, next you must give absolute 
obedience to me. One violation, |’ll leave at once. Nod your heard if you agree.” 
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“Don’t worry. You won’t be hurt anymore since you meet me today.” Yuan Zai asserted. 


After so much suffering, her spirit nearly collapsed, and such sudden words were no less than the sound 
of nature that stopped her body from shivering. She vaguely felt that the man spoke in an authoritative 
tone like her father, very tough, yet with deep concern. 


After calming her down, Yuan Zai stood up to pull the door open, coming across Feng Dalun coming in. 
Yuan Zai stopped him with sulky face, “Principal Feng, we’re in trouble.” 


Feng Dalun stood still, puzzled. Yuan Zai turned sideways, “Look, is that Wen Ran?” Feng Dalun’s face fell 
the time he carefully looked forward. The woman lied in the room was nothing like Wen Ran. Yuan Zai 
said, “Look again, carefully.” 


Familiar with luxury, Feng Dalun recognized the unusual silver flower dian and nanmu zan when glancing 
over her, his face turned deathly pale. Yuan Zai made a sign for him to get out. Feng Dalun hurriedly 
exited room and shut the door. 


A few young loafers came over, but were kicked down by Feng Dalun one by one. These fucking idiots 
must have lost Wen Ran on the way, and kidnapped a woman without even knowing who she was 
instead! He was about to ask them for details, but were interrupted by Yuan Zai’s grim voice, “Principal 
Feng, leave them alone. We should think about how to remedy it.” 





With sweat gathering on his forehead, Feng Dalun explained hastily, “I’m gonna ask her what happened 
and let her go.” 


“If you do it, there will be hell to pay.” 


Being a clever man, Feng Dalun knew right away the stakes with just a little guidance from Yuan Zai. 
Mercy and forgiveness were never known to those dignitaries in Chang’an. Once Feng let her off, he 
would be under immediate siege from her private guards. The King of Yong was cold by nature that it 
was impossible to expect him to come to his rescue. 


With Zhang Xiaojing remaining at large in front and aggressive dignitary behind, Feng Dalun felt it was so 
bad today. 


“What about...killing her?” Feng Dalun blurted out the idea flashing in his mind. Yuan Zai gave him a 
sympathetic look, “This gang boss is an official of rank nine, anyway. Why does he think in the way of a 
gangster?” 


He patted Feng Dalun on shoulder, “Bro Feng, don’t be rash, it’s exactly infeasible to kill her. | get 
another idea of killing two birds with one stone, which not only can get rid of Zhang Xiaojing as you wish, 
but also send this hot potato out without worries.” He squinted, looking enigmatic. 


Yuan Zai had decided to seize this chance to play a big game. If he played well, it would be the biggest 
opportunity for his career right so far. 


As if grasping at straws, Feng Dalun was overjoyed, “Bro Yuan, could you teach me how to do!” Yuan Zai 
said, “Before that, you must tell me the truth about the last case of Zhang Xiaojing without hiding 
anything.” 


“Eh....Bro Yuan, are you sure everything will be ok?” 
“..Won’t be disappointed.” Yuan Zai laughed with confidence. 
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Zhang Xiaojing, Tan Qi, and Yao Ru’neng rushed back to Guangde Fang after leaving the imperial city. 
Confused, they didn’t say a word all the way. 


As the Lantern Show drew near, the festive atmosphere on the streets was very strong. The scene of the 
conflict that had just occurred at the corner of the Huaiyuan Street, Guangde Fang, had been cleaned up, 
and was occupied by several Kucha actors now. The sonore konghou and pipa attracted a crowd of 
cheerful spectators. The recent riot only briefly interrupted the residents’ interest, like a dot of ink 

falling into the water, immediately diluted to nothing. 


They walked cross the crowd, just arrived in Guangde Fang at the gate and saw Xu Bin leaning against 
the flagpole beside the gate and looking this way. Xu Bin was so surprised to see Zhang Xiaojing that he 
rushed over to hold Zhang’s arms, and the folds on his face were nearly shook off in excitement. 





The information that they left imperial city had obviously came to Jing’an Department. Xu Bin didn’t 
hesitate to run out to meet his old friend. 


Zhang Xiaojing slapped his good friend vigorously on the shoulder, “Old Xu, you don’t need to come out 
greeting me at gate.” Xu Bin gestured with his forefinger to lips, “Shhhh! I’m waiting for you. Eh... come 
with me.” 


He looked mysterious as if there was something secret to discuss. Yao Ru’neng said, “I’ll take Miss Tan 
back first, you can have a private talk.” Xu Bin shook his head, “You come along too, eh...!” Realizing that 
he had said something wrong, he slapped his head, checked himself immediately and hurried them up. 


Zhang Xiaojing grabbed Xu’s sleeves on the way, “Youde, please tell me, have you found Wang 
Yunxiu?” He had always worrying about Wen Ran, who had been mistaken for Wang Yunxiu, kidnapped 
by the Turks and still missing. Xu Bin shook his head, said that Sicheng Li had listed it as a top priority 
and Jing’an Department had mobilized a large number of elites to search for her, but there was still no 
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“Nor bad news. They never found a body.” Xu Bin had to comfort him. 


Besides the court of Jingzhao Office, there were temples such as the Temple of Great Mercy, Changfa 
Temple and Shengguang Temple distributed in the four corners of Guangde Fang, which was, as it were, 
surrounded by Buddhism. Several turns later, Xu Bin finally led them to the Temple of Great Mercy in 
northeast of the Tenth Street. 


There’s a story behind the Temple of Great Mercy. At the end of the Sui Dynasty, a western monk 
named Tan Xian distributed food to the poor here every day. Later, Emperor Gaozu established Tang 
Dynasty and was impressed by his kindness, built this temple named “Mercy” for him. The temples 
opening all the year round and food distribution during festivals always attracted the poor to gather at 
the gate. 


Today was the Lantern Festival, so the Temple of Great Mercy would hand out routine maigre Youzi 
(vegetable oil fried dough). This snack, typical in Chang’an for the Lantern Festival, was made from wet 
flour rolled in to ball, then fried in oil, smelling well. Many residents had waited here early, and several 
reception monks stood on the steps maintaining orders, temporarily preventing visitors from coming in. 
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prepared for it. 


They passed through the temple gate, crossed the bell and drum tower, and circled from the west side 
of the Shakya ManiHall to the side courtyard. Next to the lotus Free Life Pond connected to the canal, 
there was a simple Buddhist thatched cottage. Behind the cottage there was a quiet lotus-tree wood, in 
which green bricks and low walls were vaguely visible. 
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Jing’an Department. That was old house of Sun Simiao, separated by a wall with the Temple of Great 


Mercy. 


It was so strange that Xu Bin took such a circle. What did he want to do? 
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they saw a man standing by the Free Life Pond, hands on back. 


“Master.” 


The first to recognize him was Tan Qi. Her eyes moistened with grievances. Soon she held back the tears, 
surprised to find that Li Bi had become another person in only an hour: pale face, bloodshot eyes, more 
wrinkles between the eyebrows, as if carved with a knife, deep and long. 


His appearance was probably nothing more than that of Wu Zixu, whose hairs turned white overnight. 
Tan Qi knew that there were much pressure on master, but what kind of pressure could get him that 
bad in such a short time? Sad, she was about to ask him. Li Bi raised his hand motioning her to be quiet, 
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“How could Gan Shoucheng let you go?” 


After hearing Zhang Xiaojing describe the scene, Li Bi narrowed his eyes, “Commandant Zhang, you are 
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Zhang Xiaojing smiled, “It’s far to repay the imperial court’s kindness to me.” 


The playboy’s words bordered upon rebellion. Tan Qi looked seriously at Master Li Bi, but he said 
nothing, just waved several people in. Tan Qi felt the Master seemed to be a little lax and weak in edge, 
as if just experienced a very tough ordeal. 


There were a cushion, several futons and a cane shelf laying a number of Buddhist Scriptures in the 
thatched cottage. In the middle of the room stood a three-stage water clock, which appeared to be new 
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They silently knelt down, waiting for Li Bi’s explanation. 


Li Bi stood with his hands on back outside the window, managing to turn away from the sight of others, 
“| just visited Gan Shoucheng and made a bet with him. If you are still within the city gate when he 
returns to the Bureau, you will be at his disposal; or he can’t pursue you even you have taken one step 
out.” 
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name for the offender in the document, it became a double-edged sword: Youxiao Guards could deny 
arresting someone; however, if the prisoner escaped, they couldn’t pursue. 
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Guards had the final say; Out of the gate, none of their business. 


However, Gan Shoucheng was a difficult man to deal with. How could he want to please Li Linfu and yet 
be willing to make such a bet with Jing’an Department? 





7. Shen Zheng (16:00-16:59) Part 9 


Translator: DragonRider 

"How did you convince him?" asked Zhang Xiaojing. 

Looking through the window, Li Bi sighed deeply, "It wasn't me but Supervisor He who did it." 
Zhang Xiaojing squinted his only eye. "Eek? He actually agreed to help?" 


Li Bi said, "I just visited Supervisor He. When Supervisor He heard that the Praetorian Guards 
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He gave a sketchy account of the process of his meeting with Supervisor He and all people present were 
taken aback. Supervisor He was already eighty-six years old. There was an eighty-percent chance that 
this relapse would cost him his life. 


But after some careful thinking, they realized that - though it was somewhat disrespectful to say so - He 
Zhizhang's suffering a relapse was more helpful to them than his presence could have been. Ten days 
ago, the Emperor himself specially set up a tent to see this old man off, which was a great honor to him. 
If the Emperor was informed that Gan Shoucheng's reckless deed infuriated He Zhizhang to death, there 
was no means by which a mere General of the Praetorian Guards Department could survive the dire 
consequences of angering the Emperor. 


Gan Shoucheng, who held no deep hatred towards Zhang Xiaojing, was just trying to do Prime Minister 

Li a favor. He was not willing to take the blame for He Zhizhang's death just to get this petty interest. As 
a result, facing Li Bi's confrontational attitude as well as the pressure He Zhizhang's son put on him, Gan 
Shoucheng finally made a reluctant concession. 


Simple as this matter sounded when put in words, the efforts he had made trying to outwit the other 
side must have been extremely mentally exhausting. 


Clamping the tail of his clothes with his fingers, Li Bi mumbled an inexplicable remark."There had always 
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Hearing this, Tanqi and Yao Runeng held their chests and sighed. When they risked infiltrating into the 
Praetorian Guards Department, they had already psyched themselves up for the fact that there might 
not be backup. It turned out that Li Bi had been making efforts outside all along and had never given up. 
It was with all-out efforts of them all that they miraculously rescued Zhang Xiaojing. 


But why couldn't Zhang Xiaojing return to the Jing'an Department? 
Li Bi clicked his tong, face full of scorn. "Gan Shoucheng was unreconciled after losing this bet. He got 


word out that Zhang Xiaojing was not allowed to publicly appear in Jing'an Department, or else he would 
regard you as a prisoner wanted by the Imperial Court and detain you again. He's so narrow-minded. As 





a result, | had to went to the head monk of the Cibei Temple and got ourselves a thatch-roofed hut 
separated from Jing'an Department by merely a wall. Xu Bin will be our temporary liaison." 


"Commandant Zhang won't be coming to this hut very often anyway. We might as well take it as a way 
to coax General Gan into calming down," Yao Runeng said sarcastically, stroking the cattail hassock. 


On the sight of the dignified General of the Praetorian Guards Department throwing a tantrum like a 
child trying to save his face, everybody burst into laugh and the atmosphere was finally softened a little. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't laugh. He rested his elbow on his knee and his chin on his hand, descending into 
contemplation. 


It was not Turks but Li Bi that he was thinking about. 


When Zhang Xiaojing was the General of the Indecent, he had dealt with numerous cases and heard 
numerous testimonies. There were many contradictory remarks in Li Bi's account of events. 


He Zhizhang had always been against the reinstatement of Zhang Xiaojing. How come he got infuriated 
unconscious because of this matter? Back then, Li Bi and He Zhizhang were the only ones in the room. 
He Zhizhang suffered a sudden relapse, and then Li Bi went out of the room and claimed that the old 
man got furious and passed out on hearing what the Praetorian Guards Department did. All this was Li 
Bi's one-sided statement. 


What was the real reason that He Zhizhang suffered a relapse? What actually happened in that room? 


There had always been only one path leading to the top of the Hua Mountain from of old. People 
intending to get there must psych themselves up for overcoming all the obstacles in their way. What did 
this mean? 


Staring at Li Bi's bloodshot eyes, Zhang Xiaojing suddenly realized that he was not investigating into a 
case, so he didn't have to know every detail of everything. Zhang Xiaojing cupped his hands before his 
chest as a gesture of respect and said, "Sicheng Li once said that you would stop the Turks, whatever the 
cost. You're really a man of your word." 


Li Bi detected the undertone of his words but didn't give any further explanation. He asked a rhetorical 
question in a bland tone, "May | ask whether Commandant Zhang is also willing to keep the promise you 
made?" 


"Sure. Otherwise | wouldn't have come back," said Zhang Xiaojing. "The Imperial Court is the Imperial 
Court. Commoners are commoners." 


The two exchanged an eye contact. Both of them saw something in each other's eyes but didn't say 
anything by tacit agreement. Outside the courtyard, some birds suddenly started twittering and with 
that the two gave a wry smile at the same time. 


"All right. That's all for the chat. We've already wasted an hour on a fool. Let's get down to business." Li 
Bi knocked on the edge of the couch. The others hurriedly straightened themselves up. 





He told Zhang Xiaojing all his doubts about the number of those Fierceflame Bombs. Zhang Xiaojing 
nodded. "Great minds think alike. | was going to remind Sicheng Li of this when | crawled out of the 
canal. Given the scale of the warehouse, the number of Fierceflame Bombs Turks kept there was not too 
big but too small. They must be up to a bigger plan, and it's still on-going." 


Li Bi flicked a glance at Xu Bin who then hurriedly stood up and said, "Er..Er.. Today there are too many 
people on the street. Near the East Market and the West Market alone, there are several hundred 
animal-drawn vehicles and rickshaws, and the total number of vehicles on all streets in the city is no 
smaller than ten thousand. It is totally impossible to find the flatbed carts that Turks use to transport 
Fierceflame Bombs with merely those watchtowers. And we've just been... er... delayed by the 
Praetorian Guards Department for over an hour. I'm afraid... I'm afraid the bombs have already been 
transferred to the place they want them to be." 


"| have an idea. May | ask whether Sicheng Li has ever noticed this?" Zhang Xiaojing's voice became 
solemn. "| always feel that there are somebody else behind those Turkish Wolf Guards." 


"Isn't that an obvious fact? The Khan on the grassland. We don't need you to remind us of it!" There 
were not many people in the thatch-roofed hut, so even Tanqi became bolder. 


But Zhang Xiaojing shook his head. "No. I'm talking about someone inside Chang'an City." He drew a 
couple of lines on the dusty floor before the cattail hassock. "Think about it. Turkish Wolf Guards asked 
Cui Liulang for the map of Chang'an because they were unfamiliar with Chang'an, right?" 


With a sullen face, Li Bi didn't say anything but repeatedly patting the edge of the couch. 


"But let's look back on the previous investigation we've conducted. There had already been a lot of 
Turkish Wolf Guards hiding in the city. They had safe houses, warehouses for gatherings, and also 
logistics companies in contact with other cities. Leaving all other things aside, that deserted warehouse 
in Changming Fang alone must have been chosen by someone extremely discerning. It is unobtrusive, 
not far away from busy streets and has two entrances, which makes it very convenient to covertly 
transport goods in large quantities. Someone with this discernment must be very familiar with Chang'an. 
Why did they still need a map?" 


Yao Runeng ventured a guess, "Maybe they just wanted to carry out the plan in a more precise 
manner?" 


"If Turkish Wolf Guards merely want to bring chaos to the city with Fierceflame Bombs, they don't need 
a map at all. | mean, there are only ten-plus fangs in the prosperous part of Chang'an. They can just keep 
driving the wagons northwards." Zhang Xiaojing picked up a cup of water and drank it in one gulp. 


Yao Runeng thought for a while and realized that what he said was very reasonable. Fierceflame Bombs 
were very powerful, so Turks didn't need to precisely put them at a certain position. They could cause 
extensive damage by casually throwing the bombs to random places. 


"The whole plan of Turkish Wolf Guards gives me this feeling that it involves two groups of people 
whose styles are entirely different from each other. One group of people are very familiar with Chang'an 
and also have a wide range of contacts. They even managed to plant moles in the Parsee Prayer Hall in 





Huaiyuan Fang half a year in advance. The other group of people were very unfamiliar with Chang'an 
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After a brief pause, Zhang Xiaojing held up a finger. "To put it in more simple terms, Turks are just a 
bunch of impoverished people living in the prairie. How could they travel a thousand miles to Chang'an 
and carried out such precise attacks by themselves?" 


The look in Li Bi's eyes abruptly became piercing as he heard this. After doing some thinking along the 
train of thought of Zhang Xiaojing, he gradually came to a horrifying conclusion. "So Commandant 
Zhang's conclusion is that some people have been helping them?" 


Zhang Xiaojing heavily put the cup down onto the ground and gave awry smile, saying, "I'm afraid... 
apart from Wolf Guards, we'll have to face a more formidable enemy. This enemy is very familiar with 
Chang'an, and Turkish Wolf Guards are just a saber and a pawn of them." 


After he made this remark, the thatch-roofed hut fell into terrifying silence. They could distinctly hear 
that the breathing of each of them was becoming heavier. Turkish Wolf Guards were merely a beginning? 
There was yet another more formidable enemy? This news was shocking enough to send everybody 
unconscious. 


Though Li Bi had noticed something previously, he hadn't thought as far as Zhang Xiaojing had. The 
more he thought about it, the more reasonable he felt his deduction was, but the more reasonable it 
was, the more scared he became. Exactly who this enemy was? He wanted to use Turks to destroy 
Chang'an City? The Tang Dynasty had many enemies, but hardly any one of them was so cold-blooded 
and sly. 


Li Bi even felt a trace of remorse. If Supervisor He was still here, with his previous experience in the 
Imperial Court, he might have found more clues. He shook his head in a self-deprecating manner, 
getting rid of these rough-and-tumble thoughts. "Xu Bin, have we made any progress?" 


After hesitating for quite a while, Xu Bin uttered only one word, "No..." 


After Turkish Wolf Guards were wiped out, most people believed that the overall situation stabilized. 
Except for the one concerning Wang Yunxiu, all other investigations were in routine wind-up stage. 
Investigators wouldn't have put a lot of effort into them, so they certainly wouldn't have found any clues 
of value. 


Li Bi intended to order them to check again, but Zhang Xiaojing stopped him. "That won't help. If it was 
that mysterious enemy who did this, he wouldn't have left any detectable clues behind." 
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much trouble and finally managed to eliminate Turkish Wolf Guards, but now a mysterious enemy came 
out of nowhere. They knew clearly he was hiding in the very heart of Chang'an, but there was no trace 
of him at all. He dumped Wolf Guards and then disappeared into the dark like a lizard dumped its tail. 


"If there is no clue, let's force a clue to show up! Ask everybody to search with all their strength! Those 
Turkish Wolf Guards fled from the West Market, but we found a way and got them afterwards, didn't 
we?" Li Bi yelled at Xu Bin. He had paid such a high price. By no means would he give up at this moment. 





Xu Bin wiped the sweat off his forehead and started checking the document beside him again, trying to 
find some slightly better news. After a long time, he hesitantly raised his head. "There is only one... Er... 
one clue of sorts... We caught Cao Poyan." 


Zhang Xiaojing sitting beside him was stunned. He remembered that he had stabbed Cao Poyan to death 
during the conflict happened in Changming Fang. How come he came back to life? 


At first Li Bi was rejoiced. This Cao Poyan was an important member of those Wolf Guards, so he must 
know something, but soon he got very angry —why didn't Xu Bin report to him earlier that they caught 
such an important person? Xu Bin stooped down, moved his eyes closer to the document, read it several 
times and then raised his head with a wry smile, saying, "Er... The reason why | didn't report this to you 
earlier was because he was seriously injured and dying when we found him. We couldn't have extracted 
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It was too difficult to have a Wolf Guard tell them anything on his own account. Besides, Cao Poyan was 
dying back then and they couldn't have tortured him. No wonder the Jing'an Department didn't regard 
this as a worthwhile matter. 


"How about | go there and interrogate him?" Zhang Xiaojing stretched his fingers, giving off intense 
killing aura. Li Bi was puzzled. "He won't be able to survive the Five-Honored Yama's methods given his 
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"You don't always need to adopt violent methods to get someone talking." Zhang Xiaojing squinted his 
only eye. "Besides, this is our only chance. We don't have much time." 
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Jing'an Department on the other side of the wall, and with that the giant bell of the Cibei Temple also 
rang. From nearby ones to those far off, drums and bells in various fangs sounded one after another, 
striking the hour, their resonant sounds resounding through the whole Chang'an City. Candles in 
hundreds of thousands of lanterns were lit at the same time. With cascades of fireworks and a sea of 
lanterns ablaze with festive light, the darkening sky became bright again. 


You Hour had arrived. The lantern show, the grandest annual event in Chang'an, began. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


With a sideways movement of her pretty eyes, she turned around and left the room. After a while, she 
brought back a plateful of deep-fried dough under which were a couple of pastries. The deep-fried 
dough was fried with vegetable oil and thus very filling. 


Youchu, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
Guangde Fang, Chang'an County, Chang'an City. 


Outside the temple, the festive atmosphere in Chang'an City was so hot that it seemed as if the city was 
going to melt, but this house in Guangde Fang was still chilly and grim. 


It was a short house built with bricks. There were no tiles on the roof, only two layers of blackened 
thatch. Located just between the Jingzhao Office and the Cibei (Lit. mercy) Temple, beside the Yongan 
Canal, this house used to be a mortuary of the Jingzhao Office where post-mortem examiners 
performed autopsies. The canal beside it facilitated sewage disposal, and the temple on its side helped 
expiate the sins of the dead. Folk rumors said the very reason why Sun Simiao chose to live in Guangde 
Fang back then was that it was very convenient for him to perform autopsies and thus improve his 
medical skills here. 


Cao Poyan was lying on a crude board made from elm with his chest gently heaving. Blood flowing out of 
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more hideous. For the moment, he didn't count as a corpse, but soon he would be one. The Ying Qi 
(Supernatural energy from the underworld existed in Chinese mythology) in this room was very strong. 
He could feel that coldness was greedily eating away at what little remains of his life. 


After Zhang Xiaojing stabbed a saber through his abdomen in Changming Fang, Cao Poyan fell onto the 
ground. Having been a Wolf Guard for many years, Cao Poyan had a very powerful physique, which was 
why he didn't die instantaneously, though what he sustained was a fatal blow. When soldiers of Lubi 
Army were clearing up the site, they found that Cao Poyan was still alive and immediately sent him back 
to the Jing'an Department. 


Back at that time, Mageer and the others on the wagon were driving madly fast, and all staff members 
of Jing'an Department were concentrating their attention on them, so the acceptor just perfunctorily 
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mortuary. Fortunately, a Lubi soldier who participated in the operation in the West Market recognized 
Cao Poyan and recorded the apprehension in a document, otherwise Xu Bin might not have known 
about this. 


With a squeak, the wooden door was pushed open and with that Zhang Xiaojing entered the mortuary 
alone. Step by step, he walked on the uneven, bluestone floor with a white lantern in his left hand held 
up high and a varnished lunch box in his right hand. Under the light giving off by the flickering flame of 





the candle in the lantern, his one-eyed face looked exceptionally fearsome, as if the Yama materializing 
in the world of the living. 


Stimulated by the light, Cao Poyan's eyeballs slightly moved. 


Candles were prone to draw spirits, so people never placed candlesticks in mortuaries. Instead, they 
used torches that burnt pine oil. Silently, Zhang Xiaojing lit the four torches on the walls one by one, put 
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dying person, out of the lunch box. 
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against it. Then Zhang Xiaojing picked up an autopsy-hook, roughly opened Cao Poyan's mouth with it, 
twisted the hook to widen the gap between his teeth, and then forced the bowl of soup into him. 


After the warm soup went down into his body, Cao Poyan's face seemed less ashen. 
Facing his head, Zhang Xiaojing stooped down and said in a deep voice, "We met again." 


Eyes closed, Cao Poyan stayed still, but his cheek muscles fleetingly twitched, indicating that he did hear 
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Zhang Xiaojing gave a giggle and then said in fluent Turkish, "I killed a lot of Wolf Guards from the prairie. 
You're the toughest one, a good opponent." 


Cao Poyan still made no response. 


"| know Wolf Guards. To you people, loyalty is like blood, and honor is like souls. You live solely for the 
Khan's words." Zhang Xiaojing slowly walked around the board bed, as if not anxious to get to the point 
at all. He stretched out his hand and stroked the patch of bald scalp on the top of Cao Poyan's head. "I'm 
very curious. Why did the hair on the crown of a Wolf Guard loyal enough to be unafraid of death like 
you was cut?" 


The hair on his crown being cut off meant that his soul was collected in advance, which was a huge 
dishonor. As expected, the moment Zhang Xiaojing brought this up, Cao Poyan, slightly mortified and 
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"| have a shrewd why they did this. Your team got ambushed by the Jing'an Department and suffered 
heavy casualties, so they cut the hair on your crown as a punishment. Oh, | almost forgot to tell you this. 
Your plan has failed. Otherwise | wouldn't have been standing here." 


Zhang Xiaojing's voice was deep and slow, as if he was chatting with an old friend. "The only person who 
has the authority to punish a Wolf Guard is that dignitary from Ahshi's family, which means that there is 
at least one superior above you, who has been directing operations of all Wolf Guards. You're lying here 
waiting for death, but he is still at large." 


Cao Poyan contemptuously moved his eyeballs, as if teasing Zhang Xiaojing's clumsy methods of making 
mischief. Surprisingly, Zhang Xiaojing shook his fingers and clicked his tongue, saying, "Don't get me 





wrong. I'm not trying to tempt you into betraying him. | know this won't work for a Wolf Guard. | just 
want to do some sharing with you so that you won't feel too lonely before you die." 


Leaning against a column at the side and starting from his appointment from the Jing'an Department, 
Zhang Xiaojing gave Cao Poyan a full account of the investigation in a very relaxed tone, as if the person 
lying in front of him was a friend he had known for many years, and as if they were chatting while 
drinking green-ant wine heated by a red-clay stove. 


He narrated the story in a very frank and very detailed manner, with some caustic comments like "It was 
a very imaginative move to hang smoke bombs on the inside of a door.", "People in the Imperial Court 
of Tang Dynasty are far more stupid than you." But in these descriptions, Zhang Xiaojing half 
unconsciously ignored some details and highlighted some other details. This was an unfair duel. He must 
be very cautious with his every remark and close in on the target by circling around him, and he would 
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"...Kidnapping Wang Yunxiu is a mistake. Yes, she's Wang Zhongsi's daughter, but how much influence 
could a woman possibly have on the overall military and political situation? Since you want to destroy 
Chang'an, you should have concentrated all your resources on one target." 


"Why didn't you get the map from that foreign merchant at the very beginning? He was clearly a safer 
choice than Cui Liulang was." 


"You were able to find safe houses and warehouses. Why did they wait until the day for the operation to 
let you enter the city in haste?" 


Like a cunning hunter, Zhang Xiaojing kept asking rhetorical questions, slowly steering his talking onto 
the topic he had prepared in advance. These questions were destined to remain unanswered, but they 
helped control the pace of the conversation. Having interrogated many prisoners before, he knew when 
was the time to give the opponent a fatal blow. 


Cao Poyan's eyes were tightly closed during the whole process. The heave of his chest was the only 
indication that he was still alive. 


"... Turkish Wolf Guards probably got used by another group of people to distract the Jing'an 
Department. And that group took advantage of the opportunity and transferred those Fierceflame 
Bombs for some other purpose. You've made so many sacrifices but they stole the fruits." 


Zhang Xiaojing launched the first attack. He expressed his speculation and then shut up, giving Cao 
Poyan some time to think about these things. 


Cao Poyan opened his eyes and watched the ceiling made of thatch. It was very thin and he could see 
the change of color of the sky outside. Silent as he remained, Zhang Xiaojing knew what the silence 
meant, "So what? All | want is the destruction of Chang'an." 


Cao Poyan didn't care whether this thing would be done by Turkish Wolf Guards or somebody else. 
Zhang Xiaojing realized that an attack from this direction wouldn't work, so he made some adjustments 
in time. 





"Yes. So what?" Zhang Xiaojing said with a grin. "The Tang Dynasty has such a vast territory. If Chang'an 
is destroyed, there are still Luoyang, Yangzhou, Jiangling and Chengdu. There are fifteen Offices of Reign 
Power having jurisdiction over more than three hundred cities. Can you blast all of them? But how many 
people does Tujue has? If the Imperial Court send troops to the prairie, your tribe will be annihilated. 
Your relatives and friends as well as your Khan will become the lowest pastoral slaves." 


Cao Poyan clenched his fists so tightly that blood started oozing out of the wound in his abdomen again. 
Zhang Xiaojing seize this opportunity and made some comments as sharp as a saber. 


"You see. Even if this plan succeeds, it will lead to the most brutal retaliation of the Tang Dynasty, and 
Turkish people will suffer the heaviest loss. Your people did most of the work and suffered the most but 
benefited the least. When Khan Usumish was formulating the plan for this attack, had he carefully 
thought about the consequences? Was he after a momentary relief or... was he fooled by anybody?" 
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fingers. He knew that this time he hit a raw nerve. 


"As regard this matter, I'm afraid someone deliberately tricked your Khan into sending Turkish people to 
the front line to do all the risky jobs, which was a brilliant tactic. Tang Dynasty will suffer heavy 
casualties. Tujue will be annihilated. And that group of people? They will take all the profits unharmed." 


Cao Poyan remained silent, but there was a different look on his face now. 


"In order to use Tujue, that group must find a Turk to assist them from inside. This Turk must be 
Taviler=1arat-) m=latel0ts4 alm Kom (o)o)o\ mdal=M Gal-lamar-)Ucaaiom-lUia alo) ainvmmome li oy-1ceeM’\(0)| MelUl-aciw-lalom-l omc \mlacilels 
Chang'an City to keep the whole situation under control... " 


Zhang Xiaojing slowed down. Cao Poyan's chest started heaving fast. 


"| suppose your curator is the only one who could have done all these things, isn't he? He betrayed Khan 
Usumish and all Turkish Wolf Guards, and threw the whole prairie into perdition. All your efforts and 
sacrifices became a gift he gave to his new master. Yet this traitor cut the crown hair of a loyalist." 


Before his voice died away, Cao Poyan abruptly raised his head and let out a cry like a howl of a wolf, 
"Yousha!!!" The thatch roof quivered due to this sudden yell. On hearing this word, Zhang Xiaojing was 
taken aback. Tujue had sent a noble of such a high status to Chang'an. 


He put his hand on Cao Poyan's chest and patted it, as if trying to comfort him. "Everybody has to be 
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him can you restore the honor of Wolf Guards-" 


Before Zhang Xiaojing could finish his sentence, Cao Poyan yelled at the roof again, "Yousha!!!" 


The two roars seemed to have cost all his residual life. Cao Poyan's whole body started convulsing 
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Tawny decoction flowed out of the corner of his lips and Cao Poyan's face was dimming rapidly. 





Zhang Xiaojing hurriedly stooped down and yelled into his ears, "Tell me! Where's Yousha!" 


But Cao Poyan made no response. He was overwhelmed by despair and fury. Wolf Guards was never 
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were lies, the mental breakdown was more than enough to destroy what little remains of his life. 


Having never expected that his reaction would be so dramatic, Zhang Xiaojing madly patted Cao Poyan's 
face. If this guy died just like this, the last clue would be gone. Seeing that his eyes were dimming quickly, 
Zhang Xiaojing hurriedly fished out a necklace made of colorful stones and shook it before Cao Poyan's 
eyes. 


Under the guidance of Li Bi, Lubi soldiers developed a good habit: they collected all suspicious items 
found in the warehouse of Changming Fang, both big ones and small ones, including pieces of wooden 
barrels and bits of bamboos. And they stored all of them in the storage room beside the left side-hall. 
When Zhang Xiaojing was checking those things, he found a couple of colorful stones and immediately 
recalled that they were from a necklace Cao Poyan used to wear, which was broken by him with a saber. 
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Surprisingly, Cao Poyan's eyes regained part of their vitality as he saw this necklace made of colorful 
stones. He calmed down and uttered some inexplicable murmurs, as if calling somebody's name. Zhang 
Xiaojing put the necklace into his palm, and said into his ears, "I, Zhang Xiaojing, swear to God | will send 
this necklace and your soul back to the prairie." 


Cao Poyan's crown hair was cut by Yousha, which meant that only Yousha's death could free his soul. 


Cao Poyan turned his face sideways and looked at Zhang Xiaojing on his own account for the first time. 
Zhang Xiaojing clamped a hand on his shoulder and asked again, "Where's Yousha? For your reputation, 
for your Turkish Khan, for the well-being of the person who made this necklace, answer me. Where's 
Yousha?" 


Cao Poyan opened his mouth and uttered a couple of vague syllables. Zhang Xiaojing pricked up his ears 
and narrowly managed to distinguish what he said was "Cross-shaped lotus flower." 


"Cross-shaped lotus flower? What does it mean?" 


Zhang Xiaojing wanted to ask some further questions but Cao Poyan exhaled the last breath, closed his 
eyes and limply crumpled up. The look on his face was no longer twisted and became serene for the first 
time. He was still holding the necklace tight. 


Zhang Xiaojing was just about to release Cao Poyan's body when he suddenly flared his nostrils, squinted 
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upper body up, moved his head close to the chest cooling down, and kept still for quite a while. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


A night breeze brew into the room through the cracks in the roof made of thatch and with that the 
flame of the torch which burnt pine oil started flickering, making the shadows of the two people seem 
extremely eerie. Zhang Xiaojing maintained that posture for over ten Tanzhi (1. Tanzhi is a unit of time 
used in ancient China. A Tanzhi equals around 7.4 seconds) before slowly laying the body flat on the 
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Because of the injunction granted by Gan Shoucheng, Zhang Xiaojing couldn't return to the hall of the 
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officials sent by Xu Bin had already installed two wooden ladders on the wall between the thatch-roofed 
hut and the hall, which made it much more convenient for him to travel between the two places. This 
time he had really become the kind of wastrel who climbed walls, just like Tanqi had repeatedly 
mentioned. 


"Cross and lotus flower?" 


After hearing Zhang Xiaojing's report, Li Bi furrowed his forehead, trying hard to figure out what this 
thing was and what relations there might be between it and Yousha hiding in Chang'an. But he felt that 
it was nearly impossible to find any clues in a short time, so he waved his hand and sent this message to 
the hall of the Jing'an Department, having those old civil officials to deal with it. 


With the collective efforts of all staff members, Li Bi believed that it wouldn't take long to find out the 
answer. 


Zhang Xiaojing added, "By the way, | might have known where Wang Yunxiu is." Li Bi's eyebrows lifted. 
The safety of Wang Zhongsi's daughter was the second priority, but there had been no clues to her 
whereabouts all along. Zhang Xiaojing actually had managed to get some information about this issue 
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"No. He died right after saying the words 'cross and lotus flower'," Zhang Xiaojing explained, "but when | 
was laying his body flat onto the ground, | smelled a fragrance. It was Jiangshen rue fragrance, which is 
an incense Lady Wang uses very often." 


Li Bi grunted "Um" and asked him to keep talking. Zhang Xiaojing said, "When Turkish Wolf Guards were 
transferring from Xiuzheng Fang to Changming Fang, they took a woman with them. Cao Poyan had 
been waiting in Changming Fang all along, but he had the smell of Jiangshen rue fragrance about him, 
which suggested that Changming Fang was the last known place that Wang Yunxiu had been. We must 
go and check as soon as possible." 


After analyzing the situation, he involuntarily clamped his lips together. 





On this matter, Zhang Xiaojing was a little selfish. He didn't care what might happen to Wang Yunxiu. All 
he wanted to do was rescue Wen Ran. He knew that only by misleading the Jing'an Department into 
believing that Wang Yunxiu was the one abducted by those Turks would these people put efforts into 
investigating it. 


This lie wouldn't have any negative influence on the major direction of the investigation, but Zhang 
Xiaojing wasn't sure whether Li Bi would see through it. This guy had very sharp eyes and it wouldn't be 
easy to trick him. 


"How do you know Wang Yunxiu uses this kind of incense very often?" Li Bi asked rhetorically in 
suspicion. As expected, he identified the key immediately. Fortunately, Zhang Xiaojing had fabricated an 
explanation. "One of my friends runs an incense store, and he's been supplying the Wang Family with 
this kind of incense all along." 
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"| can take a scout dog and search it again," Zhang Xiaojing insisted. Surprisingly, there was a faint note 
of entreaty in his voice. Greatly surprised, Li Bi couldn't help but flick another glance at him. Since when 
did this guy care about Wang Yunxiu so much? 


After contemplating for a while, he granted his consent to this request. After all, this was Wang 
Zhongsi's daughter. Even if it was a mere pose meant for the Wang Family, they also had to carry out 
another search. But Li Bi didn't allow Zhang Xiaojing to do it himself, because he wanted his most 
capable subordinate to be on the most important matter. Currently, the first priority of the Jing'an 
Department was not Wang Yunxiu but Dignitary Yousha. 


On seeing this, Yao Runeng hurriedly volunteered. He had once seen Zhang Xiaojing walk a dog before, 
so he counted as fairly experienced. Li Bi nodded his consent. Before his departure, Zhang Xiaojing 
grabbed Yao Runeng's arm and reminded him how to make full use of the scout dog's keen sense of 
smell. He explained the secret of it in such a detailed manner that even Yao Runeng sensed that 
something was not right, wondering whether there had been any romantic relationship between this 
Wang Yunxiu and Zhang Xiaojing when he was the General of the Indecent. 


After Yao Runeng left, there were only Li Bi, Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi in the thatch-roofed hut. At this 

moment, Xu Bin was still in the Jing'an Department supervising all staff members working on that clue, 
and so far there hadn't been any outcome. The three people stood there looking at each other, having 
no idea what to do during this rare spare time. 


Li Bi waved the horsetail whisk and said, "Let's review Turkish Wolf Guards’ routes... " But Zhang Xiaojing 
grabbed the fringe of the horsetail whisk, a serious look on his face. "When was the last time you slept, 
Sicheng Li?" 


"Two days ago. I've been refraining from eating grains for many years, so I'm fine." 


Li Bi tried to withdraw the horsetail whisk, but unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing's grip was very firm, and 
the brisk didn't move a little bit. Feeling that it was somewhat ungraceful to keep pulling like that, he 





coldly snorted and let go. Zhang Xiaojing snatched the horsetail whisk, tossed it aside and said, "Sicheng 
Li, | suggest you take a nap. If you keep working so hard, sooner or later you'll break down." 


Tanqi cast a grateful glimpse at Zhang Xiaojing, took a few steps forward and conveniently tried to 
support her master, but Li Bi waved his hand and said self-deprecatingly, "No. | cannot sleep at all. These 
days, every time | close my eyes, | begin to worry that something big might happen and | won't be able 
to deal with it in time if | fall asleep." Zhang Xiaojing severely criticized him. "How can you be an ascetic 
if you're so mindful of gains and losses?" 


Li Bi let out a deep sigh. "Being an ascetic means being lonely all one's life, and it requires one to be 
absolutely unconcerned about everything. But there are hundreds of thousands of residents’ lives in my 
hands. How can | possibly ignore them? Both the heaven and the underworld are merciless, and they 
treat all living things and unliving things alike, but | cannot do that." 


"Then why be an ascetic? Isn't it better to be a Prime Minister?" Zhang Xiaojing asked rhetorically. 


Li Bi curled his lip and flicked a look at him, as if saying "What does an uneducated person like you 
know?" Unwilling to have any further discussion on this topic, he asked, "How did you hurt your hand?" 


Zhang Xiaojing had been through a lot during the past few hours — being tortured by Mage'er, a life-or- 
death fight with Cao Poyan, dropping into the icy canal, nearly being burnt to death by fire, and the 
torture inflicted on him by the Praetorian Guards Department. He was covered in countless bruises and 
cuts, but the most obvious injury was a severed left finger. Li Bi could tell at first sight that this severed 
finger was different from other wounds, that there must be some particular reason. 


Having nothing to hide, Zhang Xiaojing gave him a sketchy account of the matter about Elder Ge. Li Bi 
had heard Yao Runeng's report on this. It was just that he didn't know many details. It was not until now 
that he was informed of what had actually happened in that shack in Pingkang Fang. 


Tanqi's face changed several times in a row. She had never known that this unruly and intractable man 
who never did things by the rules was actually a man of his word. Li Bi made no response, his hands 
clasped together. In his sight, betraying an undercover agent was an infringement of the regulation, but 
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actually the same kind of people. He would also have chosen to kill an innocent to stop the ship from 
capsizing. 


But Zhang Xiaojing's cutting off his own finger to make atonement greatly surprised Li Bi. 
"False sentimentality," Li Bi callously commented with two words. "If some day I'm in that situation, just 
do it cleanly and directly. There's no need to hesitate or feel guilty. It's for the greater good. How's that 


a guilt?" 


Zhang Xiaojing shut his mouth and squinted his eyes. Clearly he was unwilling to continue talking about 
this. 


Both of the two were secretive, and neither of them intended to share their previous life experience, so 
the atmosphere of conversation just dissolved like this. There was an awkward silence in the thatch- 





roofed hut. The stared at each other for quite a while, both faintly regretting not having chosen to talk 
about work. 


These two people might be the best partners, but by no means would they become friends. 


Tanqi looked at her master and then moved her eyes to the wastrel, sensing intense embarrassment. 
She moved her beautiful eyes aside, turned around and walked out. After a while, she brought a tray of 
deep-fried dough made by monks of Cibei Temple, under which there were also a couple of pancakes. 
The deep-fried dough was fried with vegetable oil and thus very filling. The two people hadn't had 
anything since noon, and when this thing would be over was still unknown, so they had to take 
advantage of this interval to fill their bellies. 


Food partially dissolved the awkwardness in the room. Li Bi and Zhang Xiaojing each dragged a cattail 
hassock to the staircase outside the thatch-roofed hut. Tanqi placed the tray between them. 


Feeling that eating while crouching was somewhat undignified, Li Bi adjusted his clothes, knelt down and 
sat on the back of his shanks in a fastidious manner, while Zhang Xiaojing sat down, leaned his upper 
body against a wooden column beside the hut and bluffly straightened his legs. They stretched out their 
hands to take deep-fried dough from the tray and eat it along to cool well water, looking in the direction 
of the outside. 


The Cibei Temple was located in a low-lying area, so they were unable to see any lanterns from the hut. 
But half of the sky was lit by red glow, indicating that the whole Chang'an was in a joyous revel, which 
made this place seem even more desolate and cheerless. 


These two lonely guardians just stayed in the dark, ate cold food and drank cold water, silently watching 
the festive and beautiful scene in the distance. 


The rest time was not very long. They had only had half of the deep-fried dough in the tray when Xu Bin 
delivered a message here saying that they had already figured out what the words "cross and lotus 
flower" referred to — Persian Nestorianism. 


Nestorianism, Manicheism and Zoroastrianism were collectively known as the Three Foreign Religions. 
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mainland in Zhenguan period of Tang Dynasty. In official documents, it was called Persian Temple. The 
number of its believers was slightly smaller than that of Zoroastrianism, most of whom were in the 
western part of the city, so even Zhang Xiaojing didn't know what the words "cross and lotus flower" 
represented. 


As luck would have it, one of the staff of the Jing'an Department was a disciple of Nestorianism. On 
hearing the words "cross and lotus flower", he immediately pointed out that the most obtrusive symbol 
in Nestorian temples presented a cross placed on a lotus flower. 


Nestorianism focused on light. A lotus flower symbolized spiritual purity. A cross represented 
redemption. This doctrine actually counted as a pretty unique one. 





Since Cao Poyan's last words were "cross and lotus flower", obviously, this Dignitary Yousha was hiding 
in the Nestorian temple. Previously, Long Bo had hid himself in a Zoroastrian Temple. Turks seemed to 
like using innocent disciples to cover their whereabouts. 


But neither Zhang Xiaojing and Li Bi showed any delight. There were over ten big Nestorian temples and 
more than a thousand Nestorian monks in Chang'an. Searching for Yousha with just these words was 
synonymous with trying to find one person in the ocean. 


"Shall we check the certificates of Nestorian monks like we did when investigating Zoroastrianism?" 
asked Zhang Xiaojing. 


Li Bi shook his head. Back then when they were investigating Zoroastrian Temples, the range was only 
one fang. Currently, they didn't have enough time to check certificates of all Nestorian disciples in 
Chang'an. 
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head and said with a smile, "You seem to have an idea, lady?" Originally, Tanqi had planned to imply her 
master, but unexpectedly, this wastrel brought it to light. She couldn't help but shoot him an annoyed, 
embarrassed look. 


But Li Bi was too concerned to care about these details. "Don't worry, Tanqi. There are no outsiders here. 
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Emboldened, Tanqi said, "| just recalled something. Back then when people were making preparations 
for the establishment of the Jing'an Department, the siting was changed several times, and eventually 
they chose Guangde Fang. The Jingzhao Office is also in this fang, which provides easy access to official 
documents. It is bordered by the West Market on the west, so its staff members can easily keep foreign 
merchants under surveillance. It is also bordered by the imperial city on the north, which facilitates 
communications with the royal palace. The Rosefinch Street is right on its east side, which makes it very 
convenient to dispatch troops. Only by staying in this area can master have a global perspective on the 
big picture and establish an efficient chain of command... so | think, maybe Yousha sees things the same 
way?" 
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wiped off the oil on his hand with a pancake and said, "Get the map!" 


There was no sand table here, but the contract painter of the Jing'an Department rushed out a map 
made of bamboo-paper. Though the lines and words were a little slapdash, all necessary marks were on 
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Xiaojing stooped down to research the matter. 
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Guards under control. On the other hand, he had to be able to contact that mysterious force, who 
bribed him, any time, which was extremely demanding in terms of communication. But he didn't have a 
watchtower network, which meant he must choose to stay in a place with very convenient transport. 





Zhang Xiaojing took a small writing brush and drew a black line on the map, which extended from the 
Goldlight Gate to the West Market and then to Changming Fang before going back to Guangde Fang. 
The line branched off halfway in a dotted line which led to Xiuzheng Fang in the east. Wolf Guards’ 
routes in Chang'an soon became explicit. Li Bi, who was standing beside him, also picked up a small 
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Nestorian temples between in the two fangs near the black line. 


In Chang'an, all religions were under the jurisdiction of the Department of Religions. Xu Bin was a 
conscientious man. When he delivered the message to the thatch-roofed hut, he specially had someone 
get the Nestorian temple directory from the Department of Religions, so that they could refer to it when 
necessary. 


The two people kept drawing black lines and red dots on the map which soon became a mess. In 
outsiders’ eyes, those might seem like children's graffiti, but in their eyes, those lines and dots were like 
a net that was being hauling in. The enemy's position was becoming more and more distinct as possible 
hideouts were excluded one after another. 


Eventually, their focus converged on a position on the map. They raised their heads at the same time, 
looked at each other and smiled. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


This place was called Yining Fang, located in the northwest corner of Chang'an, beside Kaiyuan Gate. In 
the ninth year of Zhenguan period(627-649 AD), a Nestorian monk named Aloben from Persia came to 
Chang'an. Emperor Taizong granted him permission to establish a Nestorian temple in Yining Fang, 
which counted as the Ancestral Temple of Nestorianism in central mainland. The directory from the 

Y= oy Jan aal=1almeyim ate) itd (eam ale) (or-inclom dat-lamdal-1a-m-1a-m-]aelo late mancon alblare/a-vom\ (-\1ne)ar-lamanlelal cM lamuar-lenk-1ea] 0) (oe 


On the surface, this temple was sited in a lonely corner in northwestern Chang'an, but if people read the 
map more carefully, they would find that it had Kaiyuan Gate on its northwest side, Goldlight Gate on its 
southwest side and the West Market on its true south side, all of which were important entrances and 
exits that foreign merchants used very often. People in this temple could conveniently see unusual 
enemy movements from any high position. There was an east-west road along the north side of this fang, 
which was one of the Six Streets of Chang'an. The street stretched past the imperial city and intersected 
with the Rosefinch Street at a right angle. The two streets formed a pattern of a cross, one running 
north-south through Chang'an and the other west-east. The transport was very convenient. 


No matter in terms of secrecy or communication, the Nestorian temple in Yining Fang was Yousha's 
inevitable choice. 


"I'll go check the place myself right now." Zhang Xiaojing quickly stood up. Li Bi stopped him, saying, 
"Even if you manage to get in the temple, there are hundreds of monks in there. How can you find him?" 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "Yousha's status is very high in Tujue. By no means has he been hiding in Chang'an 
all along. | just have to find out which Nestorian monks are newcomers. He's probably one of them." Li 
Bi still felt that this method was somewhat unreliable, but due to limited intelligence, it seemed that this 
was their only choice. Zhang Xiaojing would have to play it by ear when he got there. 


‘It's all because of the goddamn time. All decisions were made so hastily,’ Li Bi thought. 

Zhang Xiaojing added, "Within this area, there are also Nestorian temples in Buzheng Fang, Yankang 
Fang and a couple of other fangs. We have to send some teams to search them, too. We can't afford any 
careless lapses." 

"I've already made some preparations for this." 
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On hearing this request that could be deemed inexplicable even impertinent, both Li Bi and Tanqi were 
greatly surprised. Zhang Xiaojing said, "There are too many people in Nestorian temples, and the 


situation is very complicated. Lady Tanqi is far more discerning and also far more scrupulous than most 
men. | think she will surely prove helpful — under the circumstances, we can't afford a single mistake." 





The last remark somewhat convinced Li Bi. Pinching his chin, Li Bi thought for a while and then said, "It's 
not my decision to make. Ask her yourself." Zhang Xiaojing walked up to Tangqi, briefly cupped his hands 
before his chest and said, "Time waits for no one." 


Tanqi had thought that he would make a long statement. Unexpectedly, he uttered only five abrupt 
words, leaving no room for negotiation at all. She looked at her master, as if asking him for help, but Li 
Bi decided to stay out of this. Tanqi lowered her head and kept silent, biting her lip. With a serious look 
on his face, Zhang Xiaojing said, "Don't worry. Others might drool over your beauty, but what | value is 
your wisdom." 


"You..." Tanqi was unable to tell whether she was feeling annoyed or delighted. She looked at her 
master again and her heart was melted when she noticed that the wrinkles on his forehead had grown 
much deeper than before. 'I can even sacrifice my life for master, not to mention this!' 


She raised her head and bravely looked back into the wastrel's eyes. "I'll go, but on one condition: I'll 
make my own judgement. You have no right to give me any orders." Zhang Xiaojing raised his arm and 
stretched over. 


"What's this supposed to mean?" 
"Clap our hands and make it a pledge." 


Tanqi reluctantly gave him a high five and felt that this man's palm was so coarse. There was a thick 
layer of callus on it, which made her palm slightly hurt. She suddenly recalled that back then when they 
were at the gateway of the Praetorian Guards Department, it was this hand that he pressed on her 
shoulder. 


They were indeed pressed for time, so Tanqi quickly got rid of these petty thoughts. After sketchily 
making some preparations, the two hurriedly left the thatch-roofed hut. 


Zhang Xiaojing was just about to step over the threshold when Li Bi suddenly said, "Commandant Zhang, 
this time you don't have to worry about anything. Just do whatever you deem necessary. Under no 
circumstances will | suspect you again." Zhang Xiaojing paused before the threshold and turned his head 
back. Since he was standing with his back to the faint lamplight outside, his face was completely in the 
dark, but there was an unusual light gleaming in his only eye. "I never suspected Sicheng Li, but the 
enemy in the Jing'an Department is another matter." 


After saying this, he left the thatch-roofed hut in strides. Li Bi suddenly heaved a sigh. Tanqi flicked a 
glance at her master in suspicion, feeling that there was something inexplicable in his sigh. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi soon left, which made it meaningless for Li Bi to stay in the thatch-roofed hut 
alone, so he directly returned to the hall of the Jing'an Department. A wooden ladder had long ago been 
placed beside the wall of Cibei Temple. Xu Bin had considerately tied up the top of the ladder with ropes 
lest his superior fall off it. 


Climbing over a wall was undignified after all. For the sake of Li Bi's feelings, Xu Bin was the only one on 
the other side of the wall, holding a lantern waiting for him. He got off the ladder and Xu Bin was just 





about to turn around to lead the way when Li Bi suddenly stopped him. "One moment. There's 
something | want to talk to you about." 


Having no idea why Li Bi didn't choose to talk after they returned to the hall of the Jing'an Department, 
Xu Bin hurriedly stopped, face full of puzzliement. Li Bi looked around again, confirmed that there was 
nobody else around eavesdropping and then asked, "Do you have this feeling that something is not 
right?" 


Xu Bin was a little confused. 'Hasn't the matter about Turkish Wolf Guards already been fully discussed? 
What else is Sicheng Li suspecting? Besides, even if he's found something suspicious, he should have 
talked about it with Zhang Xiaojing. Why did he choose to tell me about it at the foot of a wall?’ 


Seeing that he was confused, Li Bi didn't give any explanation but continued speaking. "Do you still 
remember Zhang Xiaojing and Yao Runeng went to Xifu and FarFortune Trade respectively to investigate 
into cases at Wuchu?" 


"| do. Er.., |do," Xu Bin's memory was very good. During that operation, bales of hay in the stable caught 
fire due to a brazier in the FarFortune Trade, which caused chaos. Yao Runeng set off smoke signal in 
alarm and Zhang Xiaojing had to leave Xifu to hurry to his rescue, but halfway there, he felt that 
something was wrong and doubled back only to find that Wolf Guards killed someone and were just 
about to leave. 


Li Bi sneered, "That trade company had been in horse business for so many years. How was it possible 
that they carelessly placed a brazier beside hay? Zhang Xiaojing had just arrived at Xifu when things 
went wrong in the FarFortune Trade. If it weren't for that, Zhang Xiaojing would probably have long ago 
caught that Turkish Wolf Guard." 


Xu Bin was confused why Li Bi was so obsessed about this detail. Li Bi continued, "Zhang Xiaojing 
reached Changming Fang at Shenchu but got caught by Cui Qi at Shenzheng. The interval between the 
two was less than an hour. How did Li Bi manage to find out his whereabouts and then convince Cui Qi 
in such a short time?" 


"Are you saying that..." Slow as Xu Bin was, he also began to understand but didn't dare to say it out at 
all. 


Li Bi stood beside the wall, a cold look flashing across his eyes. "Surprisingly, Zhang Xiaojing had 
discovered this long ago: there's a mole in Jing'an Department." 


A ball of hemp paper was twisting and curling in a ceramic brazier. Flames licked their way through the 
paper and soon turned it to ashes. 
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This was the last confidential document signed by him and the royal court. From now on, nobody would 
be able to find any connections between him and Tujue — at least nobody could find any proof. 


Then he looked around and took up a gilded wine pot. This wine pot was a reward given to him by the 
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surface, which were of strong prairie style. As if feeling sorry about what he was going to do, Yousha 
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lost its shape. 


He also found a sheepskin haversack, several boxes of horse oil cream, two silver necklaces with tiger- 
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style and thus might lead to disclosure of Yousha's identity. Some of them were destroyed, and the 
others were dumped to somewhere far away. 


In fact, these items couldn't prove much. Turkish culture was very prevalent in Tang Dynasty, and these 
kinds of things were everywhere. But Yousha felt that he could never be too cautious under the 
circumstances. 
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on his forehead. He tried to undo a towel off his belt to wipe the sweat but accidentally touched a 
strand of human hair wrapped around the belt. Yousha briefly frowned and recalled that this was from 
the top of Cao Poyan's head. He contemptuously snorted, heavily pulled it off and tossed it into the 
ceramic brazier. Soon, the hair was also burnt to ashes. 


"Ha-ha, these morons," Yousha straightened his waist, looked through the window into the distance and 
couldn't help smiling wryly. These foolish Wolf Guards thought that Tujue was still a match for Tang 
Dynasty as it was decades ago? Stupid! 


As a high-status official, he could distinctly see the overall situation. Currently, Tujue was nothing but a 
prairie tribe lingering on with its last breath of life. In name only, the Khan wasn't even capable of 
subjugating nearby small tribes. A senile, sick wolf would sooner or later be replaced by another wolf in 
its prime in the pack. 


Surprisingly, under this circumstance, the Khan still tried to provoke Tang Dynasty in Chang'an ona 
Val ian in (alm AoLbK at- Moe) 6) i allel apmmaalicwr-lei mn’ Z-KMNYZ 0 (oleh aaa lolU cmv idameole] aul al-au ale) Zane (olo)sammsieiama-me lle lam miavmne) 
(ol KUF-To( Ma Walon A a-]amim Dalcincy- (ohm alomlZe) Lb] aincl-)a clo m Kol oce)aq(-m Kom @lal-lalcar-]amKome|/q-leim dalicwe)el-le-10 (0) ap 


Since sooner or later Tujue would perish, he might as well sell it at a decent price before it did, and 
these Wolf Guards were the best bargaining chip. 


Originally, Yousha had planned to side with Tang Dynasty, but the Imperial Court's attitude towards him 
had been erratic, so Yousha didn't dare take risks, but soon he made contact with a better buyer who 
made him an absolutely satisfying offer and also had an amazing plan. 


Yousha didn't care what that plan was. He just ordered his subordinates to execute every step of it 
according to the buyer's requests. This was a deal from which he could gain ten thousand percent. Tujue 
would provide costs and take all risks, and he would be the one getting all profits. Those pathetic Wolf 
Guards probably had no idea at all what they were doing at the last moment of their lives. 


‘There's nothing | can do about it. They were Wolf Guards, and I'm Yousha. What's that saying of Tang 
people? Oh — Those who work with their brains rule and those who work with their brawn are ruled. The 
one who said this was absolutely a genius.’ 
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was the only one inside. Now he had kept his end of the bargain. Yousha destroyed the last letter sent 
by Wolf Guards and also dumped all his belongings related to Tujue. 


Now everything was ready. All he had to do was wait for the other party to come to him and complete 
the transaction. And then he would be able to go wherever he wanted and live whatever kind of life he 
liked. 
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the chair before the table. Apart from sutras, a candlestick and that short knife he had used to cut off 
the hair on the top of Cao Poyan's head, there was also a ceramic wine pot in the shape of Capricorn 
with glazed goblets to match — they were not typically Turkish, so they survived. 


Yousha poured himself a goblet of blood-red wine from the Western Regions and gently shook it. Under 
the lamplight came from outside, he could see the glistening amber liquid in the goblet. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 
The old man raised the goblet and mumbled, feeling that he should drink a toast to his good future life. 


Its nostrils flaring, a scout dog was sniffing all around at those broken tiles in the ruins of Changming 
Fang. Yao Runeng was holding the leash, occasionally looking in the direction of the outside, uneasy and 
preoccupied. 


Loud sounds of people dancing to music accompanied by bursts of cheers kept coming from the other 
side of the wall. Those waves of sounds alone were tempting enough. If he climbed to the top of the 
wall, he could surely see scenes several times more exciting than the sounds. 


But Yao Runeng was too concerned to think about that. At this moment, he was full of anxiety. Firstly he 
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he had no idea how the investigation conducted by the Jing'an Department was going. As long as the 
rest of those Turks were still at large, residents of Chang'an would never be safe. 


All of a sudden, the scout dog raised it head and started barking loudly. 


With a wry smile, Yao Runeng crouched down and rubbed its fluffy neck. This was the third time that it 
had barked at that well. Lubi soldiers had long ago noticed the rock blocking the opening of the well 
when they were searching this site. They had removed the rock, looked inside but found nothing. After 
Yao Runeng arrived here with the dog, he had also checked the well several times but also hadn't found 
anything unusual. 


‘Why is this dog so obsessed with that well? It's just as stubborn as Commandant Zhang.’ 


As this disrespectful thought popped into his mind, Yao Runeng giggled in amusement, thinking that he 
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clothes. Since this search didn't come to much, he believed that he might as well go back. Hopefully, 
Commandant Zhang had already found some new clues. Yao Runeng didn't want to miss it. 


But due to this momentary lapse of concentration, the dog abruptly jerked the leash off his hand and 
rapidly ran to the edge of the well like a swishing arrow. Rather resigned, Yao Runeng walked over and 
intended to dragged it away, but the moment he approached it, he suddenly discovered that there 
seemed to be something between the dog's jaws. Frowning, Yao Runeng stretched out his hand, 
extracted that thing and found that it was a small piece of cloth. 


That was a thin, long strip of sackcloth which could be seen everywhere, dull-black in color. It had been 
ripped off from something caught by the cracked edge of the well. 
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An idea suddenly struck him. He summoned a nearby member of the Indecent, had him girded his waist 
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well by stepping on the dents in the wall. 


It was almost dark, and he had just descended a few steps when it became pitch-black. Yao Runeng 
asked a member of the Indecent to light a lantern and slowly send it down with a rope. Meanwhile, he 
himself kept going down. He missed his footing several times and it was because of the rope that he 
didn't fall off. Finally, he managed to reach the bottom. Yao Runeng stretched out his hand, drew the 
lantern over, took a look and was instantly taken aback. 


The bottom of the well was covered by a layer of dull-black sackcloth, and a human-shaped hump could 
be distinctly seen. In addition to this layer of black sackcloth, it was almost dark outside. No wonder they 
failed to find anything unusual in this well from above. These Turks really knew how to hide people! 


Yao Runeng removed the sackcloth to reveal an unconscious female. He stooped down, stretched out 
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Fortunately, the female's strength was not great enough to knock people out with one blow. Yao 
Runeng gripped her wrist, explaining aloud, "We work for the Jing'an Department. You're safe now." 
Then he hastily revealed his waist-seal fastened to his belt. 


The female was stunned. Yao Runeng forced a smile in suppressed pain. "That's right. We're civil 
servants." 


The female let out a cry and burst into tears, shooting her arms around Yao Runeng to hold him tight. 
Droplets of cold sweat started welling up on Yao Runeng's forehead. If someone from the Wang Family 
saw this, he would probably be incriminated. But she was so scared that she wouldn't let go of him no 
matter how hard he tried to comfort her. Yao Runeng had no choice but to let her. He asked people at 
the opening to drop another rope to drag the two of them out of the well. 
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that she was just petrified and that there was no obvious wounds in her, Yao Runeng was relieved. 


"Lady Wang Yunxiu, please come with us to the Jing'an Department," Yao Runeng said respectfully. 
The female raised her head with a blank expression on her face, as if still at a loss what had just 
happened. It was not until Yao Runeng repeated his words that she reacted, as if wakening from a 
dream, and hurriedly said, "Ah? There must be some kind of mistake. I'm not Lady Wang. My name is 
Wen Ran." 


Yao Runeng paled visibly on hearing this. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi were greeted by overwhelming noises the moment they walked out of 
Guangde Fang. 


This was an area near the West Market and there were numerous luxurious commercial houses here. In 
order to publicize their stores, business owners spared no expense in competing with each other. This 





store hung a banner ten meters long, the one beside immediately got one eleven meters in length. A 
store erected a post with lanterns formed up into the shape of a dragon coiling around it, another store 
soon erected a post with a phoenix formed of lanterns. A firm in the east hung brocade curtains in ten 
different colors, another firm in the west hurriedly installed a curtain made of five strings of gold and 
silver pendants at the storefront, making the store look like an immortal's abode. The lantern 
competition in this area was the intensest in Chang'an every year, and it was also the place where the 
most residents congregated during the festival. 


At this moment, along the fang walls on the sides of the broad road between Guangde Fang and the 
West Market, there were countless giant bamboo frameworks in the shape of wheels, trees or hills, all 
of which were laden with lanterns and flags with companies' names on them. The two lines of lanterns 
stretched for miles. Flames of several hundred thousand ivory candles were flickering in mid-air, lighting 
everywhere, which was an exciting and dazzling sight. 


All these candles were about two feet in length and a child's arm in width. They were placed in 
octahedral windproof paper cages and could last a whole night. The materials that the candles were 
made of contained spices, and there was also balm in the beds, so at the spot where the most lanterns 
were, the air was filled with a strong oily fragrance. Carried by night breezes, it wafted through the 
whole city. 


Numerous residents crowded below those frameworks decorated with lanterns, raising their heads to 
enjoy the beauty of lanterns smelling the fragrance. There was also a grain of coarse salt beneath 
everybody's tongue, which was an old custom in Chang'an: salt meant extension(The two Chinese 
characters are homonyms), and candles symbolized longevity. People believed that if the total amount 
of fragrance they inhaled reached the amount of fragrance that a whole candle could emit, their lives 
would be prolonged by one year, which would be an auspicious start to the new year. And this act was 
called "inhaling candles' lives". 


Because of this tradition, the lantern show site in Chang'an wasn't very crowded at the beginning. Most 
people stayed below those lanterns to "inhale candles' lives" for a while before strolling around — 
‘There's no need to hurry. This is going to be a long, amazing night,’ everybody present at the show 
thought so. 


Zhang Xiaojing knew this custom, so he urged Tanqi to take advantage of this opportunity and speed up, 
since they might get stranded if they didn't hurry. 


Tanqi's horsemanship was pretty good. She flicked a provocative glance at Zhang Xiaojing and said, "You 
have no authority over me." And with that she spurred the horse which then took a flying leap to 
dexterously go through the narrow passage between two mule-drawn carts and galloped away. 


Zhang Xiaojing was not annoyed. He jogged the reins and pursued her hotly, followed closely by some 
Lubi soldiers. 


To travel from Guangde Fang to Yining Fang, they had to ride northwards past three intersections, then 
turn west and go past another two intersections. All places this journey went through were prosperous 
ones. The road was crowded with people, horses and carriages. They barely had any room to turn 
around. After a time-consuming, stop-start travel, they finally reached Yining Fang. 





Yining Fang was near the Kaiyuan Gate in the west. Most foreign merchants who were unable to enter 
the West Market chose to stay in this place, so there were more foreigners here than in the West 

Market. In this fang, temples of various religions in their respective unique styles stood in great numbers, 
which counted as a scenery spot of Chang'an. The one with a flame-shaped top and cinnabar walls was a 
Zoroastrian temple; the one with two long flagpoles on the ridge of the roof was a Manichean temple; 
and in the northwest corner of the Eastern Tenth Street, the one with a cross on its circular top made of 
bricks was a Nestorian temple. 


Houses in Yining Fang were also decorated with lanterns and streamers, and the atmosphere was very 
uproarious. While there was a upsurge of residents going outdoors to enjoy the lantern show, all 
temples opened their middle gates to hand out food and preach. Visitors also took advantage of this 
opportunity to go into these temples to enjoy exotic scenes that they couldn't see on ordinary days. 


Zhang Xiaojing and the others arrived at the gateway of the Nestorian temple. A dozen smiling Nestorian 
monks in white robes were handing out small wooden crosses and little handwritten sutra scrolls to 
passers-by. 


Zhang Xiaojing secretly bade a couple of subordinates find out how many entrances this temple had, and 
also ordered that each entrance be guarded by at least two men. 


Tanqi asked him, "Shall we find the archbishop and check monks' certificates?" She had done some 
research before coming here and knew that the one in charge of Nestorian temples in Chang'an was 
called archbishop, who was a counterpart with a Zoroastrian Grand Sabao(The head of all Zoroastrian 
temples in a particular country). But Zhang Xiaojing shook his head, "This is different from the matter of 
Zoroastrianism. We don't know Yousha's identity. If we recklessly go there to check certificates, he 
might be alarmed. | have another plan, but | need you to cooperate with me." 


Tanqi was just about to ask what his plan was when a Nestorian monk in white robe walked up to them. 
He fished out two crosses on chains and said, "Benefactors, would you like to wear these crosses and 
listen to a sermon?" 


He had a prominent nose and hollow eyes. They could tell at first sight that he was not a native of the 
Central Plains, and his Chinese was not very fluent either. Zhang Xiaojing took a cross, casually tied it 
around Tangqi's neck and smiled, "Last night, my wife had a dream. An immortal, who wore gold armor 
with a cross on the chest and stood on a lotus flower, told her that an eminent monk she was destined 
to be indentured to had arrived in Chang'an. He also bade us serve that monk respectfully. So, today we 
came to this Persian Temple to find our master." 


Tanqi was taken aback, 'Why is this wastrel taking nonsense again?’ But she couldn't expose his lie in 
front of the monk, so she just stood on the spot, the color of her face alternating between red and white. 
At this moment, Zhang Xiaojing took her hand and raised it, saying, "Darling, the cross has always been 
blessing you. This time, you must devoutly express your gratitude." Tanqi noticed that there was no 
flirtatiousness in Zhang Xiaojing's eyes, only a cold look. 


It abruptly dawned on her that he was not flirting with her but carrying out the plan. She hurriedly 
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The Nestorian monk was delighted. Devout believers among Tang residents were very rare. He believed 
that this man must have been influenced by his wife who was of Western-Regions blood, which was 
even rarer than donating a couple of Pi(1. Pi is a unit of length used in feudal China. A Pi is roughly 
equivalent to 13 meters.) of cloth or a couple of gold items. He gladly asked, "Do you have the name of 
that eminent monk?" 


This time, Tanqi quickly came into her own without Zhang Xiaojing's help. "That immortal wearing gold 
armor said that this eminent monk was not a native of the Central Plains, that he arrived in Chang'an on 
one day of the past few months." 


They had discussed this with Li Bi and knew that by no means had a dignitary like Yousha been hiding in 
Chang'an for a long time. If he had disguised himself as a Nestorian monk and been staying in this 
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With a frown on his face, the Nestorian monk said that their disciples came from a wide variety of 
countries and areas, including Grand Qin, Zhan Kingdom, Persia and even the Western Regions and the 
prairie in the north, so the clue "not a native of the Central Plains" was far from specific enough. Tanqi 
hurriedly added, "Or maybe he's a Sogdian?" 


It was by disguising himself as a Sogdian merchant that Cao Poyan infiltrated into Chang'an, which was a 
very convenient method. Dignitary Yousha had no reason to refuse to adopt it. 
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monks in our temple. It won't be easy to find him in a short time. You might as well follow me into the 
temple. I'll ask my fellow monks and see what | can find out." 


Having been expecting this, Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi followed the Nestorian monk into the temple, 
walking side by side. 


When they entered the temple they were greeted by an octahedral stone Sutra Pillar more than ten 
meters high, on every side of which was carved a pattern of a cross, and its pedestal was in the shape of 
a lotus flower. This was probably the "cross and lotus flower" that Cao Poyan had mentioned. Behind 
the stone Sutra Pillar was a square not very large, which was paved with bluestone and spotlessly clean. 
On each of the two sides of the square was a row of Persian-style stone statues, and at the end of the 
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cross. 


Compared with temples of central mainland, buildings here were slightly bleak and plain. There weren't 
even any bell towers and drum towers on the sides of them. Leading the way, the Nestorian monk had 
walked a certain length of distance forward before he saw someone walking towards him head-on. He 
couldn't help yelled, "Deacon Es, here!" 


That man was about the same age of Li Bi's and had typical Persian look — green eyes, purple whiskers 
and curly hair, only that his features were fairly gentle and rather feminine. There was a long epaulet in 
the shape of an olive branch pinned on the left shoulder of his white robe, which indicated that his rank 
was probably higher than this Nestorian monk. 





What was noteworthy were his eyes — his pupils were big, round and pure green, like two mounted 
gemstones. 


"This is Deacon Es. He's the one in charge of general affairs of our temple. You can ask him about all 
kinds of matters, both big ones and small ones." The Nestorian monk warmly introduced that man to 
them. Though Es was a foreigner, his Mandarin was very standard. With a smile, he expressed his 
Lantern-Festival greetings to this couple in a mellow voice and courteous manner, giving them a 
favorable impression. 


After Tanqi repeated their story of coming here to look for an eminent monk, Es clapped his hand and 
smiled, "Speaking of this, there's indeed an elder from the Western Regions here who arrived not long 
ago, which fits madam's account of the dream well." 


His Mandarin was very fluent, but his wording was somewhat unduly formal. He probably had learned 
those words from some sutras or ancient books. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi exchanged eye contact and asked in unison, "We crave knowledge of 
Nestorianism. Would you please be so kind as to introduce this eminent monk to us?" Es crossed himself 
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Temple." 


Then the Nestorian monk returned to the gate, and Es himself led this couple towards the main hall. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


The indoor layout of the Nestorian temple's main hall was very different from Central Plain temple. 
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cross was a Statue of a suffering man wearing a thistle crown. 


"The Nestorian God, Messiah, pitied mortals were suffering in sin, so he descended to this world to lead 
us to righteousness, but was killed by a Great Qin official. His body was hung on a cross. Three days later, 
he came back to life, and it was truly a miracle." Es casually talked about his Nestorian scriptures while 
walking, his voice echoing throughout the dome. 


Suspicious, Zhang Xiaojing said, "A mere official killed him. Why was the Nestorian God so weak?" The 
smile on Es's face remained unchanged. "Please understand that everything is predestined. The 
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his own life to redeem the sins of the mortals, which was a deed done out of infinite compassion and 
mercy." 


On hearing this, Tangi became interested and asked, "Ksitigarbha Bodhisattva (A Buddhist god) swore an 
oath that he would release all souls from the Underworld, that he wouldn't ascend to the heaven to 
become a Buddha unless the Underworld was empty. Isn’t it a similar story?" 


"| dare not speculate the doctrines of another religion." 


The three people chatted while they walked. They walked around the main hall to a side room in the 
corner |. It was narrow and the ceiling was low. A dark ed, wooden wall divided the room into two parts. 
There was a small window about the size of an inkstone in the wall, which was covered by a wooden 
board, and the two had no idea what it was meant for. 


Es said, "This is the confessional. Believers who did something wrong or have evil intentions come here 
to confess and seek help from an eminent monk. This place is disconnected from both the heaven and 
idat-M UO) ayo(=)avce)a le pur-Vavom ale) ololenvmer-1a a\=t-lar-la\vaaalla\-Mine)eameleieyiel-Mmcom ol-1/(-\V(-) eRe: lame-lLanuivarelelm-laNmne)aas)g als 
over confidentiality." After saying this, Es bowed deeply and said, "Since you came here to find this 
eminent monk, surely there is something you wish to confess?" 
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Es made a ushering gesture, saying, "Please take a seat in the confessional. I'll go and get him right 


now. 
The confessional was not large, about the same size as a carriage. The two walked in. Before they could 
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darkness. 


Zhang Xiaojing reached for the door, only to hear the lock clanking. Es had locked the door from outside. 





Zhang Xiaojing pushed the door very hard for a couple times, creating loud bangs. At this moment, the 
small window in the wooden wall was quickly opened and a beam of light shone inside. Es' voice was as 
mild and calm as always. "Why don't you just start confessing your sins right now?" 


Zhang Xiaojing snapped, "You evil monks! We're devout believers. Why are you imprisoning us?" 


A gemstone-like green pupil crossed the small window. There was heavy sarcasm in his tone. "You two 
hardly exchanged eye contacts, and you didn't walk side by side either. As far as | can tell, you're neither 
husband and wife, nor devout believers of any kind, probably just some evil impostors coming here to 
case the joint for your sinister plot. You can't fool me with a small trick like this." 
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Xu Bin was standing in front of the hall of the Jing'an Department watching the busy crowds, his mood 
fluctuating violently like horse riding in the Joy Plain. 


At this moment, in front of the sand table, Li Bi was talking with a couple of curators in a low voice with 
no particular expression on his face. But the words he had said to Xu Bin at the foot of the wall were still 
vivid, "As long as the mole is still at large, Jing'an Department will never be safe. But there isn't a third 
absolutely trustworthy person in the department, so you'll have to investigate into this matter yourself." 


Xu Bin had never expected that there would be a mole in the Jing'an Department! 


All personnel of the Jing'an Department had been transferred to this department from various other 
agencies, so their backgrounds were very complicated, but Supervisor He and Li Bi had read résumé of 
each and every one of them. Xu Bin didn't believe that any of those savages from a prairie had managed 
to get through so many screening procedures and infiltrate into their department. If Prime Minister Li 
was the one behind this, that would be even more horrifying. 


Speaking of suspects, Tanqi was the most suspicious one. She was a half-blood. Her mother was from 
the Gilgit so she had a tall nose and light amber pupils. Fortunately, Tanqi was born and raised in Li Bi's 
family, so nobody would be stupid enough to suspect her. 


But others might not be so lucky. 


Tang Dynasty never discriminated on grounds of people's blood, and there were a large number of 
officials, both military ones and civil ones, who were not natives of the Central Plains. There were also 
plenty of staff members of the Jing'an Department who were of Hu origin. The proportion of natives of 
the Central Plains to people of Hu origin in the Jing'an Department was about 5:1. 


If news of the mole spread, all staff members of Hu origins would feel insecure, and the relaxed 
atmosphere would probably no longer exist. Now Xu Bin came to understand why Sicheng Li had chosen 
to tell him this at the foot of the wall. 
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identify this mole as soon as possible, which was really a tough nut to crack for Xu Bin. Thinking about 





this, Xu Bin let out a vexed sigh, paced up and down in the hall with his hands behind his back, 
occasionally turning his head aside to observe everybody in the hall. 


But his sight was not very good, so he would unwittingly move closer to the people he was looking at. In 
most cases, before he could get a clear view of that person, the latter would have already noticed him 
and, full of surprise, looked back at this curator who was acting weirdly. After walking aimlessly around 
the hall a couple of times, Xu Bin suddenly discovered that beside the hour copper in a corners stood a 
person. He narrowed his eyes trying to distinguish who that was, while unconsciously walking closer. 
Abruptly, he raised his head and their eyes met. 


"Er...Er?" 
Surprisingly, this person was Cui Qi! 
This thick-skinned traitor of Jing'an Department actually came back? 


Cui Qi appeared very embarrassed. Before Xu Bin could ask him anything, he produced his new waist- 
seal and said, "| have General Gan's order to inspect the Jing'an Department." 


According to the previous agreement between Li Bi and Gan Shoucheng, the Praetorian Guards 
Department would no longer hunt Zhang Xiaojing, but he was not allowed to appear in the Jing'an 
Department. In order to make sure Li Bi kept his end of the agreement, the Praetorian Guards 
Department would naturally send someone here to supervise the Jing'an Department. But unexpectedly, 
the one General Gan Shoucheng sent here was Cui Qi. Obviously, he did this deliberately to disgust Li Bi. 
As for whether or not Cui Qi himself would be disgusted, Gan Shoucheng didn't care at all. 


After returning to the Jing'an Department, Cui Qi had been silently staying in the corner all day long. 
Anyway, as long as Zhang Xiaojing didn't show up, nothing concerns him. It was not until this moment 
that Xu Bin discovered his presence. 


Whether a former colleague or an acquaintance, Xu Bin was antipathetic to Cui Qi. He darted a cold look 
at the traitor, turned around and walked away without even a perfunctory bow. 


The corner of Cui Qi's lips twitched. 'This guy is just an old low-ranking official. How dare he be so 
impertinent to a Deputy Xuanjie Officer?’ If this had happened in the past, he would have already swung 
his sheath at him and sent him flying, but now, he was an enemy of the whole Jing'an Department... 
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brother. How come things ended up like this? 


"Elder brother, maybe you shouldn't have transferred me here from Longshan." 
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He chose this path himself, so he had to take the consequences of it. 


Xu Bin neither knew nor cared about Cui Qi's vexations. He was walking around the hall like a headless 
chicken, perplexed, not a clue how to identify the mole. 





Memorizing numbers was an easy job for Xu Bin, but speculating about people's thoughts was much 
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knife in front of him which was used for cutting paper. 


An idea suddenly dawned on him. 'If | keep checking these people one by one, wouldn't it take me years 
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first.' Xu Bin knelt down, returned to his seat and put his writing brush, inkstone, ink stick and paper in 
order one by one. This was Xu Bin's habit when he needed to clear his thoughts. 


As expected, when everything on his desk was classified and arranged in good order, Xu Bin had a clue. 
He rang the copper bell and had a servant immediately brought him a detailed map of the Jing'an 
Department. He picked up a thin piece of crystal and started studying the map. 


The whole department was divided into three parts: the main hall, two wings and the rear hall. The main 
hall was the place where most staff members worked. The wings were where documents and files were 
stored. The rear hall was a prison. Behind the whole building, there was also a large garden, in which 
some separate houses and facilities were sparsely located, such as storage rooms, watchtowers, 
kitchens, latrines, wells, wooden shelves, canals, etc. On the edge was a circle of high wall on the top of 
which thorns were grown. 


‘The whole Jing'an Department has only two exits -the front gate of the main hall leading to the Tenth 
Street in the neighborhood, and a corner gate facing east, which directly leads to Jingzhao Office beside 
the department. Oh, by the way, now there's also a ladder leading to the thatch-roofed hut in Cibei 
Temple.’ 


Xu Bin's deduction was very simple. No matter who this mole was, there was one issue he or she 
inevitably had to face: how to send the intelligence reports out. Judging from how quick the intelligence 
was divulged on previous occasions, this channel must be a very quick one. Of all gates marked on the 
map, only two gates were plausible. 


And there was also the matter about sources of intelligence. 


The Jing'an Department had specific regulations about which messages could be made public, which 
messages could only be known by curators, which messages could only be read by Sicheng Li and the 
Chief of Jing'an Department. For instance, Wolf Guards' whereabouts was open to all staff members, but 
news about the abduction of Wang Yunxiu was only delivered to Li Bi at the beginning. 


Neither of the two leaks in the Jing'an Department, one about Xifu and the other Changming Fang, 
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intelligence of higher confidentiality levels. 
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gate and the corner gate; second, he had access to messages about the latest movements of Jing'an 
Department, but only those of middle or low confidentiality level. By doing this, he screened out a large 
number of scribes, leaving only curators and office clerks. 





Thinking about this, Xu Bin raised his head and flicked a glance in the direction of the corner. Cui Qi had 
been deliberately hiding in the dark so that nobody would notice him. The irony was that currently he 
was the only one in this hall who was surely not the mole. 


‘Wait. Does Cui Qi by any chance know who the mole is? After all, there must have been a liaison helping 
him with his traitorous plan.' But soon Xu Bin ruled out this possibility. The one who turned Cui Qi into a 
traitor must be someone who openly worked for Prime Minister Li, since only remarks of someone like 
this were convincing enough. The liaison was responsible for co-opting Cui Qi, and the mole was 
responsible for passing intelligence. These were two separate lines of work. 


Besides, even if Cui Qi knew, under no circumstances would he tell the Jing'an Department. 
It seemed that he had to find another way. 


Xu Bin took another look at the detailed map and a brilliant idea suddenly struck him, but he still needed 
the right occasion to carry it out, so he had to wait patiently for the moment. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


The hour copper had not even passed a quarter when noise suddenly came from outside the hall. With 
urgent footsteps, Yao Runeng helped Wen Ran walk inside. Wen Ran, wrapped up ina thin blanket and 
wary of this strange environment, let the man push her forward. 


Most scribes raised their heads to look at her with a mixed look. 'This must be Wang Zhongsi's daughter. 
Finally, we found her!' This woman was the very reason why they had been working overtime instead of 
enjoying the lantern show. 


Yao Runeng brought Wen Ran to Li Bi. Before Li Bi spoke, Yao Runeng stepped forward and said in a low 
voice, "This lady is not Wang Yunxiu. Her name is Wen Ran." 


Li Bi was stunned. He had thought that finally this thing was over, but unexpectedly, a new problem 
cropped up. With a cold face, he asked, "Who's Wen Ran?" 


Yao Runeng said, "I've already found out on our way back. She's the daughter of the owner of Wen's 
Incense Store. According to her own account, she was attacked by Fires Gang and asked Wang Yunxiu 
for help. They were on a ride on a Hu-styled carriage when some ruffians attacked and abducted them 
to Changming Fang. So, maybe... uh, we made a mistake at the very beginning." 


This was a pathetic misunderstanding. It turned out that the one abducted by Wolf Guards had been 
Wen Ran all along. 


"What about Wang Yunxiu?" Li Bi glared at her. 


Feeling that this man was very fierce, Wen Ran quickly cowered behind Yao Runeng and shook her head. 
Since that carriage accident, everything that had happened to her was stranger than the last one. She 
didn't even know what was going on, not to mention Wang Yunxiu's whereabouts. 


Li Bi lost interest in her and bade Yao Runeng to have her stay, question her, and let her go if there was 
nothing suspicious. Yao Runeng was just about to lead Wen Ran away when something struck Li Bi who 
promptly stopped them. "Do you know Zhang Xiaojing?" 


A trace of delight gleamed in Wen Ran's eyes as she heard this familiar name. "He saved my family." 


Light suddenly dawned on Li Bi. He twirled his horsetail whisk and smiled wryly at Xu Bin, "No wonder 
Zhang Xiaojing insisted on a second search. It turns out the one he wanted to find was not Wang Yunxiu, 
but this woman Wen Ran!" 


A while ago, Zhang Xiaojing insisted that an extra search be carried out in Changming Fang, and Li Bi had 
been wondering about it. Seeing Wen Ran, Li Bi’s sharp mind immediately figured out the subtle 
connection between these two things. Looking back when Zhang Xiaojing asserted emphatically that the 





one who was abducted was Wang Yunxiu, Li Bi believed that Zhang Xiaojing probably had been 
deliberately misleading them from the very beginning. 


Li Bi was both annoyed and disappointed. Yes, Zhang Xiaojing did risk his life and limb trying to stop 
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little trick ruined Li Bi's unconditional trust in him. Was there anything else he was not telling him? 
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uncertainties. 


"Lock her up in the rear hall. Interrogate her and find out the relationship between her and Zhang 
Xiaojing!" 


In a harsh voice Li Bi changed his order. Yao Runeng thought that he had just misheard. "Have her stay" 
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Upon seeing Yao’s hesitation, Li Bi hammered the horsetail whisk onto the desk with a loud bang. Yao 
Runeng had no choice but to grab Wen Ran and drag her towards the rear hall with an apologetic air. 


Perplexed, Wen Ran firmly held on to Yao Runeng's arm. Among all the people in this hall, he was the 
only one that she felt reliable. 


After they left, Li Bi closed his eyes and made up his mind to recall Zhang Xiaojing once any progress was 
made in that Nestorian temple in Yining Fang. He was not sure whether he could continue to trust that 
person in the next operation. 


Xu Bin, who was standing on the side, had no idea there had been a subtle change in his superior's 
attitude towards his partner. He concentrated all his attention on writing something. 


Because the occasion he had been waiting for now arose. 


Jing'an Department had two gates leading to the outside, a front gate and acorner gate, both of which 
were guarded by Lubi soldiers. Everybody going through these gates had to show their ID bamboo plates. 
Intruders without ID plates would be considered as committing the same crime as intruding into the 

royal palace, and soldiers were allowed to kill them on sight. 
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through these two gates, and all of them had extremely urgent business. The hustle and bustle lasted 
until Shen Hour when candles were lit. All soldiers were exhausted, so the ID check gradually became 
perfunctory. 


An official with a long face walked out of the corner gate of Jing'an Department with an ID bamboo plate 
in his hand. A guard looked at his face and recognized him. He was Clerk Pang, who commuted between 
Jingzhao Office and Jing'an Department on a regular basis through this corner gate. He was responsible 
for delivering all kinds of official documents. During this day alone, he had come here over ten times. 
Disinclined to check his ID plate carefully, the soldier took it, cast a glance at it and then let him through 
with a wave of his hand. 





Clerk Pang stepped over the threshold and entered Jinzhao Office. After looking around, he didn't head 
straight for Personnel Division but took a turn and went into a horse-hoof passageway between the 
main hall and the wall. This passageway was very narrow and only allowed one horse to go through at a 
time, so it was called a horse-hoof passageway. A lot of sundries were stored here, and hardly anybody 
came here. 


He walked to the middle of the Horse-hoof Passageway, stooped down and fished out a roll of paper 
from his inside pocket. All of a sudden, a gong went off and with that a row of lanterns appeared on the 
top of the wall, instantly lighting up the whole passageway. Xu Bin was standing on the other end of the 
passageway, staring at him with a sorry look on his face. 


"Old Pang, | never expected that it would be you... " 


Clerk Pang said in panic, "I -I just came here to answer the call of nature." Xu Bin shook his head with a 
wry smile, saying, "Alas... Stop lying to me. Aren't there enough stalls in Jing'an Department?" He walked 
over, snatched the roll of paper from Clerk Pang's hand and unfolded it. Surprisingly, it was just a list of 
food procurement. 


With an obsequious smile, Clerk Pang said, "You know me, Old Xu. Toilets in Jing'an Department are too 
dirty, so | came here. It's more comfortable to wipe with paper than toilet-slips (Small, disposable pieces 
of bamboo used for cleaning in toilets in feudal China). But because of the Paper-conservation Decree, | 

can't let anybody know about it." 


The Imperial Court had issued a Paper-conservation Decree, stipulating that all residents must respect 
paper and value words, and banned using paper with words as toilet paper. Clerk Pang tried to use a list 
of food procurement to wipe, so technically, he should be punished with caning. 


Xu Bin said, "Eh... you think too much, Old Pang. The law is strict, but law-executors have their senses. 
How could they arrest people just because of a mere piece of paper?" Then he returned the roll of paper 
to him. Clerk Pang was relieved. He was just about to pat Xu Bin on the shoulder to show gratitude when 
Xu Bin gently sidestepped, and looked serious now. "If they do, that would be because someone 
committed divul -divulgence of military intelligence." 


He was an honest man, and the brief stammering cost him all his dignity when he was saying these 
condemning words. The look on Clerk Pang's face went dark as he heard this. "Old Xu, you can't slander 
a colleague like this. Trying to use this as toilet paper was indeed my fault, but isn't your accusation a 
little wild?" 


Xu Bin briefly recoiled and then sighed heavily, realizing that he was never meant to be a mole-catcher. 
He took a step aside, revealing a person behind him. By candlelight, Clerk Pang took a look and saw that 
it was the guard on duty at the corner gate, whose hands had been tied up at the back, and he started 
trembling. 


The passageway was quiet, contrasting starkly with the noises outside. Then Xu Bin's spoke in a low 
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"| knew there's a mole in our department, but | had to wait for the occasion to arise. Just now, a woman 
returned to the hall, who was supposed to be Wang Yunxiu but was identified otherwise. | deliberately 





sent this message to all officials. It's so important that the mole will surely pass it on as soon as possible, 
and the ones who leave their seat at this time... Er... are the most suspicious." 


Xu Bin explained the trap he had set in a sincere manner, as if worried that Clerk Pang might not 
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"All this time, I've been wondering how the mole in Jing'an Department managed to go through the 
front gate or the corner, er... Er... And then | realized that | made a mistake. This person is not 
necessarily someone who goes through the gate. He also might be someone who... er... guards the 
gate." After saying this, Xu Bin took a deep breath and his tone became more confident. "I saw it just 
now: you walked through the corner gate, passed the message to the guard while he was checking you 
ID plate, and then left without anything suspicious on you; the guard passed it to another person 
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clever method. If investigated separately, both of you would be innocent. Only by putting you two 
together can | find out your trick." 


Clerk Pang slumped down onto the ground in the passageway with a thud. Xu Bin bade a couple of 
members of the Indecent to arrest him. Clerk Pang quickly raised his head and implored, "I -| was 
working for Phoenix Pavilion..." 


Phoenix Pavilion was the Secretariat. He admitted he was a subordinate of Prime Minister Li, hoping that 
Xu Bin would show mercy to him. However, as slow as Xu Bin was, he knew that there was no way Prime 
Minister Li would admit this, not to mention protecting him. Clerk Pang's official career was over. 


Clerk Pang also realized this. He grabbed Xu Bin's sleeve, yelling, "| want an audience with Sicheng Li! | 
was just passing messages. I've never interfered with any of Jing'an Department's affairs!" 


On hearing this, Xu Bin was somewhat irritated, "Humph! You actually denied this. If it weren't for the 
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Trade? That Cui Qi would still have betrayed us?" On hearing this, Clerk Pang was astonished and yelled, 
"| did pass intelligence about Commandant Cui to Phoenix Pavilion, but | have nothing to do with the 
matter of Far Fortune Trade!" 


"Hmm?" 


"Working for Turks is punishable by death! Besides, there's nothing | gain by doing that." Clerk Pang 
sounded afire with righteous indignation. 


Reminded of this, Xu Bin realized that the two leaks were actually of entirely different nature. The 
beneficiaries of the FarFortune Trade fire were those Turkish Wolf Guards who were trying to steal the 
map in Xifu, while the beneficiary of Cui Qi's betrayal was Prime Minister Li. 


No matter how shameless Clerk Pang was, he couldn't have worked for both sides at the same time. 
"Does this mean that... there are actually two moles?" Standing in the passageway, Xu Bin felt a cold 
shiver of fear run through him. Since when did Jing'an Department's security become so vulnerable? 
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He fixed his stare at Clerk Pang who felt chills shot down his spine. But Clerk Pang soon discovered that 
Xu Bin was nearsighted, that he was actually staring at the roll of blank paper that he had intended to 
use as toilet paper. With great caution, he passed it over, saying, "If you want this... " 

All of a sudden, Xu Bin jumped, turned around and ran outside the passageway. It was difficult for a 
middle-aged man like him to run so fast. Soon he disappeared at the end of the passageway. Clerk Pang, 
the guard and a couple of members of the Indecent escorting the former two looked at each other, at a 
loss what to do. 

Xu Bin was gasping for air, but his mind ran extremely fast. It had suddenly struck him just now that 
there was a better channel of passing intelligence in Jing'an Department. 





8. You Chu (17:00-17:59) Part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 


All four streets near Guangde Fang were ablaze, lit up by dazzling lantern. Those giant lantern holders 
were emitting thousands of glaring golden beams, lighting up half of the sky. 


For visitors, this was a rare spectacle, but for people on watchtowers built by Jing'an Department in 
various neighborhoods, those distracting lanterns were the worst headache. Countless candles and 
perpetual loud noises made both drumbeats and torches ineffective in sending messages. 


As aresult, staff members on watchtowers had no choice but to wrap their lanterns up with two layers 
of purple paper, so the light became distinguishable from lanterns on those giant lantern holders. If 
immortals were looking down on Chang'an City from heaven, they would see the city was shrouded in a 
sea of flickering golden light, and they had to look very carefully to discover those faint purple spots, just 
like sesame seeds sparingly scattered on a Biluo pie by a stingy cake shop owner. 


At this moment, the purple lantern on a watchtower near Guangde Fang suddenly went out, but 
compared to the colorful lanterns as bright as the sun and moon, this small change was so insignificant 
that nobody would have noticed it. 
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And then the third, the fourth, the fifth... In dozens of tanzhi (Tanzhi, or finger-flick, is a unit of time 
used in ancient China. A Tanzhi equals around 7.4 seconds), purple lanterns on watchtowers around 
Guangde Fang all faded, as if a dark rope was gradually hitched around the neck of Guangde Fang. 


After locking Wen Ran up ina rear hall cell, Yao Runeng walked to the courtyard and exhaled deeply. 
Wen Ran had been unwilling to go back to a dark room and kept asking Yao Runeng what was going on. 
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This common girl had been through so many tortures this day. He pitied her very much. Just now, 
Sicheng Li had ordered Yao Runeng to lock her up like a prisoner, which made him feel ashamed . 


He bade the prison guard put a candlestick and a copper basin with clean water in the cell -Wen Ran's 
hair and face were very dirty, so she could wash up in her cell. 


‘With this, at least | can face Commandant Zhang with a clean conscience when he comes back,' Yao 
Runeng thought. 


This woman said Zhang Xiaojing saved her family. Yao Runeng wondered what had happened between 
the two. He became very curious about Zhang Xiaojing's life and eager to know this person better. Wen 
Ran was probably a great source of information. 





Yao Runeng let Wen Ran to take her time. He himself went to the courtyard to breathe some fresh air 
and collect his thoughts before going back to interrogate Wen Ran —'Um, question her, not interrogate 
her,' he corrected himself. 


The prison behind Jing'an Department was connected to the Left Wing, with a small courtyard between 
them. The previous owner had built a rockery covered with Chinese wistaria, creating a quiet 
mountainous scene. Yao Runeng wandered in this small courtyard, contemplating with his head down. 
Suddenly he noticed a flickering figure behind the rockery. Yao Runeng squinted his eyes, laid his hand 
warily onto the iron ruler fastened to his belt and asked, "Who is it?" 


"It's me. Cui Qi." 

The figure walked out. Yao Runeng widened his eyes in surprise. 

"Oh? Isn't this General Cui of Praetorian Guards?" Yao Runeng emphasized the word "General" in 
sarcasm. He thought he would never have to see this face again. What do you know? This guy still had 
the nerves to come back to Jing'an Department. 


Cui Qi said with a dark face, "There's something | need to talk to you about." 


Yao Runeng continued mocking him. "You want to arrest me? It's a pity General Gan's injunction is 
against Commandant Zhang. He never mentioned a nobody like me." 


Cui Qi clenched his teeth and said in a deep voice, "It's not about this. I'm telling you, Jing'an 
Department might be in danger!" 


Yao Runeng could barely contain his laughter, thinking this guy's remarks were funnier than those of 
comedians performing Canjun plays. Jing'an Department was in charge of defense and security of the 
capital city. It was in danger? Its job was to identify danger! 


"No. Listen to me. | don't have any proofs for the moment, but | have a strong feeling that something is 
not right." 


Cui Qi's tone was a little anxious. He used to be a solder in Longshan, so he had a well-developed instinct 
for danger. A while ago, he suddenly began to feel restless. Footsteps of people in the hall, the flowing 
of wind, the noises outside, the frequency of messages being sent —he kept having this feeling that 
something was wrong but couldn't figure out what or where it was. 


"Of course you expect something bad to happen to Jing'an Department." Yao Runeng curled his lip. 


"You bastard! Why are you talking like this?" Infuriated, Cui Qi slapped the rockery with his palm. "Yes! 
I'm a traitor! | cater to those in power! But what can | possibly gain by telling such lies?" 


Yao Runeng watched his face and grew serious. This person might be a despicable coward, but he was 
not a good actor. He really looked anxious. 


"If you're so kind, why don't you tell Sicheng Li or Curator Xu yourself?" Yao Runeng asked suspiciously. 





"They'll never believe a traitor's words," Cui Qi answered with a bitter smile, "but if you warn them, that 
would be different. Listen. I'm not doing this for Jing'an Department. I'm doing this for myself. If 
anything happens to Jing'an Department, I'll be held accountable as well." 


He was telling the truth. If he had the choice, he would have run away already. But because of the order 
issued by Gan Shoucheng, he had to stay here. 


Yao Runeng said, "Then first you'll have to tell me what it's about. | can't tell them it's just your feelings. 
How is Jing'an Department supposed to defend itself?" 


Cui Qi said urgently, "Dispatch a few teams of Lubi soldiers here first. It's always safe!" 


The moment he finished the last word, the two of them heard urgent footsteps. They looked towards 
the source of the sounds and found that the footsteps were coming from the back garden, which was 
further away. 
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Department to the area behind the courtyard, which was a large garden. It was open and spacious, with 
only some storage rooms, toilets, wooden shelves, and so on. Jing'an Department's watchtower was 
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Theoretically this was a dead end with no exit, but Xu Bin suddenly recalled that there was actually 
another passage in this garden. 


The canal. 


Why was Guangde Fang's location so important? Because all three canals in western Chang'an -the 
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the imperial city. 


As the confluence of three canals, the main channel in Guangde Fang was broad and deep. This back 
garden of Jing'an Department had two water gates, one in the east wall and the other one in the west 
wall. Water of the main channel flowed into the garden through the east water gate and then, along a 
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water gate into the main channel. As a result, the garden had running water, and as long as one of the 
three canals flowed, there would be always running water in this garden, which created fantastic 
fengshui. 


The moment Xu Bin saw the roll of paper in Clerk Pang's hand, he realized that the mole didn't have to 
go through either of the two gates at all. All he had to do was come to this back garden pretending to go 
to the washroom, toss an oil-soaked paper into the channel, and have someone pick it up with a 
bamboo strainer outside the west wall. The current would pass the intelligence reports in a reliable, 
quick and extremely safe way. 


This tactic sounded very simple when it was figured out, but it was more practical than Clerk Pang's 
method. 





Xu Bin deliberately sent words out that Wang Yunxiu was Wen Ran, which, for the other mole, was a 
message that must be passed on immediately. In another word, if he hurried here, Xu Bin might be able 
to catch this person beside the channel. If not, at least he could catch the one responsible for picking up 
intelligence reports beside the west wall, and block this transmission channel. 


He was followed by five Indecent members. Xu Bin bade two strongest one to get into the garden by 
climbing over the wall on the other side as soon as possible and guard the position. He and the other 
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Xu Bin hadn't done such vigorous exercise for a long time, gasping, his lungs in burning pain, but he 
dared not stop. After hearing the apprehension of Clerk Pang, the mole might go underground, so this 
was the only chance to catch that person. 


They ran into the back garden and progressed quickly along the gravel path. Soon they saw the dim 
outline of the storage room in the dark. There were no lamps here, so they were unable to get a clearer 
view. They could only hear the gurgles of water in the channel. 


Eek? Why are the lamps here all dark? 


The big watchtower of Jing'an Department was right beside this garden. It received messages sent from 
everywhere, and thus was double the size of a common watchtower, allowing eight staff members to 
stand on it. After dark, there were supposed to be sixteen purple lanterns on it. 


Xu Bin raised his head and found that it was pitch-dark on the big watchtower. There wasn't a single 
lantern. 


'This is bad!' 


An extremely ominous premonition clutched Xu Bin's heart like a venomous snake springing from the 
dark. 


Two screams rose from the other side of the wall, which came from the two Indecent members. Xu Bin's 
face drastically changed. He craned his neck but couldn't see anything in the darkness. Then he lost his 
footing and fell onto the ground. 


At the same time, a shadow stood up in the channel. Startled, all members of the Indecent whipped out 
their rulers from their waists. One after another, a dozen shadows rose from the water and climbed up 
like evil spirits. 


They wore black diving suits and held short crossbows, standing in a row in horrible silence. The railings 
at the bottom of the west wall not far away had been dismantled. These people probably swam through 
that entrance. A black figure standing at the foot of the west wall was calmly looking in this direction, 
playing with a straight-handled horse-teeth file in his hand. 
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crossbows fired at the same time and instantly killed two of them. The last one tried to alarm others but 
a bolt flew into his head in a flash. 





A black figure craned out of the edge of the big watchtower, confirmed the kill and then gestured a 
sginal. 


The black figures took off their diving suits, reloaded their crossbows, split into several squads and 
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9. Youzheng (18:00-18:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 
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dagger from his waist and stabbed towards the patient on the stretcher. At that moment a big hand flew 
out from beneath the blanket like lightning and held the wrist of the apprentice in a vice-like grip. 


Youzheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
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The confessional was narrow and dark. Even if there was only one person here, he or she would find this 
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Trapped in the dark, Tanqi and Zhang Xiaojing were standing almost face against face, and there was 
barely any room to move. They could even feel each other breathing. Maintaining this awkward posture, 
Zhang Xiaojing yelled a couple times but no response came. That Deacon Es just left them like this? 


Even Zhang Xiaojing had never expected that this learned and refined Nestorian monk would turn 
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with numerous people, and yet, he still failed to notice what kind of man this monk named Es really was. 
His looks and temperament were so deceptive. 


Zhang Xiaojing hammered the door with his fists several times, but the little door held still. This wooden 
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couldn't be broken with sheer human strength. 


"Lady Tanqi, please pardon me." 


Zhang Xiaojing raised his upper body and leaned towards Tangqi's face, trying to make enough room 
beside his waist to pull out his saber. Tanqi knew what he tried to do, but her heart still fluttered. She 
had never been so close to a man before. Feeling his heavy breath going straight into her nostrils, she 
was transfixed with fear. 


Slowly, Zhang Xiaojing managed to unsheathe his saber. He cautiously aimed the tip of the saber at the 
crack between the door and the frame, pushed it out a little and slid it downwards. The thin blade 
touched the lock-chain outside, but this room was too narrow and he couldn't use his strength well, not 
to mention hacking the door open. The only way was to cut the pivot with the saber tip, but it would be 
iofom dfaat=mree)acielealialce 


Tangi felt that this whole thing was very absurd. Kailu Hodo's whereabouts was unknown, Chang'an was 
at stake, yet here they were, trapped in this ridiculous place by a ridiculous Nestorian deacon for some 
ridiculous reason. 





She looked at Zhang Xiaojing, thinking, 'This guy has to find a way out soon! Just like when we were in 
Praetorian Guards Department, he always knew what to do despite the circumstances.’ Zhang Xiaojing 
tried his best to widen his only eye under the faint light, his lips clamping tightly together, like a 
ferocious beast trapped in a cage. This time, it seemed like he was at his wits' end. 


Tanqi suddenly became vigilant, 'Since when did | begin to rely on him?' This wastrel said that he asked 
her to come because of her wits. If she wait idly for him to figure things out, wouldn't she bring shame 

to her master? With this thought, Tangi painstakingly turned her neck to see if there was any chance to 
escape. 


As they moved at the same time, their faces accidentally touched. His coarse face irritated Tanqi’s skins. 
A pink color spread over Tanqi's cheeks and neck, but she had couldn’t turn away. 


Right at this moment, footsteps came from outside. They froze at the same time. 


Es' smug voice was heard. "| suppose the two of you must be cursing me for my mouth of honey and 
heart of dagger... Oh, please forgive me. | forgot that the phrase 'mouth of honey and heart of dagger' is 
forbidden. Maybe | should say 'beguiling with eloquence and charm’. After all, | daresay | am quite 
charming indeed, hah!" 


They wondered if this guy just came back, or had never left at al. Tanqi had seen a lot of men, but this 
guy was the only one who like to talk about his own looks. 
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sounded more excited than angry. 


Tanqi was just about to mock him when Zhang Xiaojing stopped her. He unfastened his waist-seal, 
knocked on the door with it and said in an urgent voice, "I'm Zhang Xiaojing, a commandant working for 
Jing'an Department. I'm investigating into a major case concerning the safety of all residents in Chang'an. 
You must release us immediately. This is my waist-seal issued by Jing'an Department, which you can 
confirm at any government agency." 


"Jing'an Department? I've never heard of it before. Are lies coming out of your lips like a river?" Es 
glanced through the small window at the waist-seal. "I'll pay a visit to the Department of Religions 
tomorrow. Everything will be clear by then." 


"We don't have the time! Let us go right now!" Zhang Xiaojing jerked his back upwards and hit the roof, 
shaking the whole wooden confessional. 


Es stretched out his slender fingers and shook, clicking his tongue. "I'm a Nestorian deacon who's 
responsible for security of this temple. Since evildoers has infiltrated our temple pretending to be good 
people, | need to find out the truth myself, otherwise I’ll be eating free food as | abandon my duties." 


He spoke in idioms, which sounded exceptionally annoying to Tanqi and Zhang Xiaojing. 
Zhang Xiaojing said in a deep voice, "Listen, there's an extremely dangerous man hiding in this Persian 


Temple. His existence is a threat to hundreds upon thousands of lives. If the Imperial Court's big plan is 
delayed, you are responsible for all the consequences!" 





Hundreds upon thousands of lives? Extremely dangerous? Es' eyes lit up as he heard the two phrases. 
"First, our temple is a Grand Qin Temple, not a Persian Temple. Secondly, if this dangerous man does 
exist, he should be handled by me, the deacons of our temple. Is he the eminent monk you came here to 
find?" 


"That's right. He is Dignitary Yousha from the Turkic tribes He came here within the last three months. 
Jing'an Department believes that he disguised himself as a Nestorian monk hiding in this Persian 
Temple." Zhang Xiaojing talked very fast. He couldn't let this bookish Persian take control of the 
conversation. 


"| have told you it's a Grand Qin Temple... hmm." Es seemed to have believed some of Zhang Xiaojing's 
words. After glancing to the side, an adventurous smile lit up on his handsome face. "You two may 
confess while | go and find out if you're telling the truth." 


This time, Zhang Xiaojing really got anxious. He raised his voice and yelled, "This Turk has powerful allies. 
Don't go in recklessly. Please open the door immediately and let the professionals do their job." 


"Oh? You mean the two professionals whom | locked up in the confessional?" Es laughed and then 
pointed at his own eyes. "My eyes were washed by the autumn water. | can see whatever you see, only 
better." Then he turned around and walked away, leaving Zhang Xiaojing yelling from behind. 


Es strode along the corridor. The look on his face was as calm as always, but a corner of his white robe 
fluttered higher than usual, showing his excitement. 


Nestorian monks advocated hard work and modesty, and there were barely any quarrels throughout the 
years. Es was proud of the fact that he had read all Central Plain classics, and he always regretted not 
having any chances to showcase his knowledge. Finally, an opportunity arose, and he by no means 
would let it slip away. 


If that man was telling the truth, this would be a great opportunity. Es walked into the main hall as his 
thoughts swirled. He saw the cross high up on the wall, put his palms together and prayed, "Lord up 
High, you have granted me an opportunity to serve. If | succeed, Nestorianism will surely find favor with 
the Imperial Court. Nestorianism's reputation will be restored." 


After the prayer, he headed directly for the residence area beside the main hall. There was a garden in 
which monks grew melons, fruits and vegetables. All Nestorian monks advocated farming, regardless of 
rank, so their dwellings were built beside the vegetable garden. The buildings all looked the same: flat- 
roofed, two-story and made from stones. 


As a deacon, Es was very familiar with personnel changes of the temple. There was indeed a monk who 
came to the temple a month ago. His name was Puzhe, from Sogdiana. He was an elder whose identifier 
was issued by a Nestorian temple in Samarkand. Elder Puzhe had been keeping a low profile since he 
arrived at this Nestorian temple in Yining Fang. He barely socialized and went out a lot. Other monks in 
the temple thought that he was enthusiastic Nestorian evangelist, so nobody bothered asking him 
questions. 


Elder Puzhe was the only one who fitted Zhang Xiaojing's description. 





Since he was over sixty, the temple assigned him a separate room on the second floor of a corner 
building. Es asked a house-keeping monk to come with him. At the doorway, he knocked and called, 
‘Elder Puzhe!' but there was no response. Es pushed the door and to his surprise, it was unlocked and 
opened with a squeak. 


The furnitures in this small living room were no different from others. Below the window was a gilded 
cross, to its sides were two chests with an arched lid for keeping square kerchiefs. On the ground was a 
layer of thick felt blanket made of camel hair. 


Es noticed at first sight that there was an overturned Capricorn wine cup. Crimson wine flowed out from 
the opening and wetted a large part of the blanket. He immediately became alarmed He lifted the tail of 
his robe, stuffed it into his belt, and slowly walked towards the bedroom. 


The moment Es walked inside, he was greeted by Elder Puzhe's widened eyes and his twisted face. Elder 
Puzhe was lying, face up, head on the threshold, a knife stuck in his mangled and bloody chest. The 
elder's arm was still quivering. They didn't know whether he was still alive or his spirit was still lingering 
in his body, due to his grudges towards the murderer. 


Es was taken aback. 'Isn't... Isn't he an extremely dangerous ruffian? How did he become a murder 
victim? 


The Nestorian monk behind him followed inside. On the sight of this gory scene, he yelled "Oh, my 
God!" and then collapsed to the ground with a thud. Instead of stooping down to check the body or 
going deeper into the bedroom, Es quickly surveyed the room around him. 


After keeping quiet for a few tanzhi, he suddenly grabbed a copper candlestick and hurled it towards the 
corner of the room. 


At the corner stood two small bamboo screens which covered the urinal. Thin and light, the screens 
were knocked down by the heavy copper candlestick with a loud bang. A masked man jumped out. 


"You think you can escape my eyes with such a petty trick?" Es yelled, half out of excitement, half trying 
to embolden himself. 
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Highway. There was supposed to be a gap between the shadows of the two screens, but Es noticed a 
while ago that there was a moment when the two shadows met, which indicated that someone was 
hiding behind the screen. 


The murderer had probably just killed the elder before he was able to escape when he heard the knocks. 
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After he was exposed, the masked man went for Es with his saber. Panicking a little, Es drew back, but it 
was too late. He suddenly realized, 'l should have feigned ignorance and reported to authorities." 


But regret wouldn't help. The masked man's saber was almost upon him. Forgetting his dignity, Es 
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another attack, he gripped a ceramic brazier beside the bed, which was used for feet-warming, and 
poured its contents towards the man. 


The ceramic brazier was shaped like an iron winnowing fan. It contained red-hot charcoal to warm the 
room at night. Somebody probably burnt something in the brazier. When Es swung the brazier at that 
man, ash flew out and instantly filled up the little room. Taking advantage of this opportunity, Es 
crawled away from the masked man's attack range and stood up, still holding the ceramic brazier. 


All of a sudden, a screech was heard. It was the house-keeping monk. Apparently, after his first blow 
missed, the masked man killed the Nestorian monk behind Es. 


Es was infuriated. This guy had intruded a Nestorian temple and killed two monks in a row, a most 
intolerable humiliation to a deacon. He desperately scattered the remaining ash in the ceramic brazier 
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This was a Nestorian elder's bedroom, so there would be a staff hanging beside his bed. The staff was 
made of fig wood from the Zhan Kingdom, where the Nestorian God was born and raised. Nestorian 
elders carried these staff to honor of the founder of their religion. The masked man might have a 
sharper weapon, but Es was more familiar with the layout of this room. 


Es took the staff from the wall and regained some composure. He didn't have to win this fight. He just 
needed to hold on until security monks arrive. With the reach advantage of the staff, Es managed to 
force the masked man into a corner. 


The masked man soon realized that his opponent just trying to delay, so he turned around, jumped out 
of the window and escaped this prolonged fight. 





9. Youzheng (18:00-18:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Es sprinted to the windowsill and looked down but didn't see that man. He raised his head and found 
that the masked man had climbed up to the roof over the protruding edge of the porch. 


‘You really think all Nestorian monks are weak and frail?’ 


Es sneered, clamped the staff between his teeth, grabbed the upper windowsill back-handed and swiftly 
swung onto the roof. 


Roofs of houses in this Nestorian temple were flat, broad and perfect for running. Es pursued the 
masked man, leaping from one roof to another. The masked man's movement was fast, but Es was just 
as good. Actually, he was even faster. 


Es grew up in a desert in the Western Regions, and his favorite daily activity was running and jumping 
around in various grottoes and sand caves. As time passed, he developed superb movement skills, which 
allowed him to maneuver in steep and dangerous terrains just like he was walking on level ground —he 
called it pass-and-cross. 


The escape route this assassin chose happened to tickle to his competitive itch. 


Sensing Es was getting closer and closer, the masked man leaped over a gap between two roofs, spun 
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blade. In the nick of time Es flung his robe forward. The moment the saber slashed through the robe, he 
jerked the robe and forced the tip of the saber away from him. It scraped his shoulder nonetheless, 
leaving a bloody cut. 


With this momentum, Es rammed his head into the masked man's chest and sent him flying. They rolled 
across the roof and started grappling. Es unclenched his jaw, gripped the staff and hit the man's head, 
yelling in fury, "I'm a Persian prince! How dare you flaunt your skills in front of me?" 


As he struck the man repeatedly, a bolt flew through the air and hit the head of Es’ staff. If the bolt had 
been a few inches closer, it would have penetrated Es' throat. The moment Es was distracted, the 
masked man pushed him away and jumped off the roof of the two-story building. 


Es had never expected this assassin to have a helper. He darted to the edge of the roof and saw that 
someone in the distance was aiming a crossbow at him. He ducked quickly as another bolt flew past his 
Xer-] | 0 


Grabbing this opportunity, the masked man picked himself up and hobbled to the crossbowman, who 
dropped the crossbow and, along with the masked man, ran past the octahedral stone Sutra Pillar, 
heading straight for the front gate of the Nestorian temple. 





It was too late. Es had no choice but to yell out loud, hoping some of those monks at the gateway could 
hear him. However, those monks were busy handing out gifts to visitors at the noisy gate. None of them 
would have expected two assassins running out behind them. 


But those monks were not the only ones who were at the gateway. 


The batch of Lubi soldiers had been guarding the gate all along by order of Zhang Xiaojing. On the sight 
of the two murderous figures, they whipped out their sabers, formed a circle and closed in on the two 
assassins. 


The two killers reacted immediately. They each fished out a handful of copper coins from their chest 
pockets and cast them upwards. Those coins fell to the ground in all directions, as if some heavenly 
maids was scattering petals. By-standers exclaimed in amazement, "Flower-money!" 


Scattering Flower-money was a custom in Chang'an —People would scatter copper coins while enjoying 
the lantern show, and allowed others to pick them up. It was believed that the more coins one scattered, 
the better fortune the person would receive in the future. But this old custom often caused a lot of 
trouble, so the government imposed a ban on it. On hearing that somebody was scattering Flower- 
money in public, bystanders were surprised and rejoiced. The news spread quickly, and people flooded 
over to the temple and scrambled for the coins on the ground, causing great pandemonium. 


When the coins on the ground were gone, so did the two killers, leaving a dozen Lubi soldiers in 
bewilderment. At this moment, Es, who had jumped off the roof, arrived at the gateway. On seeing this 
scene, he asked, "Is the name of your commandant Zhang Xiaojing? His face chapped, his sight 
compromised?" 


The solder looked confused. 
"Um, | mean, his face is full of wrinkles and he lost an eye." 
"Oh, that's him. He is indeed Commandant Zhang." The soldier finally understood. 


Es scratched his head, embarrassment filled his handsome face. Though he was remarkably eloquent, he 
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Jing'an Department, Guangde Fang. 


A petty official was the first to fall. Heading for the main watchtower with a stack of files, he suddenly 
saw a dozen black figures coming at him. He had just widened his eyes when a short-ridged knife went 
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Two guards were next. They guarded the area connecting the back garden and the main hall. They were 
chatting when suddenly their bodies froze at the same time and fell to the ground, a bolt sticking out 
each of their necks. 


The first black figure stopped here. He was the one who climbed up the main watchtower a short while 
ago, and also the leader of this team. He stooped down, pulled the two bolts out of the two bodies, 
reloaded his crossbow and signaled "clear". 
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the wings, aiming their crossbows at the path leading to the back garden. Then a couple others returned 
to the gap of the water channel, dragged over several heavy sacks, opened them and fished out a simple 
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This kind of water-canister was a section of bamboo with a hole in the front and a pushing rod at the 
rear. The rod end inside the tube was wrapped in compact cotton wadding. If one pulled the rod, water 
would be sucked into the tube through the hole; if one pushes the rod, the water would be shot. This 
device was designed to put out fires, but it broke too easily and held so little water, making it quite 
unpopular. 


As a disposable equipment, however, it would really come in handy. 


In an orderly manner, they started filling up their water-canisters from those ceramic pots. The leader 
stood and watched the eaves of Jing'an Department's main hall, excited about the upcoming slaughter. 
Suddenly, he raised his hand, removed his mask, tossed a roll of mint leaf and started chewing on it. 


Long Bo's hooknose appeared exceptionally hideous under the night sky. 


During this time, a couple of petty officials who came to use the latrine were all instantly killed and 
dumped inside the ditches. 


After everyone loaded their water-canisters and carried them at their sides, Long Bo barked in Sogdian, 
"Split into three squads. One goes to the main hall. The other two go to the two wings. Whoever goes to 
the left-wing, keep an eye out for the back hall. On engagement, crossbows for guards, sabers for 
officials, and water-canisters for items. Take control of the situation as soon as possible." 


Then he emphasized, "The job must be finished in a quarter-hour." 


Everyone nodded in unison. Long Bo spat out the mint leaf he chewed and put on the mask again. "Let's 
send some lanterns to our superiors in Jing'an Department." 


The small door of the confessional swung open with a bang, and long-lost light re-entered the room. 
Adjusting to the light, Tanqi and Zhang Xiaojing squinted at the same time. 


Es didn't try to excuse himself and came up to them and apologized in a verbose, pedantic speech which 
included phrases like "infinite self-criticism" and "anguished self-accusation". He almost recited every 
word from the Imperial Confessions written by the last emperor. 


Tanqi interrupted him and asked him what had just happened. Knowing that he was in the wrong, Es 
gave them a full account of the incident. Cold as ice, Zhang Xiaojing was too concerned to blame Es and 
said, "Take me there immediately." 


Seriously injured, Elder Puzhe had been transferred to a quiet prayer room and where physicians of the 
temple treated him. Stabbed in the chest, he was deeply wounded and fell into a coma. 





Zhang Xiaojing walked over and examined him. He had a chapped hatchet face with a broad nose and 
hollow eyes, bearing no similarity to any Central Plain people at all, but his features were also not typical 
Turkic look. 


This matter was very tricky. Currently, they had no way to confirm whether Elder Puzhe was Yousha or 
not, but for Jing'an Department to carry out further operations, they had to be a hundred-percent sure 
of it. 
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which was not very useful because it might be a counterfeit made by the Turks. Those Turks could even 
grab a real Elder Puzhe, kill him and take his monk certificate. 


After contemplating for a while, Zhang Xiaojing stooped down and started stripping Elder Puzhe's robe. 
Es interjected, "Isn't it inappropriate to disrespect the body of an eminent monk?" Tanqi replied coldly, 
"If he is the Turk named Yousha, will you still call him an eminent monk?" Locked in the confessional for 
quite a while, she hated the guts of this stupid deacon who acted on the strength of his own imagined 
cleverness. 


Zhang Xiaojing pushed the physician aside and tore the robe apart, revealing a senile body. There was a 
horrifying long scar on the lower right abdomen, flesh curled outwards, giving the scar a snake-like 
appearance. Zhang Xiaojing felt the scar with his hands, then his raised head and said that it was left by 
a Mo-saber. 


Mo-sabers were 4 feet in total and had 3-feet blades, which were issued to crack cavalry of Tang 
Dynasty. Judging from the length and position of the scar, the victim must have been hit on horseback 
by a horizontal slash, and more than half of the blade hit him. He was incredibly lucky to be alive. 


Zhang Xiaojing parted the victim's thighs and saw that there were thick calluses inside the thighs, 
pointing to years of horseback-riding. On the sides of his waist were two curved calluses. If one walked 
with armor on very often, the swinging lower edge of the cuirass would rub against the skin, leaving this 
kind of callus -and the armor had to be of very high quality. 


The victim had been riding and wearing armor for many years. He had been wounded by a Mo-saber of 
Tang Army. The true identity of this Elder Puzhe who stayed away from everyone was clear as day. 


"Now | know why Turkic Wolf Guards kidnapped Wang Zhongsi's daughter. It was all because of 
Dignitary Yousha's ego, as | had expected." Zhang Xiaojing stood up and clapped his hands. 


Residents of the prairie had a culture of vengeance. They believed that to heal a wound, one must rub 
the blood of the foe's offspring on the wound. Dignitary Yousha probably fought Wang Zhongsi many 
years ago and was seriously wounded, which had left him some chronic diseases. This time, he came to 
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Zhongsi's daughter to treat his condition. 


They realized that if it weren't for his selfish motive, Jing'an Department might not have tracked down 
those Wolf Guards. 


Tanqi asked suspiciously, "But who came here to kill Yousha?" 





Zhang Xiaojing said, "Those who manipulated the Turkic Wolf Guards, of course. Since they've already 
gotten mountain tallow, Yousha became useless to them. To prevent us from tracking them down, they 
have to sever all relations. This guy plotted his betrayal for so long in exchange for wealth and power. Ha. 
He didn’t think that he was dancing with the devil." 


He became more concerned after these words. This mysterious organization was ruthless and decisive. 
Apart from Yousha, they might be cutting off other potential clues one by one right now, which would 
make it more and more difficult to investigate. Besides, their sudden actions to tie up loose ends was an 
indication that something big was about to happen, yet Jing'an Department was still in the dark. 


Yousha was in a coma, so they couldn't get any information from him. There were no useful clues in his 
room either. Zhang Xiaojing's mind was working madly but he still couldn't figure out a way to break the 
deadlock. A wave of mental fatigue swept over him, and him had a taste of despair. 


Usually, he would never give up. Maybe he was exhausted after all, or maybe it was because of all the 
pressure he had to face all this time. Leaning against the wall of the quiet prayer room, Zhang Xiaojing 
closed his only eye, not even bothering to wipe off the dust. 


At this moment, Yousha suddenly burst into coughs, as if he was about to come around. There were 
traces of blood in his saliva and his whole body was convulsing vehemently. The physician sprinted over 
and pressed Yousha's limbs against the bed, sweating buckets. "We have to transfer him to a clinic 
immediately, or it'll be too late!" 





9. Youzheng (18:00-18:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 
Clang— Clang— Clang— 


The giant bell above the main hall of the Persian Temple rang. All Nestorian monks stopped whatever 
they were doing and wondered what was going on. Two men carrying a makeshift stretcher covered by 
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the temple. 


All monks nearby were murmuring amongst themselves. Learning that an eminent monk was 
assassinated and being transferred to a clinic, they started to pray for their brother fervently. 


Fortunately, it was the first day of the Lantern Festival. Clinics in all neighborhood were prepared to 
work all night. Outside the gate, an oilcloth ox carriage had just arrived. Drawn by an ox, this type of 
carriage was slow and steady, with a bamboo- roof and curtains on both sides -perfect for transferring 
seriously wounded patients. 


Two men placed the elder into the carriage carefully. An apprentice physician, who had been waiting 
inside, helped lay the patient flat and then stuffed a Ginseng Lifesaving Pill into his mouth. The carriage 
was too small for two more men, so the apprentice physician bade them head for the clinic first. Then 
he hung a bereavement-bell with white and blue stripes outside the carriage and then asked the 
coachman to leave. 


The moment the ox-drawn carriage started moving, the bereavement-bell jingled. This bell was made of 
lead, so it sounded different from normal bells. When they hear the sound of it, people nearby knew 
that someone was being transferred to the clinic to receive emergency treatment, so they all hurried 
out of the way to avoid catching bad luck. 


The ox-drawn carriage slowly progressed through busy streets and crowds to the jingling bell, heading 
for the clinic. After it traveled about a quarter mile, the carriage left the sight of the Persian Temple. It 
suddenly swerved off the crowded main road into a small alley. There were no lanterns here, so it was 
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dagger from his waist and stabbed towards the patient on the stretcher. At that moment a big hand flew 
out from beneath the blanket like lightning and held the wrist of the apprentice in a vice-like grip. 


The blanket was lifted, revealing a one-eyed, hideous man who sat up from the stretcher and grinned, 
"A physician is supposed to treat a patient as their own child. Where is your love?" 


The apprentice knew he was tricked and his face dropped. He flipped his wrist and jabbed the man, only 
to hear a clang when the dagger hit its target. Zhang Xiaojing, who wore a hauberk, drew a little jet- 
black iron hammer and swung it at the apprentice’s shin. Inside the narrow carriage, this hammer 





became a very practical and powerful weapon. The apprentice could neither dodge nor parry the blow 
which instantly crushed his knee. 


The apprentice screeched in anguish and fell backwards, and his cheek moved eerily. Zhang Xiaojing saw 
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The coachman heard sounds in the carriage and realized that something was wrong. He was just about 
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the seat bolt like a stiff body. 


A sniper at the entrance of the alley lowered his bow. Lubi soldiers rushed past him and surrounded the 
ox-drawn carriage. Unfortunately, after falling to the ground, the coachman knew there was no way he 
could survive this, so he swallowed a poison pellet and killed himself. His face turned black after he died. 


Tanqi, who was standing beside the archer, exhaled deeply. 


She had just questioned Es in detail and learnt that Elder Puzhe was still alive when the assassin left. She 
believed that these assassins would come back to confirm the elder’s death, so Zhang Xiaojing devised 
this counterplot. 


Though there was only one captive, it was better than nothing. 


Zhang Xiaojing carried the unconscious apprentice physician off the carriage and handed him to the 
soldier beside him. Then he took off the hauberk, checked his lower chest and found that though that 
dagger didn't go into his body, The stab had left a bruise on his skin. With a wry smile, Zhang Xiaojing 
rubbed the bruise -this was probably the slightest injury he had suffered so far today. 


Lubi soldiers raised a couple of big lanterns at the entrance of the alley, lighting up half the street. 
Leaning against the ox-drawn carriage, Zhang Xiaojing pressed against his wound while looking at those 
lanterns. Under the candlelight, of all those people walking around, the lithe and graceful figure 
standing at the entrance was the most distinct. 


Thanks to Tanqi's call, they were able to capture the apprentice. Li Bi did a great job teaching his people. 


What an interesting lady. For the first time, Zhang Xiaojing, staring at Tanqi with his dulled vision, saw 
her reflection on a deeper level. 


Tanqi was unaware of Zhang Xiaojing. She was busy dealing with a troublesome guy. 


Es hurried after them from the temple. When he saw that the counterplot worked, he felt relieved. Had 
the two assassins escaped, the Persian Temple —no, the Grand Qin Temple would not only lose its face, 
but also have committed the crime of "collusion with foreign criminals". It had never been easy to 
preach Nestorianism in the Central Plains, and they couldn't afford to suffer any setbacks. 


Tanqi glared at Es and said, "Didn't you say that you had sharp eyes? Come here and take a look. Are 
these two the assassins you fought?" Es was just about to speak when Tangqi yelled, "Yes or no!" 





Es resigned and swallowed his speech. He walked over to scrutinize the two bodies and confirmed that 
the coachman was the assassin who killed Yousha, and the "apprentice" was the helper waiting outside. 
He raised his head and said, "Um, Yes..." 


"Are you sure?" Tandi didn't trust him very much. 


"With my penetrating eyes, | can see the tiniest hair on the fur of beasts in autumn, and | can see 
through all tricks as distinctly as watching a flame." Es held up two fingers and pointed at his green eyes 
smugly. These two quotes came from Mencius and Shangshu respectively. They could be considered 
eloquent and fitting under the circumstances. 


However, Tanqi merely grunted Oh as a response, and his efforts were in vain. 


Now the identity of the assassins had been confirmed and one of them was captured alive. Tanqi told a 
soldier, "Report to Jing'an Department! Tell them to prepare to interrogate the captive." 


A signalman lifted a purple lantern and sent a message to the watchtower in Yining Fang by moving it up 
and down several times. Then the signalman frowned, feeling that something was not right. The 
flickering purple light on the watchtower in Yining Fang in the distance seemed to be conveying a long 
message. 
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in a surprised tone, "The watchtower responded that communication with the main watchtower was cut. 
They couldn't reach Jin'an Department." 


Like the streets outside, candles were ablaze and people walked around in the main hall of Jing'an 
Department, only that the candles were common ones and people inside were busy. The atmosphere 
here was entirely different from the air of leisureliness, relaxation and extravagance outside in the 
Lantern Festival. 


Sitting before his desk, Li Bi took a volume of Secrets of Seclusion (A Taoist classic on regimen). He tried 
reading a few lines but was unable to concentrate on these profound, abstruse words in his anxiety, so 
he dropped the book, picked up the horsetail whisk and started slowly combing the smooth, fine horse 
tail. 


Zhang Xiaojing and some others had gone to Yining Fang. There were no reports so far. It had also been 
a while since any watchtower messaged the department. He had a messenger urge them for a response, 
but that messenger had not returned. Even Xu Bin was nowhere to be seen. 


Li Bi disliked this situation. It made him feel like the whole thing had gone out of his control. 


Turkish Wolf Guards, Kailu Hodo, the mole in Jing'an Department, Zhang Xiaojing’s secret business, the 
struggle between Prime Minister Li and the Crown Prince —none of these matters had been settled and 
recorded in stamped documents. Numerous incidents were intertwined and formed an extremely 
complicated net that lay heavy on Li Bi's chest. 





The hour copper in the corner of the hall struck another quarter. There was still no news from Yining 
Fang. Li Bi decided to send another messenge —-this time in a harsher tone. After he sent off the 
messenger, he looked at the hourcopper and found that Cui Qi was no longer there. 


What happened? Li Bi suddenly felt that something was wrong. 


Urgent footsteps came from outside the main hall. There was rebuke, then exclamation, and soon 
screams in anguish. Li Bi's combing fingers froze and he abruptly looked at the entrance of the main hall 
intensely. 


Several dozen masked men in black ferociously leaped over the threshold. A dozen crossbows fired 
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reloading their crossbows, the other half whipped out their sabers and started slaughtering petty 
officials closest to them. Blindsided, these weak and frail civil officials were totally powerless to resist. 
Blood was spilled. 


These rascals stormed into the hall like a fierce squall. 


It happened so fast that others in the hall couldn’t react at all. They stared blankly at this scene. Only a 
member of the Indecent, who managed to survive the first wave of the surprise attack, whipped out his 
iron ruler and charged at the enemy. With a puff, a bolt shot burst his soft eyeball. Blood and white 
liquid splattered all over a servant who then started wiping his clothes in a frenzy and screamed like a 
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Chewing a mint leaf, Long Bo stepped over the threshold and dropped two unloaded crossbows. 


It was not until now that staff members of Jing'an Department realized what was happening, like waking 
up from a dream. Shrieks abruptly rippled through the whole hall. Some people bent over to hide. Some 
ran for the streets. Tables were hitting against each other. The hall instantly fell into chaos. But all gates 
had been occupied, and whoever tried to get through was either forced to retreat by sabers or shot 
dead on the spot. 


"Those who stay quiet and lie prostrate will live!" Long Bo's shrill voice was heard in the hall. There was 
a sarcastic tone to this remark, since Lubi soldiers often said this they were executing tasks, but now this 
sentence was used against staff members of Jing'an Department themselves. 


Most people in the hall were civil officials and totally powerless under violence. Once they heard Long 
Bo, horrified people lay down one by one, not making a sounds. There was only one person left standing 
in the hall. 


After the situation was under control, Long Bo walked slowly to the middle of the hall, looking around 
with mild interest. “So this is the Jing'an Department people were talking about —the heart, the pivot of 
the defense of Chang'an, in command of all garrison forces except the Praetorian Guards. It's a pity that 
this place is just as soft and weak as a heart which cannot withstand a single blow if a sword goes into 
the chest." 
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cowhide boots with unpleasant clacks. He paused for a while before the big sand table, then out of 





curiosity he broke off a piece of wall, raised it before his eyes to scrutinize it. He clicked his tongue 
before paying it a compliment. "It's so exquisite. If Turks see this, they will be green with envy." 


An old petty official raised his head and sighed regretfully. Long Bo looked at him. "A pity? It's just a 
sand table. If Chang'an city ends up like this, won't you feel even more pity?" He sighed mockingly, drew 
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sand table. Streets of Chang'an were dyed blood-red. 


This scene sent another ripple of panic through the crowd. The masked men barked at them, ordering 
them to quiet down. Long Bo said loudly, "For your information, we are the Termites. Today we came 
here to shake the great tree that is the Jing'an Department (ancient Chinese idiom: in numbers, even 
termites could a great tree).” 


People looked at each other, perplexed. They had never heard of this organization before. 





9. Youzheng (18:00-18:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Gently, Long Bo walked up behind the sand table where a semicircle of screens created a small 
separated space. The small space had layers of wooden planks on the ground, overlooking the whole 
hall. On it stood a young man in a green robe, who was holding a horsetail whisk and eyeing Long Bo 
with an exceptionally composed look. 


"Sicheng Li, I've long been looking forward to meeting you." Mockingly, Long Bo cupped his hands 
before his chest and walked up the platform step by step. 


"Who are you? What do you want?" Li Bi didn’t bother wasting his breathe on him. That was totally 
pointless. 


"I've already told you. We're the Termites." 
"| mean your real names." 


"I'm sorry, but you're not the one who's in charge." Li Bi snatched the horsetail whisk from Li Bi's hands 
and snapped it in two. The end of his hooknose nearly touched Li Bi's face. 


Civil officials beside the platform all exclaimed in alarm, worrying about their chief. Li Bi showed no fear, 
knitting his eyebrows tighter. 


"Messages go in and out of Jing'an Department every moment. How long do you think you can hide 
this?" 


Li Bi wasn't bluffing. He was telling the truth. Jing'an Department had always stayed in close contact 
with other agencies. In less than a quarter, garrison outside would notice something was wrong. Jinzhao 
Office was right next door, and the main force of Lubi Army were stationed in Jiahui Fang, which was not 
far away in the south. With a single word of warning, reinforcements would arrive in no time. Though 
these people were elites, there was no way they could defend against an army. 


It wasn't even viable to take anybody hostage. A Tang Dynasty law expressly stipulated that: those who 
take hostages shall be attacked along with the hostages. Soldiers were not allowed to worry about the 
safety of hostages. 


"There's no need for you to worry about us, Sicheng. It won't take the Termites long to finish the job." 


Long Bo raised his hand. He and his subordinates took off their water-canisters and started spraying 

liquid around. What was coming out of those water-canisters was not water, but some kind of viscous 
liquid, which was as black as ink and gave off pungent smell. They sprayed it over things and people alike. 
Civil officials, trembling, were covered in black. The sand table was their major target. Almost all of 
Chang'an was covered in the black liquid. 





"Yanzhou mountain tallow." Li Bi uttered these words through gritted teeth, his eyes almost burst out of 
their sockets. 


"Just some leftover from cooking earlier. | hope you don't mind, Sicheng Li," Long Bo smiled, fished out a 
piece of fire striker and juggled it. People in the hall fixed their eyes on that thing, their hearts beating 
violently along with its movements. 
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the right wing. 


Long Bo looked at the hour copper in the corner and was pleased with this speed. Now he just had to 
wait for a response from the left wing. 


The left wing raid carried out by those masked men went very smoothly. There were a lot of documents 
but barely any guards here. They didn't leave a single survivor; a dozen bodies of civil officials lay 
scattered on the ground. 


The team leader made a few hand signs and then started spraying mountain tallow with his men. Then 
he told the assistant captain to take some men to the back hall. They had one last task —clear out the 
prison in the back hall. 


The assistant captain brought five men and walked towards the back hall along the corridor beside the 
left wing. 


To get to the back hall through the left wing, they had to go through a small arch, past a small garden, 
then take a turn along a stretch of gable, and the prison was right around the corner. There were no 
branches. 


The surprise attack went so smoothly. The renowned Jing'an Department was totally powerless to fight 
back, so every one of them was very relaxed. There were only a couple of cells in the back hall. They 
believed that they could clear this place in just a couple of tanzhi. 


They went through the arch and was greeted by an open space. In the small gradern, the host had built 
a jagged rockery with a name "Penglai" carved on it, and there were a small pavilion, a thatch-roofed 
hut, a plank road, green pines and cypresses. In a secluded position on the hillside was a cave. An 
inscribed board engraved with the words "Immortal Cave" hung over the entrance. The rockery was 
small but the mountain scenery it presented was impressive, looking unique and novel in the dark. 


The assistant captain was not in the mood for enjoying the scenery. They formed a single file and walked 
past the rockery one by one. 


When the last person was passing the rockery, a Zhang-saber suddenly sprung out of the Immortal Cave 
and cut into the chest of the man, who screamed and fell to the ground. The other five spun around, 
raised their crossbows and fired, and turned the rockery instantly into a hedgehog. 


After the first volley, they came to check and found that the Immortal Cave went through the rockery. 
The attacker had already run away to the other side and retreated to the back hall. 





This was such an unexpected occurrence. The assistant captain angrily pressed his palm downwards and 
ordered his men to stay vigilant while progressing. 


The rest of the four people switched to a triangular formation, one in front and three at the rear. They 
bent their arms to support their crossbows and lowered their bodies by slightly bending their knees, 
cautiously walking towards the back hall along the foot of the gable. 


At the end of this section of the gable was a sharp corner around which there was a straight passageway, 
and the prison was at the end of it. Cui Qiand Yao Runeng were standing with their back against the wall 
beside the passageway, sweating buckets, eyes full of horror. 


A moment ago, Cui Qi hid himself in the Immortal Cave trying to check the situation, just as the five 
people happened to walk by. Cui Qi tested them but didn’t expect these men fought back so quickly and 
fiercely. Had he reacted a second slower, all those bolts would have gone through his body. 


Their reflexes were even quicker than the trained Lubi soldiers, and their crossbows were powerful 
enough to fire bolts into rocks. 


‘Where did these devils come from...' Cui Qi licked his dry lips, startled. Yao Runeng peeked over the 
wall when a bolt pierced the air. Cui Qi jerked Yao back. The bolt brushed by the young man's cheek, 
leaving a long bloody cut. 
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expect those men could aim so well even in the dark. 


"Idiot! They're in a search and advance formation. The strings of their crossbows are still tight! Sticking 
your head our like that is suicide!" Cui Qi rebuked him as if he was rebuking a new recruit. Too horrified 
to answer back, Yao Runeng asked, "What should we do next?" 


Cui Qi contemplated for a while. "There is nothing we can hide behind in this straight passageway. If we 
stay here, we'll be dead after they turn the corner. Let's retreat to the prison and defend behind the 
gate." 


Facing this formidable enemy, Cui Qi seemed to have regained the leadership that he had developed in 
Longshan. 
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to our rescue! These jail-breakers are not going to get away with this." With a wry smile, Cui Qi wanted 
to say something but stopped himself. He was not as optimistic. 


A jail-break? Even lanterns on the big watchtower were snuffed out, and that was Jing'an Department's 
communication center. These people would never have done that if this was merely a jail break. Judging 
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knew too well about the internal security of Jing'an Department, which could be described with one 
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There was a wide consensus among staff members that this department was located at the heart of 
Chang'an, and it was in charge of public security. Who dared to beard the lion in his den? Even Li Bi, as 
prudent as he, didn't spend much time considering this. 


However, it turned out that some people did break into the lion’s den, and they bearded the hell out of 
it. 


If possible, he didn't want to die for Jing'an Department at all. Right now, however, he had nowhere to 
flee to. Cui Qi had no choice but to collect himself, trying to figure out a way to survive this perilous 
situation. 


‘Shit! | no longer work for Jing'an Department. | can't die here!' He secretly cursed angrily, resenting his 
luck. 


They turned around and ran to the prison. This prison was actually a detention room which used to be a 
woodshed. There were only three small cubicles, and all window lattices were made of wood. The front 
door was not reinforced in any way and the two small copper hinges would break on a single kick on the 
gate. 


Cui Qi summoned the three prison guards and briefed them of the current situation. These prison 
guards used to be Lubi soldiers. Though they knew about Cui Qi's betrayal, following their former 
superior's orders was the best choice, given the current circumstances. The five of them took action 
immediately. They moved all wooden cabinets, tables and bamboo boxes up against the door and 
chained them up together. Cui Qi also fished out a jar of liquor secretly hidden here by a prison guard, 
and poured it over those wooden window lattices. 


Yao Runeng took out a smoke bomb and tossed it outside. This thing wasn't very effective at night, but 
something was better than nothing. 


Enemies were getting close. Given the amount of time they had, these were all they could do. 


After finishing the preparations, Yao Runeng opened the cell behind him. Wen Ran was sitting on a pile 
of straw. She had already washed her face and combed her hair, which was coiled on top of her head. 
She seemed slightly better than before. With an apologetic look, Yao Runeng said, "We have to 
postpone the interrogation. Currently, there's some trouble... " 


Wen Ran trusted Yao Runeng very much. She raised her head and said, "Trouble? Does it have anything 
to do with my benefactor?" Having no idea how to explain, Yao Runeng shook his head and said, "I don't 
know." Wen Ran looked over his shoulder and saw people outside were busy blocking the door. 


"Your voice is quivering. | thought Jing'an Department was a very safe place... " Having been through all 
the turmoil in the past few hours, Wen Ran had developed a sense of danger to some degree, so she 
could tell that the situation was not good. 


With a bitter smile, Yao Runeng consoled her, "Don't overthink it. You should move back a little. Don't 
get too close to the door. Here, take this." He handed her a exquisite dagger with an ox-horn hilt. It had 
been passed down in his family and he was carrying it with him everywhere. 





After a brief hesitation, Wen Ran took it. She used to cut incenses very often, so knives weren’t totally 
Fl i(=laM Kon a\-1 eum G0] Ol mer-]I(-Tom allaamigelsamel’ ins) (o(-Fm C-lom (0 lal-]al-acinolole M0] ofr-] ofol0] muel (-t-1V/-8 


"Um. By the way, you... " Not knowing his name, Wen Ran had no choice but to address him as "You". 
Yao Runeng turned his head around. Wen Ran asked, "Is there anything | can do?" 


"Huh?" 


"There's no harm in having an extra helper, right? If you're down, | won't be able to survive either." Wen 
Ran spun the dagger and her voice became firmer. "Mr. Zhang once said that one must fight for their 
own life." 


"Alas. Relying on a woman will be huge humiliation for Jing'an Department. Rest assured. 
Reinforcements from the main hall will arrive in no time." Yao Runeng clenched his fists, not sure if he 
was trying to console her or himself. 


Wen Ran closed her mouth in disappointment. Too worried to continue consoling her, Yao Runeng 
turned around and walked towards the door. 


Cui Qi peeped through the crack between the door and the frame. It was dark outside and he could only 
see that a couple of shadows in the distance were heading this way, one in the front and three in the 
rear, and there seemed to be another person following them. 


All crossbows were aimed at the front and none of them was guarding the rear. This mistake made Cui 
OTM al=t-] a 110) Geom TSR Co alo lem an) icin-] <-m ol Uh mr lam [aol (or-hd(o)a ma al-|maal-{om ol-lo)e)(-mellolammmal-\,-mKeM (0) davm-lelelels 
any backsatb, which meant that the left wing might have already been occupied. 


These people's plot seemed bigger than previously imagined. 


‘Damn it. If we have a crossbow, at least we can disarrange their deployment,' Cui Qi thought bitterly. 
His crossbow was confiscated when he re-entered Jing'an Department, since he didn't need this thing 
for a surveillance task. 


Yao Runeng raised his head but Cui Qi pressed it down. "They will fire a volley of bolts before starting 
the raid. Do you want to die?" Yao Runeng lay prostrate behind the blockage and said in a low voice, 
"Commandant Cui... Um, thanks." 


"I'm trying to save myself." Cui Qi stared at the crack, expressionless. Yao Runeng knew Cui Qi was 
telling the truth, but at this moment, he didn't despise Cui Qi that much. He fumbled in his clothes and 
fished out a jade figurine shaped like a Xiezhi (A mythological creature about the size of an ox.). "If | die, 
can you deliver this to my family for me?" 


"A jade Xiezhi? This is rare. Common people usually carry jade Pixiu (A mythological creature that is 
believed to turn misfortune into good fortune) or jade Qilin (A mythological creature that represents 
good luck)?" a prison guard asked curiously. 


"Xiezhi can distinguish evil from good and punish evildoers with its horn. You're indeed from a 
prestigious family. Even your divine beasts are different." Cui Qi realized the symbolization of this 





figurine at first sight, and then he pushed it back and said self-deprecatingly, "Don't give this to me. 
traitor. I'm afraid it might gore me with its horn." 


ma 


The look on Cui Qi's face could not be distinguished in the dark. Yao Runeng was just about to say 
something when Cui Qi said urgently in a low voice, "They're here!" 





9. Youzheng (18:00-18:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


The enemies entered the range of bolts. The vanguard in the front quickly moved to the door with a 
forward roll. The four people behind him aimed their crossbows at the window on this side of the prison. 
Anyone who peeked out would be shot in the head. 
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fired at the window simultaneously and then ran to the door together. Yao Runeng and Cui Qi, who 
were hiding behind the door, soon smelled a pungent odor which both of them were very familiar with — 
Yanzhou mountain tallow, which had nearly caused a disaster in Chang'an. 


"Shit! They never planned to burst the door open!" Cui Qi's face dropped. "They want to burn this place 
down!" 


Once the tallow was on fire, flames wouldn't burn out until the whole woodshed was down. They were 
trying to force the people inside to open the door on their own account. Yao Runeng and Cui Qi 
exchanged eye contact and realized that their only choice was to fight their way out. 


They and the prison guards moved the blockage aside and the door was suddenly kicked open with a 
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It took only an instant to switch weapons, and veteran Cui Qi, who had been waiting for this opportunity, 
pounced on the man like a ferocious tiger. 


His Zhang-saber, already aimed at the target, instantly went through the man's body, and Cui Qi twisted 
the blade. A second person rushed inside. No time to pull the saber out, Cui Qi threw his head towards 
the man. Bewildered by Cui Qi's suicidal fighting style, the man in black drew a step back. 


Without any hesitation, Cui Qi came at the target and started punching him. His boxing techniques were 
not conventional, but his fist power was unbridled and daring. Under huge pressure, he let go of all 
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"lam Cui Qi of Longshan! | am Cui Qi of Longshan!" At first his voice was low, but as he threw more 
punches, his voice grew louder and louder. Eventually, he started yelling like a crazy tiger. The second 
person failed to defend against the fierce attack and was knocked down. Cui Qi stomped on his chest 
and broke it with a snap. 


It was at this moment that a third man in black rushed inside, but Cui Qi held him at the doorway. The 
door of the prison was so narrow that other men in black were unable to pass their companion to attack 
Cui Qi. 





WIE) alatoar-lo\VZ-]ahe=|-4-Me) meal cme) 0) ele)anelalinvam ¢-(oM\0lal-)atoar-lalom dala-\om elakyo)am-40r-]gekm e)[o<-lemaal-laant-1h-ime] Om-1ale| 
came to Cui Qi’s aid. The situation temporarily became four-versus-one. 


At this moment, the sound of a bolt going into someone's body was heard, but the person who fell was 
not inside the prison but a man in black standing at the doorway. They were unable to fight their way in 
and also unwilling to draw back, the assistant captain fired his crossbow. The bolt went through both his 
rodent ey-lallelam-lalem vine lp 
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Now there was not a single obstacle between prison guards, Yao Runeng and those men in black outside 
the prison. The assistant captain and another man in black immediately fell back to create space. Cui Qi, 
who had fallen to the ground, raised his head and yelled "Watch out! That's a repeating crossbow!" 


But it was too late. 


Without the shelter of the prison, even if their number was doubled, they still wouldn't be able to 

defend against the enemies' bolts once the men in black gained distance. Bolts shot down all three 
prison. Yao Runeng clenched his teeth trying to launch an attack, but was his left shoulder was instantly 
nailed to the threshold and he fell sideways. Though injured, Cui Qi was still able to move his upper body. 
Gritting his teeth against the pain, he picked up the saber on the ground and hurled it forward. The 
assistant captain deflected the saber with his crossbow and then sent him flying with a kick. 


Thus, this counter-attack in the prison was over, with three people killed and two people injured. They 
had completely lost their fighting capability. 


The assistant captain's face behind a mask was dark with rage. This was merely a small, shabby prison, 
but it cost him three elite subordinates. He had his only surviving subordinate drag Yao Runeng and Cui 
Qi into the room and toss them before a cell. Then he whipped out his saber. 


"You're going to regret not dying during the fight," the assistant captain said ferociously. 

Puff. 

The sound of a steel saber going into someone's body. 

The assistant captain was surprised. He had not made any moves yet. Where did that sound come 
from?' He looked at Yao Runeng and Cui Qi but there was nothing peculiar about them. Taken aback, the 
assistant captain turned his head aside only to find that his only subordinate was standing on the spot, 


trembling, a blood-stained knife tip stuck out his chest. 


It was not until now that the assistant captain discovered that this subordinate was standing with his 
back to the cell, and they hadn't checked whether there was anybody inside. 


The knife tip slowly retreated. The man in black went limp and fell to the ground with a thud, revealing a 
flustered Wen Ran, who was standing behind the bars with Yao Runeng’s family knife, handed down 
from older generations. 





Nobody had expected this attack. His pupils abruptly contracted, Yao Runeng yelled at her to draw back. 


But it was too late. The assistant captain strode over and grabbed Wen Ran's wrist. In a sharp pain, Wen 
Ran let out a screech and the knife dropped to theground. Yao Runeng gritted his teeth against the pain 
and tried to help her. The assistant captain kicked him and sent him flying, and thundered, "There's no 
hurry. Every one of you is getting a miserable death!" 


The assistant captain whipped out a leather belt from his waist, tied Wen Ran to the bars of the cell, 
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he sprayed viscous mountain tallow all over the three of them. 


After everything was ready, with an evil grin, the assistant captain fished out a steel and flint and started 
clicking it, and sparks flew out.. 


Yao Runeng knew what kind of misfortune was going to happen to them, but he was powerless to stop it. 
Desperately, he looked at Wen Ran. She was still unaware of the situation. He then moved his eyes to 
Cui Qi. Cui Qi's face was covered in blood and his expression was indistinguishable. 


Yao Runeng stared emptily at the ceiling for a while. Suddenly, the look in his eyes became determined, 
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Cui Qi opened his eyes and watched him. 


"You're not a member of Jing'an Department, so there's no need for you to die for it, but | hope you can 
get this girl out of here. She's innocent." 


Cui Qi snorted. Yao Runeng had no idea what that was about, but he didn't ask. This young man, who 
was determined to sacrifice his own life, bent his left leg, enduring the pain in his shoulder, and hoped 
that he would have enough strength to spring out the moment he was set afire. 


His hands were quivering, and so were his teeth. Some kind of liquid flowed uncontrollably out of the 
corners of his eyes. Cui Qi stretched out his arm and laid it on Yao Runeng's shoulder, saying, "Your legs 
are unharmed and you still have a chance to run out. Why are you doing this?" 


"Everybody has to be responsible for their own choice." Yao Runeng didn't even turn his head back. Cui 
Qi's shoulders briefly quivered as he heard this sentence. 


At this moment, the assistant captain finally made a fire, a small blue flare burnt on the moxa wool in his 
hand. His eyes swept through the three blackened people like a hunter looking his prey. Then he said in 

a venomous and cruel tone, "Enjoy your last Huxuan Dance (A dance originated from Hu ethnic minority). 
Your deaths are going to be very long." 


The assistant captain took a few steps backwards leaning against another cell lest he get hurt by the fire. 
He calculated the distance and believed that he was in a safe position. Then he raised his arm and was 
just about to throw the moxa wool forward when suddenly somebody stretched out a long arm from 
between the cell bars behind him, gently snatched the moxa wool and tossed it into his water-canister. 





There was still a generous amount of mountain tallow left in the water-canister. The moment the 
burning moxa wool went inside, a glaring flare surged out of the water-canister with a whoosh and 
instantly shrouded the assistant captain in it. 


The assistant captain turned into a torch, brightening up the dark prison. He was screeching with 
anguish but the heat soon toasted his vocal cords, leaving only his legs kicking desperately, as if he was 
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"Did all of you forget Cen Shen from Xianzhou?" a young man angrily yelled in the cell. 


It was not until now that Yao Runeng recalled that there was another prisoner here. Because he ruined 
Jing'an Department's plan in Huaiyuan Fang, this guy named Cen Shen was arrested and had been 
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of his cell, and it was also dark in here, so all people, including the assistant captain, failed to notice him. 


Nobody expected this hapless guy who became their savior eventually. 


All five intruders had been killed. Yao Runeng, who had narrowly escaped death, deeply exhaled, turned 
his head around and said to Cui Qi in a delighted tone, "Commandant Cui, this place is safe for the 
moment. Let's go to the main hall right now!" 


"I'm afraid there's also grave danger in the main hall, so | think I'll pass," Cui Qi said apathetically. Yao 
Runeng was a little annoyed. 'He fought side by side with me a short while ago. How come he reverted 
to his old self so soon?’ 


"If potential embarrassment is what you're worrying about, I'll tell Sicheng that you didn't escape the 
fight," said Yao Runeng. 


Cui Qi didn't answer but smiled bitterly. He moved his hand off his lower abdomen, revealing a bolt 
shaft. Most of it gone into his body, and the whole lower part of his clothes was soaked with blood. 





10. Xuchu (19:00-19:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 

Xuchu, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
Yining Fang, Chang'an County, Chang'an. 

"Out of contact? How's that possible?" 


Tanqi watched the signalman in disbelief. The watchtower system was designed by her master himself. 
The message was not passed on in a linear style. All scouts on watchtowers could directly communicate 
with any watchtower within their sight, which meant that even if one watchtower failed to respond in 
time, there was always another line to send the message out. 
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watchtowers in Chang'an were down. 


The signalman said, "It is the main watchtower that is out of contact." 


Tanqi became even more surprised. The big watchtower? That was the main relay watchtower of Jing'an 
Department, located in the garden right behind the main hall. It had two duties: receive messages from 
all watchtowers in the city at any time, as well as send out instructions to any watchtower in the city at 
any time. If it went offline, Jing'an Department would be like a paralyzed, blind person. 
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the direction of Guangde Fang. However, the night was dark and there were glaring lanterns everywhere, 
which made it impossible for her to see a place that far away. 


‘It'll be restored soon. Master hates delayed messages the most,' she said to herself. 


At the same time, Zhang Xiaojing was checking his trophies in the alley. Just now, when he knocked out 
the apprentice physician, he extracted a poison pellet. Zhang Xiaojing put the poison pellet under his 
nose, sniffed it and believed that it was a mixture of kudzu and aconite, but there was no unusual smell 
about it. 


This kind of poison pellet was not something that an average citizen could get. It indicated how 
formidable the force behind these people was. 
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contact. Zhang Xiaojing also frowned, feeling that the circumstance was very suspicious. Tanqi said, 
"Since we can't make contact with them, we might as well send the assassin back to Guangde Fang." 


"No," Zhang Xiaojing flatly rejected her suggestion. "It's already the Hour of Xu. All streets are crowded 
with people. God knows how long it will take us to get them back. We don't have that much time." 





"Then what should we do?" 


"We get them to the Persian Temple and interrogate them on the spot." Zhang Xiaojing made a decision. 
Tanqi repeated her suggestion, but he glanced at her with his only eye and said blandly, "You don't need 
my permission to do anything, Lady. But I'm the one who's calling the shots here." 


Tanqi curled her lip and said no more, but she was still worried. She sent a man back to Guangde Fang to 
check on the situation. 
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surprised gazes of residents on the street, the carriage returned to the Persian Temple. Due to the 
noises and their number, even the bishop of the temple was alarmed. A deacon was sent to make an 
TaleLellava 


"Currently, some heretical ruffians are hatching a sinister plot. The Imperial Court needs our God's help 
to crack down on evil forces. So these people asked me for help. They wish catechize the accused and 
inflict suffering in our temple," Es said to his fellow monks. Though they didn't quite understand the 
words "catechize the accused" and "inflict suffering", they did know that this meant the Imperial Court's 
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The place where the apprentice was detained happened to be the confessional in which Zhang Xiaojing 
and Tanqi had been locked up previously. Es explained that this was the quietest place in the temple, 
that it was the perfect spot for an interrogation. He had been acting quite obsequiously in fear that 
Zhang Xiaojing might transfer his anger onto the Nestorian temple due to what he had done. 


Tightly tied up, the apprentice physician was stuffed into the small, narrow room and woke up after a 
bucket of icy water was poured on him. 


"You don't want to see what's going to happen. Maybe you should leave," Zhang Xiaojing said to Es, 
cruelty glinting in his only eye. Es briefly hesitated but didn't move. "He committed murder in our 
temple. | should have a participant's knowledge of the interrogation in order to show justice." 


"Suit yourself." 


Zhang Xiaojing opened the small window and looked inside. The man didn't move, his head down, water 
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This guy was a native of the Central Plains with a thin-face and short mustach. His muscles were not 
strong but well-proportioned. Two blue veins stretching from below his ears to his neck could barely be 
seen, which was a clear indication that he was a killer who had been working out for years. Zhang 
Xiaojing didn't say anything. He just looked at him silently. 


"Kill me," the killer said feebly. 


"Let me tell you what's going to happen next." Zhang Xiaojing's voice came into the confessional. "In the 
Dragon Dynasty (The period when the first emperor of Tang Dynasty ruled feudal China.), there was a 
Censor (An official responsible for impeaching corrupt officials) named Zhou Lizhen, who had orders 
from Wu Sansi to kill Huang Yanfan. Zhou Lizhen felled a patch of bamboo grove, leaving pointed 





bamboo stumps. Then he dragged Huang Yanfan around. The victim’s skin was slit open, torn apart and 
mangled, revealing tendon and bones. He was dragged around for a full day before he died. When he 
died, almost all his flesh had been separated from his bones, and all bamboo stumps were dyed red, 


which was called 'sunset on the bamboos'. 


Zhang Xiaojing told the story in such a racy and detailed manner, as if he had seen it happen with his 
own eyes. But Es, who was standing to the side, trembled. He couldn't help picturing the gory scene of 
"sunset on the bamboos" and immediately felt his stomach churning. He wondered how the prisoner in 
the confessional felt after hearing the story. 


Zhang Xiaojing continued, "But | don't have a full day, so I'll resort to another method, which is the one 
that Zhou Xing once used against Hao Xiangxian. It's called ‘hurling a stone to lure the immortal’." 
Surprisingly, he was quoting allusions when talking about such cruel things. Es pulled a wry face. 


"I'll stuff an iron hook into your anus to attach one end to your intestine. The end of the hook will be 
fastened to a horizontal wooden bar. A rock will be attached to the other end of the wooden bar with a 
rope. I'll put this wooden bar on a wooden shelf. You and the rock will be on different sides of the shelf, 
just like a scale. You’ve used scales before, right? Then I'll pull the rock on this side to raise the other 

side of the wooden bar, and the hook will slowly pull your intestine out of your asshole. You'll be able to 
distinctly feel every inch of its movement. If | pull hard enough, your intestine will be instantly pulled out, 
flying into mid-air." 


"Of course, it's a pretty good idea to replace the iron hook with a pointed bamboo. Your whole body will 
be thrown up by the elastic force of a bamboo pole and then the pole will go straight into your body." 


Then Zhang Xiaojing grinned, and his grin was pretty smug. If the prisoner raised his head and saw his 
only eye which had just passed the small window, he would have realized that Zhang Xiaojing was 
serious. 


Listening to him speak, Tanqi knew clearly Zhang Xiaojing was intimidating the prisoner, but she still 
couldn't help shuddering. The air about Zhang Xiaojing made it difficult to breath. She had to move a 
couple steps away from him. 


She had always regarded Zhang Xiaojing as a lascivious wastrel, a duteous commandant of Jing'an 
Department as well as a reliable companion. At this moment, she finally recalled who this man truly 
was —the Five-Honored Yama of Wannian County. 


Which five Yama? Ruthlessness, viciousness, cold-bloodedness, willfulness and cruelty. 


He had been the General of the Indecent for nine years. Nobody knew how many times he had used this 
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She tried her best to get rid of this thought. After making eye contact, both she and Es detected a trace 
of regret in each other's eyes. If they had known things would go this way, they would have waited in 
the corridor. In the awkwardness, Es scratched his head, wondering whether he should stop Zhang 
Xiaojing or not if he really decided to inflict torture. This was a sacred place after alll... 


"Kill me," the killer repeated this sentence in a muted voice. 





Zhou Xing curved his lips and said in a frightening voice, "There's no need for you to doubt the effects of 
it. For your information, torture methods of both Zhou Lizhen and Zhou Xing as well as criminal officials 
like us have the same origin —Lai Junchen. The Eight Techniques of Lai Family is very well-known." 


The moment the three characters "Lai Junchen" were uttered, the other three people in the room felt as 
if the air temperature dropped drastically. Though this person had died many years ago, his name could 
still be used to scare children to stop crying at night, and it was sometimes even more effective than all 
those torture methods he had created. 


"Faugh!" The prisoner tried to spit but failed to spit the saliva out, since his lips had been quivering all 
along. 


Zhang Xiaojing noticed all these details. 


If this person were a Turkish Wolf Guard, Zhang Xiaojing wouldn't feel confident of getting him to talk, 
but these people were different. They carried poison pellets on them, which indicated that though they 
were unafraid of death, they did fear torture. His trembling was a good sign. 


Zhang Xiaojing closed the small window with a whoosh to let the horror ferment inside the prisoner. In a 
pitch-dark closed space, the prisoner would replay the scene in his mind again and again, and he 
wouldn't be able to stop even if he wanted to. Any sound coming from outside —footsteps, the sound of 
moving a tea-table —would all be regarded as potential signal of imminent torture. Some prisoners were 
literally scared to death during the process. 


Intentionally, Zhang Xiaojing didn't ask any questions. He wanted the prisoner to think that the torturer 
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eager to prove his value. 

Inquisition by torture was an art. Just like sex, foreplay was the key. 

After the arrangement was made, Zhang Xiaojing turned around and left the confessional. Tanqi and Es, 
who were standing at the doorway in the distance, looked at him with somewhat frightened expressions 
in their eyes. Zhang Xiaojing rubbed his eye sockets but didn't explain. The world these two people had 


been living in was too good, so they had no idea what the bottom of society was like. 


After hesitating for quite a while, Es stepped up to him and said, "Commandant Zhang must have 
referred to a lot of ancient books and records. | could tell that the assassin was really horrified." 


"It's not from books that | learned those," Zhang Xiaojing smiled. Es felt a chill shoot up from the soles of 
his feet to the top of his head, his white skin growing ghastly paler. 


"Stay here and keep an eye out. Once the prisoner talks, tell me as soon as possible. I'll go and check the 
grounds." 


"The grounds?" Es didn't understand. 


"Hurling a stone to lure the immortal’ works best on level ground where the shelf is steady." 





"Hey. Isn't... isn't this inhumane..." This time, Es was really scared. 'This guy really wants to inflict 
torture on the prisoner in this Nestorian temple? How are Nestorian monks supposed to live with the 
thought of it if he really does this?’ 


Zhang Xiaojing ignored him, walked out of the confessional and started reconnoitering the ground. 
Occasionally, he held up two fingers to measure the distance or stomped on the dirt to check the solidity, 
as if he was a builder highly dedicated to his job. 


Before long, hitching up his robe, Es ran out of the hall with a stagger. "Commandant Zhang! Stop 
making the shelf! He confessed! He confessed!" In his anxiety, he didn't even bother weighing his words 
but just talked in plain language. 


"Oh? He confessed all of it?" 


"Yes. All of it!" 





10. Xuchu (19:00-19:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


The arising of the occasion for the prisoner's confessing should be attributed to Es. After Zhang Xiaojing 
left, Es feeling both anxious and flustered. He walked up to the other side of the confessional and 
started trying his best to convince the assassin, as if he was preaching to a believer. 


Maybe it was because Es' words did possess some kind of emotional appeal, or because the atmosphere 
Zhang Xiaojing had created previously was too horrifying, the prisoner finally gave up resisting. Es ran 
out in a hurry to stop Zhang Xiaojing. 


In terms of interrogation, the “good cop, bad cop” approach was indeed effective in getting the prisoner 
to confess sooner. 


When they were close to the confessional, Es pulled Zhang Xiaojing's clothes and stopped him. "He 
promised that he would tell us everything he knew, but you have to absolve him of his crime. This 
person has agreed to convert to a Nestorian and dedicate himself to meditation, and he will never step 
out of the gate of this temple ever again." 


"You'll have to talk to Jing'an Department about this. I'm only responsible for interrogation." Zhang 
Xiaojing shook Es' hand off himself. This deacon was clearly overstepping his duties, meddling in affairs 
of the Imperial Court. 


Tied up, the prisoner was still in the confessional, but the wooden door was open, so that he could see 
light. Tanqi was sitting opposite the prisoner as the main interrogator, and Zhang Xiaojing was on the 
side staring at his face in order to put pressure on him and to observe his subtle movements. If he lied, 
Zhang Xiaojing could immediately detect it. 


Slowly, the assassin started talking, claiming that he was a Shouzhuo mercenary. Hearing this word, 
Zhang Xiaojing knitted his bushy eyebrows. 


Originally, the word "Shouzhuo" referred to small border cities where Tang Dynasty stationed troops. 
These small cities were located in areas of little strategic importance, and they were very small, so the 
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defended themselves in wartime. As time passed by, all Shuozhuo cities became places beyond the 
reach of laws and the power of the emperor, in which good and bad people mixed up. 


From Kaiyuan Period (713-741 AD), the Tang troops gradually declined, and the Militia Department 
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emerged, specializing in providing mercenary service for local governments, Jiedushi (Regional military 
governors in China during the Tang dynasty) and rich merchants. Its members came from various 
backgrounds —fugitive criminals, retired garrison soldiers, sons of peasant farmers who transferred to 
the border area, as well as large numbers of Hu people of obscure origins from the Western Regions. 
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Members of the Shouzhuo Mercenary were well-trained and always finished the job cleanly. A decade 
or so after its establishment, it became a force to be reckoned with in the territory of the Tang Dynasty. 


To their surprise, these two assassins were members of the Shouzhuo Mercenary. The circumstances 
became more suspicious. 


Zhang Xiaojing had dealt with a couple of Shouzhuo mercenaries in the past. To sum up their actions, 
they were businessmen and tended to keep a low profile. The Tang Dynasty was their major source of 
customers. Why did they plot with Turks against Chang'an? Wasn't this suicide? 


Then he soon realized that the Shouzhuo Mercenary were probably just entrusted with an assassination 
task, and they knew nothing about the true identity of the victim. As a result, he secretly told this to 
Tanqi and asked her to ask questions related to this direction. 


As expected, Tanqi asked a few further questions and found that the assassin didn't know this Elder 
Puzhe. He just received orders to hide in the Persian Temple, spy on the elder, kill him immediately at a 
specific signal and then retreat. 


Zhang Xiaojing asked him who sent out the signal. The assassin answered that nobody did it, that they 
used a crow’s nest on the top of a pagoda tree in the Persian Temple. He was supposed to take action 
when the crow’s nest disappeared. 


Thus, the two sides didn't have to meet, which lowered the risk of leaking. This was a very common 
method. It was just that those crows became hapless victims. 


"Then who do you answer to?" Zhang Xiaojing asked again. This assassin didn't know the identity of the 
mandator, but he must know his superior. 


The assassin kept silent. This question touched their biggest taboo. These Shouzhuo mercenaries had 
family members living in Shouzhuo cities. If they died, the organization would take care of their family. 
But if they betrayed the organization, their family might have to take dire consequences. 


Zhang Xiaojing said coldly, "You've already confessed, which means you've already betrayed Shouzhuo 
Mercenary. You might as well tell us everything. Maybe the Imperial Court will have mercy on you." 
Having detected a note of threat in Zhang Xiaojing's voice, the assassin looked in the direction of Tanqi 
and Es, desperation showing on his face. 


Sympathetic, Es said, "Since he is willing to convert himself to Nestorianism, you shouldn't push him too 
har-" Zhang Xiaojing suddenly pointed at the doorway and thundered, "Get out!" 
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had just happened. Ever since he arrived in Chang'an, nobody had ever been so harsh on him. 


Zhang Xiaojing reprimanded him aloud, "Who do you think you are? Minister of the Ministry of 
Punishments or Chief of the Dali Temple? Stop making noises and pointing fingers!" 


"I'm just..." 
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investigation of Jing'an Department, which nearly caused the assassins to escape. For these two crime 
alone, the Imperial Court will uproot this temple! And you still think you made a contribution?" 


510 | 
"Get out of here!" 


Es' face went ashen after hearing the rebuke. After quite a while, he ventured to cross himself and said, 
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with a stagger, as if he just took a terrible blow. 


Watching his receding figure, Tanqi sighed. She was a little sympathetic towards this narcissistic, naive 
Nestorian monk, but the current situation was dire, and being merciful wouldn't help, which was why 
Zhang Xiaojing acted furiously. 


Upon seeing Zhang Xiaojing's venting his anger on Es, the assassin was also a little scared. Zhang Xiaojing 
smacked his palm onto the table and said, "Let me tell you something. This people you killed was a Turk 
named Yousha. He formulated a plan for a group of conspirators. They're going to destroy the whole 
Chang'an City tonight. The task you received was to do away with an accomplice for those conspirators." 


The pupils of the assassin abruptly contracted. He didn't know the identity of Yousha, and neither could 
he understand the complex relations involved in this matter, but he did know what would happen if the 
Chang'an was destroyed. 


"Shouzhuo Mercenary assisted enemies in their operations against the Imperial Court. Not only your 
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The assassin stayed silent, but his eyebrows were quivering. "Purge" was merely two Chinese characters, 
JolUh em Malc\maal=y-lalmmdat-]Me\'{-1ar-lu alelalel acto mualoleiy-lalems)alol¥rdale(omolup4-la\-yulaceielellatcamaVeolaal-lam-lalemaalil(ela-lammniele|(e, 
end up becoming cheap slaves. The Imperial Court of the Tang dynasty was undoubtedly ruthless 

enough to do this. 

"Tell me who your superior is, for Shouzhuo mercenaries' own sake." Zhang Xiaojing made his final move. 
Finally, the assassin's mental defense completely broke down. Hands over his face, he stammered and 
uttered an address. "Ping... Pingkang Fang. We get our accommodation arrangements and mandates in 
the Liu's Bookstore in the fang." 

Pingkang Fang? 


First, Zhang Xiaojing was stunned, but after a brief moment, he felt that it made perfect sense. 


In Pingkang Fang, there were not only brothels but also Auxiliary Divisions of Jiedushi of ten 
prefectures —Fanyang, Hedong, Pinglu, Shuofang, Hexi, Anxi, Beiting, Longyou, Jiannan and Lingnan. 


These ten Auxiliary Divisions were responsible for handling various affairs for the ten Jiedushi when they 
were in the capital city, from transferring money and provisions, social intercourse, submission of letter 





to the throne, to their family members’ travel arrangements, procurement of gifts, etc. Auxiliary 
Divisions also had a confidential duty, which was acting as intelligence relay stations. They collected 
local intelligence and reported it to the Imperial Court. Meanwhile, they also acted as spies planted in 
the Imperial Court by Jiedushi. 


Turkish Wolf Guards’ plan to attack the capital city was discovered by Shuofang Auxiliary Division who 
then reported it to the Imperial Court. Jing'an Department took over the case afterwards. 


All Jiedushi were big customers of the Shouzhuo Mercenary. Under normal circumstances, they had 
their respective Auxiliary Divisions to issue mandates. The Shouzhuo Mercenary put a liaison office in 
Pingkang Fang, so it was very convenient for communication. 


‘It seems that I'm destined to enter Pingkang Fang for a second time today.’ 


Thinking about this, Zhang Xiaojing briefly stretched of his fingers. The wound on his left little finger 
ached dully. He was just about to depart when suddenly a Lubi soldier ran towards him from outside. 
Tanqi recognized him. He was the one she sent to Jing'an Department in Guangde Fang to report. She 
stopped him and asked him why he returned. 


"Jing'an Department's under attack!" the soldier said in a tearful voice with uneven breathing. "The 
whole main hall is on fire!" 


Before the fire grew, extremely thick black smoke billowed upwards into the night sky like a giant black 
dragon drawn with splash-ink technique, accompanied by numerous sparks. The smoke was extremely 
black and thick, and it also had a pungent odor. The night sky brightened by lanterns in various 
neighborhoods was darkened by the smoke again. 


People on watchtowers, both nearby ones and those far away, were waving purple lanterns at the 
headquarter in vain, waiting for response destined not to come. 


Many civil officials of Jing'an Department flooded out of the front gate and side-gate, every one of them 
flustered and horrified. Some fell to the ground. Some yelled for help. Some were even running 
screeching in anguish, the back of their clothes afire. 


Fortunately, Chang'an had always been serious about fire prevention in the Lantern Festival. Every year, 
during the days for the lantern show, large numbers of firemen stood by. On the sight of the fire in 
Guangde Fang, the firemen in nearby fangs took immediate action, heading for the scene of the fire. It 
was just that there were too many residents watching the lantern show. Getting to the site took them 
twice the time it would have taken them at ordinary times. 


Those who arrived first were very few, so they could only try to rescue survivors and prevent the fire 
from spreading to nearby buildings. There was nothing they could do put out the fire in the main hall. 


After fleeing to a safe place, many officials slumped down to the ground and burst into tears at the fire. 
There were large numbers of important documents and files stored in the main hall and two wings, but 
now they were all burnt, which meant that Jing'an Department lost its information database along with 
its most important insight. 





In the mind of every one of these survivors, there was an indescribably horrible scene. Before they fled 
from the main hall, they saw that giant sand table of Chang'an shrouded in flames: there were huge 
cracks on the ground of the Rosefinch Street; the Joy Plain melted with flames licking at it; smoke rose 
from Quijiang Pool; all 108 fangs collapsed to pieces — it was simply like hell. Everybody who saw that 
scene was made difficult to breathing by this giant, ominous portent. 


This big fire alarmed all government departments nearby. From Guards Stations in corners of fangs to 
the Indecent of Jinzhao Office, from Lubi Army to the Praetorian Guards Department, all departments 
sent people here trying to figure out what had happened. Many residents and idlers were enjoying the 
lantern and thought that this was some kind of new gimmick, so they curiously gathered around to keep 
looking. 





10. Xuchu (19:00-19:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


The status of Jing'an Department was too sensitive. Its catching fire on this occasion would surely get 
attention from all sides. 


Theoretically, at this moment, they should try to salvage those files in the hall first, then find a way to 
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defense. But the two superiors, He Zhizhang and Li Bi, were seriously ill and abducted respectively. 
Jing'an Commandant and the General of Lubi Army were in Yining Fang which was far away, and Curator 
Xu Bin was also missing. The whole situation of this leaderless department was chaotic. 


Jing'an Department was paralyzed like a giant shot by a poison arrow who instantly fell to the ground 
unconscious. 


A team of cavalrymen galloped over. Their shoulder pads were edged with leopard fur, which was a 
clear indication that they were crack Leopard Cavalrymen at the command of the Praetorian Guards 
Department. Crackintheir horsewhips, Leopard Cavalrymen roughly forced lookers-on aside and soon 
cleared an area near the scene of the fire, which was safe from the fire. Gan Shoucheng dressed in 
military uniform arrived, surrounded by a dozen personal guards. 


The Praetorian Guards Department had no jurisdiction over places outside the imperial city, but Gan 
Shoucheng happened to be on an inspection tour nearby, so he hurried over. 


Gan Shoucheng raised his head and silently observed the fire in the main hall, his tight face 
expressionless. A bodyguard stood beside him smiled, "Jing'an Department burnt our houses, and they 
got their payback after just a couple of hours. Karma is real..." Before he could finish his sentence, with 
a bang, Gan Shoucheng gave him a lash on the thigh and he jumped up in pain. 


Gan Shoucheng growled at him, "Shut your stupid mouth!" At this moment, he felt no satisfaction of 
getting his revenge at all, only fear. 


Awhile ago, his subordinates just found a couple of civil officials who survived. According to the account 
of a survivor, it was a group of masked men under the name of Termites who raided Jing'an Department, 
slaughtered many and destroyed a lot of things. Before any people outside the department noticed, 

they quickly abducted Sicheng Li and left. And they also sprayed large amounts of mountain tallow and 
set the hole main hall and wings ablaze before leaving. 


Outsides would be shocked by the cruelty of those raiders, but Gan Shoucheng, who had been in the 
army for decades, felt chills run down his spine. The mastermind, who came up with this plan to launch 
an attack against the heart, must be formidably courageous and insightful. 


This raid, in terms of both intelligence gathering, planning and the efficiency in execution, displayed high 
levels of professionalism. It was like an obscure military officer fought his way through thousands of 
troops and managed to cut off the head of the General-in-chief of the enemy. Gan Shoucheng believed 





that none of those Capital City Garrisons was able to do this, that even border armies didn't have this 
kind of combat effectiveness. 


Compared with this, the embarrassment of losing the bet to Li Bi and He Dong was nothing. 


"Termites... Termites... " Gan Shoucheng repeated this name in a muted voice, not remembering any 
organization bearing it. 


What would the outcome have been if it had not been Jing'an Department but the imperial city or one 
of the three grand palaces that this powerful organization had attacked? 
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bobbling beneath the surface. At this moment, a cavalryman galloped over and reported, "We found 
Commandant Cui." Gan Shoucheng said, "Tell him to report to me immediately." Cui Qi had been staying 
in the main hall of Jing'an Department, so he must know more details. But the cavalryman looked 
hesitant, "Well... I'm afraid you'll have to go there yourself, general." 


Gan Shoucheng frowned, jogged the reins and left with the cavalryman. 


Nearby Jing'an Department was a drugstore selling both raw medicinal materials and ready-made drugs. 
A dozen injured people were lying on carelessly laid tarpaulin, groaning in pain continuously. The 
storekeeper and a sales clerk were busy preparing benne oil in a big stone mortar, which was a drug for 
burns that could be prepared quickest. There were also a couple of kind-hearted residents busy carrying 
clean water around. At the gateway of the drugstore, several cavalrymen from the Praetorian Guards 
Department were guarding the entrance, forbidding people from approaching. 


Gan Shoucheng opened the flies and walked inside. There were four people in the room. Apart from Cui 
Qi, there were two men and a woman on the side, dust and dirt all over their faces, anong whom Yao 
Runeng was the only one Gan Shoucheng knew. 


On the sight of Gan Shoucheng, Yao Runeng merely moved his eyes, his face ashened. He had never 
expected that situation in the main hall was ten times worse than that in the prison. When he saw the 
raging flames, he nearly lost his mind. His belief, confidence as well as the department he swore 
allegiance to were burnt to ashes just like that. 


Gan Shoucheng's eyes swept across Yao Runeng and then rested on Cui Qi. 


He was in a much worse condition than Yao Runeng was, lying bolt upright on a door plank. His lower 
abdomen was covered in blood, over which Styptic Powder was scattered. Gan Shoucheng could see 
with half an eye that by no means could he survive, since Styptic Powder was being washed away by 
blood before it took effect. On hearing footsteps, Cui Qi suddenly opened his eyes and feebly looked in 
Cr-Tamsyalolloal-1al-acmel a-toid (ola pmalcmaaloleida mele -lol-lale Me) el-lal-10 p 


Cr Tamslaloleloal-lal-mel(olamme lO /in-MIl com dalicmug-) ine) em oll Man/-|Kelallacadal-Mealhy-1a-]¢)(-mecealeliate)amal-m iM [aym alom at-lom ale) 
idea what to say, so he directly stooped forward and asked, "Commandant Cui, who do you think those 


attackers were?" 


After quite a while, an extremely feeble voice came. "Soldiers. All of them were soldiers... " 





Gan Shoucheng's heart sank. He had been suspecting all along that given the precision and ruthlessness 
of those raiders' attack, there was no way they were not professional soldiers. There would probably be 
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"Do you know which region those servicemen were from?" Gan Shoucheng asked a further question. 


Cui Qi closed his eyes and lightly shook his head. Seeing that his injury was so serious, Gan Shoucheng 
had to give up questioning and then made a few absent-minded remarks to comfort him. At this 
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"General Gan... | shouldn't have come to Chang'an." 
"Huh?" Gan Shoucheng blanked. 


"| came to the capital city because | thought | could win my spurs here, but | shouldn't have come. 
Chang'an turned me into a coward that | used to despise the most. Sixth brother, | want to return to 
Longshan. | want to return to Longshan..." 


Staring at the ceiling, Cui Qi mumbled, two lines of tears flowing down his cheeks. People around him 
were silent. Suddenly, he gathered all his strength and yelled, "Cui Qi of Longshan! Cui Qi of Longshan!" 
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Wen Ran silently crouched down and wiped Cui Qi's face with a handkerchief. She knew nothing about 
this man's previous deeds, but she had seen him valiantly fighting the enemies in the prison. Yao Runeng 
twisted his head aside, deep sorrow in his eyes, recalling that remark of Zhang Xiaojing: “When you're in 
Chang'an, you either become a monster like it or become devoured by it." 


Gan Shoucheng stood up, held his left forearm horizontally before his chest and knocked his chest three 
times. This was a salute used by soldiers to show respect to their deceased fellow soldiers. Behind Gan 
Shoucheng, bodyguards also saluted in unison in the same way their general did. 


Then a voice rang out in the room." Listen to the most sorrowful tune on Hu flute, Played by purple- 
eyed, green-haired people of Hu. When the song ends, the notes linger, And the forces in distant Loulan 
lands suffer... In the sad tunes of Hu flute | see you move on, As Mount Qin gazes upon the clouds of 
Mount Long. The long night of a border city, dreams shrouded in gloom. Who would want to listen to Hu 
flute under the moon? " 


This poem was about soldiers garrisoning border cities, in which the author expressed his grief and wish 
to go back home. People in the room turned their heads and saw that a young man with a squared face 
and a prominent nose was leaning against the wall in the corner, arms folded over his chest. It was he 
who recited the poem. 


"You wrote this?" Gan Shoucheng asked. Cen Shen cupped his hands before his chest and said, "This 
scene inspired me. They're just a few crude sentences and they don't count as a decent poem. I'm Cen 
Shen from Xianzhou." 





"The poem is pretty good but inopportune. Our country is in her prime. Why write a poem full of 
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are all this flourishing age needs? Seeing too many colors clouds people's judgement, and people cannot 
see hidden danger without sound judgement." 


CT-Taes)alol [ola =a) -aci Ke) 0) ol -1e 


But it was not because he was shocked by Cen Shen's words -those were just cliché complaints of the 
intelligentsia -but because a horrific conjecture struck him as he heard Cen Shen's last remark. 


Those people who attacked Jing'an Department carried mountain tallow with them clearly because they 
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achieved their goal which seemed more like some kind of precaution than an act of revenge: Jing'an 
Department was like the eyes of Chang'an. Without its eyes, it was blind and its enemies could do 
whatever they want. 


In other words, the raid on Jing'an Department was just a link in the chain. Those raiders must have a 
bigger target. 


Gan Shoucheng's armor was wetted by a layer of cold sweat on the thought of this. There were not 
many targets bigger than Jing'an Department in Chang'an. 


On thinking about this, he became too concerned to stay here and quickly walked out of the drugstore. 
The situation outside was still chaotic and flames were still blazing with no signs of abatement at all. 
Staff members of half a dozen different yamens (Offices of public officials in feudal China) mixed 
together yelling, each acting in his own way. Nobody was in command, and the rescue operation and 
firefighting were very ineffective. 


‘Without a new superior, Jing'an Department is done for,’ Gan Shoucheng thought. 
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be replaced by any of other departments. If it was destroyed, that would be a terrible blow to the 
security of the whole Chang'an. 
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parked the carriage too close to the scene of the fire. 


A couple of patrol soldiers were making stretchers, planning to use them to transfer patients, but they 
happened to have blocked the path in front of the neighborhood gate, and people carrying water sacks 
couldn't get through, so soldiers trying to put out the fire at the front had no choice but to draw back. 
Accidentally, they stepped on a couple of stretchers and broke them, which caused a quarrel. 


Similar things were happening here and there on the scene, severely hindering the progress of the 
rescue operation. 





Watching them making such stupid mistakes, Gan Shoucheng was driven beyond the limit of his 
forbearance. He took a step forward and raised his right hand. As the one of the highest rank on the 
scene, as long as he raised his arm in a call for action, the situation would take a turn for the better 
instantly, but after hesitating for quite a while, Gan Shoucheng put his hand down. 


'A general of Praetorian Guards taking command of the defense of capital city? No. This is a great taboo. 
Under no circumstances should | do this. The man behind Jing'an Department is the Crown Prince. Only 


someone working for the East Palace can clear up this messy situation.’ 


‘Hmm? Wait. Not necessarily.’ 





10. Xuchu (19:00-19:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


A good idea suddenly popped into Gan Shoucheng's head. He summoned a cavalryman, wrote a letter 
on the spot and bade him to send it to the Secretariat immediately. The meaning of the letter was very 
simple: Jing'an Department was attacked and the chief of the department was killed. The security of 
capital city is at stake. Please select another official suitable for this job to reorganize this department. 


He knew that Li Linfu had been coveting for a chance to take control of Jing'an Department for a long 
time. This letter would give Prime Minister Li a great excuse to do so, which would be a huge favor to 
him. 


And this action was absolutely righteous on the surface. Out of safety concerns, General of the 
Praetorian Guards Department proposed that the Chief of Secretariat would appoint a new superior to 
take over Jin'an Department. This was a very reasonable deed done for the greater good, and nobody 
would say that he acted beyond his authority or interfered in affairs of another department. 


He not only did the Prime Minister a favor, earned the reputation of seeing the big picture, but also 
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stone." 


As for the chaotic situation on the scene, he had to let it last a while longer. With a regretful look on his 
face, Gan Shoucheng glanced at the main hall of Jing'an Department, which looked like a giant burning 
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Department to check the security again. 


Black smoke and flames continued dancing under the night sky. Other blocks of in Chang'an were still 
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happening in this place, and neither did they know what all this meant. 

When she heard the news that Jing'an Department had been attacked, Tanqi was transfixed with shock. 
She felt that this was undoubtedly a rumor. 'How was it possible? That's Jing'an Department!' Forgetting 
her manners expected from the traditions, she grabbed the armor of that soldier and, in a voice as loud 
as roar, asked him what had really happened. 

But the soldier, who hadn't had a chance to get close to the main hall, didn't know any details. He just 
made a few inquiries and was told that Jing'an Department seemed to have been attacked and set 
aflame. Then he hurried back to report. 


"What about my master? Where's Sicheng Li?" 


"I-1 don't know," the soldier answered in hesitation. 
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reins and was about to leave. At this moment, a man suddenly materialized before the horse and 
grasped the bridle in a firm grip. 


"Where are you going?" Zhang Xiaojing yelled with a sullen look on his face. 


"To Guangde Fang! Didn't you hear that Jing'an Department was attacked?" Tanqi's voice was brittle and 
also a little teared up. 


Zhang Xiaojing's face was sepulchral, "It's totally pointless going back." Tanqi yelled, "You have no 
authority over me! Step aside!" She shook the reins again, trying to have the horse force him aside. 
Zhang Xiaojing threw his chest out and blocked her path solidly, "We have more important things to do." 


Tanqi was infuriated. She never expected that this man was so ungrateful and heartless. "You're a 
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when my master's life is at stake!" She spurred the horse and tried to leap over. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't let her go. With a ferocious look in his one eye, he hit the horse's ears with his fists. 
In sharp pain, the horse was panicked and started kicking back. Tanqi lost her balance and fell off the 
horse. 


Feeling dizzy with her eyesight dimmed, Tanqi lay prostrate on the ground, unable to pick herself up. 
Zhang Xiaojing stepped up to her but didn't stretch out his hand to support her, coldly staring down at 
her. "Sicheng Li is in Jing'an Department. If even he himself cannot handle it, what do you think you can 
do even if you make it back?" 


Tanqi propped up her upper body and turned her face aside. 'He is just a headsman who cruelly tortures 
prisoners. How could he possibly understand feelings of human?’ As if he could tell what she was 
thinking, Zhang Xiaojing said mercilessly, "Yes. You're very concerned. You're very angry. You're very 
humane. But all these goddamn emotions are useless in this situation! Read my lips — fucking useless." 


On hearing the unexpected four-letter word, Tanqi blushed scarlet. She was just about to answer back 
when Zhang Xiaojing widened his only eye and stopped her in an even louder voice, "You think this is 
some kind of flower-plucking game played by ladies of rich families? That you can leave whenever you 
want? You're wrong! This is a war! And there's no place for personal feelings in a war! Everybody must 
follow orders in unquestioning obedience!" 


Having never seen this man acting so ferociously, Tanqi didn't dare to raise her head after hearing his 
rebuke. 


"| also have close friends in the department. You think I'm not worried? You think | don't want to go 
back there immediately? But our task is not to protect Jing'an Department! It's to find out the 
whereabouts of Kailu Hodo and keep this Chang'an City safe! As long as this job is unfinished, we have to 
continue executing the task." 


“Let's... Let's go back first to take a look before going to the Shouzhuo Mercenary-” Tanqi still tried to 
insist. 





"We don't have time for that! You have to make a choice between the two places. Once you make the 
choice, you'll have to pay the price for it." Zhang Xiaojing darted a dark glance at her, turned around, 
walked a few steps forward and said coldly. 


"Your master agreed to let you follow me because he believed that you could do something more 
valuable than serving people." 


After saying this, he left Tangi, who burst into tears, and walked to the gate of the Persian Temple. That 
Shouzhuo mercenary escorted by two soldiers was standing right on the side, haggard and uneasy, 
worried about what would happen to him next. 


There was no hour-copper nearby, so they didn't know the exact time, but it was probably nearly half 
past the You Hour. The lantern show outside was reaching a climax with increasingly stronger waves of 
clamor, lantern light getting brighter and brighter. Subduing his anxiety, Zhang Xiaojing said briefly, 
"Let's take this man and move." 


Soldiers stuffed the assassin into a carriage and a couple of soldiers also got in. He drew the curtain from 
outside so that nobody could see the inside of the carriage. 


Zhang Xiaojing led his mount over, got on it and was just about to leave the temple when suddenly 
somebody grabbed the bridle. Alarmed, the horse neighed and raised its forelegs high. Zhang Xiaojing 
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horseback, and managed to stop himself from falling off. 


He turned his head aside and saw that Tanqi was standing in front of the horse. There were still traces of 
tears beside the corners of her eyes, and her pretty face appeared a little haggard but also firmer and 
more persistent. She released her grip on the bridle, raised her chin and said, "Now we're even. Let's 


go. 


Before Zhang Xiaojing could make a response, she got on the horse, tied her long hair up at the back and 
coiled it on top of her head, so that her hair wouldn't go awry when she was moving quick. Since Tanqi 
had a long neck, the bun on top of her head gave her an air of martial bearing, competence and 
sophistication. 


Without making any comments, Zhang Xiaojing waved his hand and gave the order to departure. 


The team quickly left the Persian Temple, forced their way through the crowds who were enjoying the 
lantern show on the street, and progressed towards Pingkang Fang as fast as they could. After traveling 
for a while, the team suddenly split into two groups at an intersection, each heading in a different 
direction. Soon another rider also arrived at the intersection from behind, who, after wavering for quite 
a while, chose the right side, spurred his mount and pursued the group. 


He galloped to the gate of Yining Fang in one breath only to find that the group ahead suddenly 
disappeared. He was just about to crane his neck to look for them when a couple of horsemen suddenly 
came up to him from two sides and ringed him. Zhang Xiaojing walked out of the dark and fixed that 
man with a gaze. He was even more surprised than the man who was blindsided. "Deacon Es?" 





"Commandant Zhang, you look pretty good." Es threw his chest out and crossed himself. A short while 
ago Zhang Xiaojing rained down curses on his head, but now he didn't seem embarrassed at all. Instead, 
he acted as if he was having a reunion with an old friend. 


The moment they left the Persian Temple, Zhang Xiaojing discovered that someone was stalking them. 
They set a trap, believing that they could capture a member of Shouzhuo Mercenary. However, they saw 
that the stalker was that narcissistic, naive deacon of the Persian Temple. 


"Why are you following us?" 


Trying hard to keep his balance on the mule, Es said, "The stinging rebuke Commandant gave me a while 
ago was amazingly enlightening. | did some introspection and realized that monks of our temple have 
indeed been unduly concentrative on learning scriptures and neglectful of reviewing our deeds. As a 
result, | decided to come here to share in Commandant's burden. If | by any chance prove to be of a little 
help, that could count as our temple repaying the Imperial Court for the help and encouragement it gave 


us. 


Zhang Xiaojing understood his remarks. The Turk named Yousha and two assassins of Shouzhuo 
Mercenary had been hiding in the Persian Temple, and all monks in the temple would probably be held 
accountable if this thing was disclosed. In order to keep Nestorianism's foothold in Chang'an, Es had no 
choice but to come here to help in a thick-skinned manner, hoping that he could at least atone for the 
crime by meritorious actions. 


Zhang Xiaojing squinted his only eye on the horse but said nothing. Waiting in jitters, Es swallowed hard 
with a roll of his Adam's apple, unaware of whether his words would work on this ferocious man. 


After quite a while, Zhang Xiaojing was still silent. Es cupped his hands before his chest and said in a 
tone of voice tinged with entreaty, "It hasn't been easy for Nestorian monks to preach Nestorianism in 
central mainland. Please have mercy on us, Commandant. I'm willing to be your squire —besides, 
Commandant does need an assistant who has nimble skills, great discernment as well as wisdom to help 
you with the investigation, right?" 


..' This time even Zhang Xiaojing became truly speechless. 


Tanqi tried very hard to keep herself from kicking this narcissist off his mule. Es also realized that his 
words were a little inappropriate, so he corrected himself. 


"With my identity as a Persian prince, | will surely be helpful when you negotiate with Hu people." 


Most Hu people professed one of the Three Foreign Religions, of which Nestorianism was a major 
religion, so Es was not bragging when he said this. As for the "Persian prince" part, they believed that he 
was just blowing his own horn. Finally, Zhang Xiaojing was convinced. "Suit yourself. But | can't 
guarantee your safety." 


Overjoyed, Es whipped the mule and followed the team closely. He had left the temple in such a haste 
that he hadn't even had enough time to find himself a horse, so he rode a mule here. Fortunately, the 
streets were all crowded with people, so the mule and those horses progressed almost at the same 





speed. Es didn't dare get too close to Zhang Xiaojing, so he tried to cotton up to Tanqi, but Tangi was too 
worried about her master to talk with him. Es had no choice but to stay in the rear. 


Intermittently, they finally made it through the crowds who were enjoying the lantern show, and 
reached Guanglu Fang. The Rosefinch Street was right in front of them, and they would enter the 
jurisdiction of Wannian County once they crossed it. But the carriage was stranded here. 


At this moment, the broad Rosefinch Street was heavily congested with residents jostling one another, 
which looked like a sea of people. Even wind could not get through. 


All of them were waiting to see Ba-lantern. 


Ba-lantern was not a lantern but groups of entertainers singing and dancing on specially designed big 
carts. These Ba-lantern carts were selected and sent into the capital city by local provincial governments 
to add glamor to the Lantern Festival. When the lantern show started, they entered the city from the 
east, the west and the south, proceeding slowly along streets, displaying their respective skills, and then 
at Sigeng (01:00), otherwise known as Chou Zheng, gathered in front of the Xingqing Palace. The 
entertainer who performed the most best and received the most ovation was hailed "the Red Crown of 
Lantern". 


In the palace, the Emperor would grant the Red Crown of Lantern permission to go up to the top floor of 
the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion where the two of them would light the lantern in the 
biggest lantern pavilion together, bringing festivity to its climax —this was the origin of Ba-lantern. 


Apart from enjoying the beauty of lanterns, another entertainment for Chang'an citizens was to chase 
these Ba-lantern carts. Wherever the carts went, people followed. Some outstanding performers had 
regular audience who followed them during the festival every year. 


At this moment, in the middle of the Rosefinch Street, two extremely popular fleets of Ba-lantern carts 
were competing against each other. On one side was a female dancer in red clothes, and on the other 
side was a half-naked tough hombre playing four Jie-drums (Drums of a barbarian people in ancient 
China). 





10. Xuchu(19:00-19:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


The moment he saw this scene, Zhang Xiaojing realized that the congestion would probably last at least 
an hour, that their clumsy carriage definitely couldn't get through. After a brief consultation with others, 
he decided to have those soldiers escort the carriage and slowly detour around this area from the south 
side. He himself would precede them, since crossing the Rosefinch Street single-handedly was much 
quicker than crossing it with a couple of horses and a carriage. 


Zhang Xiaojing asked Tanqi to go with the carriage, but she shot a dark glance at him and said, "Isn't you 
the one who keeps saying that everybody has to be responsible for their own choices? A moment ago, 
you demanded that | follow you, but now you want to kick me out of this?" After saying this, she 
obstinately turned her horse aside. 
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As for that Deacon Es who following their rear, Zhang Xiaojing's opinion was that they should just ignore 
him, that he was free to follow them if he wanted to, and if he got lost, that would be him getting his 
just deserts. 
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Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi dismounted from their horses and wrapped the reins around their wrists. 
These two horses had no turtle browbands on them, so they couldn't ride them on the Rosefinch Street. 
Besides, currently there were too many people on the road, and it was quicker to walk than it was to 
ride. 


So the two of them walked side by side leading their horses, trying hard to elbow their way through the 
crowds under the candlelight given off by colorful lanterns all around as well as loud music performed 
with qins (A seven-stringed plucked instrument in some ways similar to the zither) and drums. 
Occasionally, some people threw pieces of spring-ornaments (Silver adornments worn by women at the 
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sending ripples of excitement through the crowd. The whole street was filled with fragrance of rouge, 
funky odor of sweat and the oily smell given off by thousands of candles, which were so strong that 
audiences felt slightly dizzy. 


The two people progressed silently in stark contrast to the excited crowd. Walking among the crowds, 
Zhang Xiaojing concealed his murderous aura and ferocity. He kept such a low profile that it seemed as if 
he didn't exist. There were several occasions when excited audience banged into him and was surprised 
by his existence. For several times, Tanqi turned her head aside and wanted to talk to Zhang Xiaojing but 
had no idea what to say. 


A wastrel, a convict condemned to death, a ferocious Yama, a gentle man who refused to let a woman 
sacrifice her life to save him, a cruel official, an agent, a paladin —in the past few hours, Tanqi had seen 
many sides of Zhang Xiaojing, but she still wasn't sure what kind of man he really was. Surprisingly, this 





crowded street temporarily removed those seemingly obtrusive personality traits from Zhang Xiaojing to 
reveal his true nature, like a gurgling stream washing away greasepaint. 
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Zhang Xiaojing's figure appeared very forlorn. The more clamorous his surrounding, the more forlorn he 
seemed. He was walking in the most prosperous and vigorous place in the world, yet it seemed as if he 
and everything around him were scenes in two different paintings, which were so close to each other 
but would never be at one with each other. 


To some extent, he was even further away from this world than her master was. 
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a pastoral song. The melodies lingered around the two of them. Low as her voice was, the noises on the 
street never drowned it out. 


This was a song that residents in villages near Qi Mountain sang to add to the fun when they drink after 
sacrificing livestock to a deity. Those the lyrics were somewhat vulgar, but true to the heart. Her master 
once said that this song was passed down from ancient generations, that it could be interpreted for its 
beauty and appreciated by the mind. The great principles always looked simple, but today's people were 
unaware of it. 
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light. Tanqi believed that the moon had heard her song, wondering whose hearts the light had reached. 


Walking and singing, Tanqi suddenly noticed that Zhang Xiaojing was tapping his thick fingers lightly on 
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pastoral song. He was doing this in a highly concealed manner, as if afraid that anybody would notice it. 


Tanqi smiled but didn't expose him. She just kept humming. The two of them walked through the noisy 
crowd, one of them singing and the other one tapping. Zhang Xiaojing's gait seemed to have become 
more relaxed. 


It took them half a quarter to walk through the crowd. On the sight of the Fang wall of Xingdao Fang, 
Tanqi was greatly relieved and couldn't help sighing, "If only watchtowers were still working. In that case, 
at least they could tell us which street is not congested." 


After Jing'an Department was attacked, the whole watchtower network was paralyzed. In fact, most 
watchtowers were still operating, but without the big watchtower as the coordinator, they were nothing 
but some loosely sited watchtowers which were unable to work as a whole. 


Staff members of Jing'an Department felt it very inconvenient to work without timely news updates of 
Chang'an. 


Tanqi looked over her shoulder in the direction of Guangde Fang, deep concern gleaming in her eyes. 
She had chosen to go to Pingkangli, and she believed that her master would have done the same thing if 
he were in her shoes, but concern was not a something that could be subdued. 
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reminded me. Let me perform a trick for you." Tanqi was stunned, wondering why he brought this up. 


Zhang Xiaojing fished out a folded paper lantern out of the bag hanging at the side of the horse, 
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He raised the lantern high up with it. Tanqi was puzzled. This was a set of equipment field agents of 
Jing'an Department used to communicate with watchtowers at night, but currently, the big watchtower 
wasn't working. What was the point trying to send messages with this? 


Zhang Xiaojing moved the purple lantern up and down in a pattern. Sometimes he covered it. 
Sometimes he raised it high up. Tanqi was not familiar with this set of lantern light code and didn't know 
what he was trying to convey. But Zhang Xiaojing held his forefinger to his lips and hushed her, signaling 
her to wait. 


Before long, a purple lantern was lit on the watchtower of Xingdao Fang and flashed on and off several 
times, as if people there had received Zhang Xiaojing's message. And with that, someone on the 
watchtower in Kaihua Fang also lit a purple lantern which then flashed in a pattern similar to the way 
the lantern in Xingdao Fang had just done. 


Zhang Xiaojing kept moving the lantern, and then watchtowers in Guanglu Fang, Zhiye Fang also 
responded. Before long, Anren Fang, Fengle Fang, Wuben Fang, Chongyi Fang... all watchtowers, both 
those in nearby Fangs and those in faraway ones, came around one after another. Purple lanterns 
flashed and flickered, and soon there was a patch of them, responding to Zhang Xiaojing's movements, 
as if a Taoist master was practicing magic to help people get rid of bad fortune. 


Zhang Xiaojing inserted the bamboo pole, to which the purple lantern was fastened, into a buckle on the 
horseback and then said to Tangi, "Now the watchtower network is restored. It was just that their 
center was no longer the big watchtower in Guangde Fang, but me." While saying the last word, he held 
up his left thumb and pointed it at his chest. 


"Now | am the hub of Jing'an Department." 


Tanqi widened her eyes with surprise, feeling that this was even more amazing than a trick. How did he 
take over watchtowers so easily and become the supreme commander?" 


Zhang Xiaojing mounted his horse which shook the purple lantern hanging high above its butt. 


"Don't forget that Sicheng Li delegated the authority to command watchtowers to me at Shenchu, and 
this order has never been revoked." 


Yao Runeng passed a glass of water to Wen Ran. She took a sip of the water, feeling that even the water 
tasted like burnt things. Yao Runeng said in an apologetic tone, "Sorry. All wells are surrounded by 
people. We'll have to wait a while longer." Wen Ran said with a bitter smile, "| was so lucky to have 
survived. What could | possibly complain about?" 


After Gan Shoucheng left, they had nowhere to go, so they stayed in the drugstore. There were still a lot 
of flustered people bustling outside and they didn't even have time to bury Cui Qi. His body was still 
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"Can | go home?" Wen Ran asked pitifully. She had been encountering misfortunes all along since noon. 
She was abducted and taken to various places, which exhausted her. Yao Runeng made a gesture of 
apology, "Sorry. You can't. Sicheng Li ordered me to lock you up. And there's been no order to release 
you." For fear of Wen Ran misunderstanding him, he explained, "It's dangerous outside. This is the 
safest place." 


"Because this place has already been burnt?" Wen Ran asked rhetorically. 


"Eh..." Yao Runeng was blindsided by this question. Wen Ran chuckled. Suddenly, she noticed that the 
wound in Yao Runeng's shoulder was carelessly bound up just a rag, so she asked him to sit down, 
lowered her head, tore a strip of cloth from the flare of her dress and redressed his wound with care. 


Wen Ran skillfully wrapped the strip of cloth around his wound with her white fingers. Yao Runeng 
smelled whiffs of perfume and lowered his head, thinking, ‘It turned out that by following this perfume 
could Commandant Zhang find this girl. This perfume was faint but lingering. It's perfect for tracking 
down suspects.' 
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Department? How's the investigation into Kailu Hodo going?’ 


As he thought about this, he suddenly realized that this was a very good opportunity, so he casually 
asked, "Who's Commandant Zhang to... Eh, Commandant Zhang Xiaojing to you?" 


While intently dressing his wound, Wen Ran answered in a soft voice, "He's the one who saved my life." 
"He saved your life?" 


A look of deep grief appeared on Wen Ran's face. "He did more than just saving me... He sacrificed his 
life for my family." Yao Runeng was startled. This was the real reason why he was condemned to death? 
Didn't Tanqi say that it was because he killed the Vice County Magistrate? 


Since they had nothing else to do for the moment, Wen Ran told him the whole story. 


It turned out that Zhang Xiaojing and Wen Ran's father, Wen Wuji, fought side-by-side when they were 
serving in the army in the Western Regions. Wen Wuji was also one of the three soldiers who survived 
the last defense of Fengsui City. He saved Zhang Xiaojing's life and lost a leg for it. 


After the successful defense of Suifeng City, Wen Wuji was incapable of continuing his service and chose 
to retire from the army. He brought his daughter and the reward given by Duhu (A military agency in 
charge of inspecting border areas where ethnic minorities lived in feudal China) to Chang'an where he 
set up an incense store and lived a pretty good life. Afterwards, Zhang Xiaojing was appointed as the 
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been taking care of each other all along. 


Last October, when Zhang Xiaojing happened to be on a business trip to another province, Wen's 
Incense Store suddenly received a notification from the Ministry of Mining, which said that the Imperial 
Court was going to build a hotel in Guoyi Fang for the envoy of Gilgit. The price the Ministry of Mining 





offered was very low, so naturally Wen Wuji didn't agree to move. On that very night, a group of masked 
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to reason with them but was beaten to death. And Wen Ran nearly got raped. Fortunately, with her 
quick reflexes and strong will, she managed to escape. 


Wen Ran intended to report this to the local authority but happened to encounter the Vice County 
Magistrate who was leading a team patrolling the streets that night, and who asserted emphatically that 
she violated the curfew and arrested her. She cried and tried to explain but was ignored and locked up. 
Before long, someone handed a pleading to her which said that her father colluded with thieves and was 
killed because of an unfair division of the spoils, that the money he used to set up the incense store was 
part of the spoils. If she refused to sign the pleading, she would be sold and become somebody's 
handmaid. 
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for several times. 


After a few days, she was suddenly released. Wen Ran made a few inquiries and was told that things had 
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happened to Wen's Incense Store, he almost wiped out the whole Fires Gang. After that, for some 
unknown reason, he killed the Vice County Magistrate of Wannian County, which shocked the county 
government. Eventually, he even abducted Prince Yong and nearly threw the Imperial Court into chaos. 
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know how he was caught and condemned to death, but the Wen's Incense Store had been at peace ever 
since, and nobody came to bother her. As a vulnerable woman, she was unable to get access to her 
savior. All she could do was set up a wish-tablet for him at home, in front of which she lit incenses and 
prayed for him every day. 


Near the end of the story, Wen Ran leaned against his arm and fell asleep. 





10. Xuchu (19:00-19:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


Yao Runeng stayed still but shock was churning inside him. He was amazed not only by Zhang Xiaojing's 
deeds, but also by those people's greed and wickedness. 


It was very rare for a Vice County Magistrate to patrol the streets himself at night. Apparently, the 
reason why he showed up that night was that he had colluded with the Ministry of Mining and Fires 
Gang. They intended to eliminate Wen Wuji with both the violent means of a mafia and the authority of 
the local government, so they could take his land. Yao Runeng believed that Zhang Xiaojing must also 
have figured this out, which was why he became infuriated and killed those people. 


Yao Runeng had heard about many evil deeds done by officials, but this was the most brutal and 
ruthless one. A moderately well-to-do family was ruined overnight, yet this was a relatively fortunate 
outcome after Zhang Xiaojing sacrificed his life to protect it. If it were some other family, things might 
have ended up even uglier. When Zhang Xiaojing said that Chang'an was a giant beast which devoured 
people, he wasn't exaggerating at all. 


He finally understood why Zhang Xiaojing went so spiteful every time somebody mentioned the Imperial 
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"| sigh deeply to choke back my tears and lamented the hardships people had to suffer. (from a famous 
Chinese poem)" A sigh came from the side. Yao Runeng turned his head aside and found that Cen Shen 
was leaning against a corridor post, also intrigued by the story. 


Yao Runeng knew that the two lines he had just read conveyed lamentation. Cen Shen paid Wen Ran a 
compliment. "With a little adjustment, this lady's account of the events could make an excellent ballad 
in which the author satirizes the ruling class." He lowered his head and tried to find a writing brush to 
record the story only to discover that his bag had been burnt. He had no choice but to rummage around 
the compartments of the wooden cabinet in the drugstore, hoping to find some paper and a writing 
brush. 


A little confused, Yao Runeng asked, "This could be a poem?" 


Cen Shen waved his hand and said indignantly, "Why not? Most of today's poems are rhetoric and 
flowery. Poets always travel to faraway places trying to find inspiration, unwilling to open their eyes and 
face the dire situation in their own hometowns. It's high time somebody steps forward and advocate a 
new style, which is that poems should be written to make a difference in people's lives, not to promote 
literature development." Then he lowered his head to continue rummaging. 


Yao Runeng said in a resigned tone, "You're only under temporary custody in Jing'an Department. You 
can leave at any moment if you want." 





The reason why Cen Shen was locked up was that he interfered with Zhang Xiaojing's investigation into a 
case and was suspected of being related to Turkish Wolf Guards. Now that his true identity had been 
confirmed, he was free to go. Besides, there was no cells to lock him in even if Yao Runeng wanted to... 


Cen Shen craned his head above the counter and said indignantly, "Leave? | won't leave now. | lost my 
horse and my poems. You have to compensate me." 


"There's a price for your mount... but how am | supposed to compensate you for the loss of the poems?" 


"Hmm. It's very simple. Just let me follow you," Cen Shen said with a smug expression on his face, as if 
his excellent plan was a success. "I've been observing Lady Wen's story, Cui Qi's story, your story, that 
Zhang Xiaojing's story as well as Jing'an Department's story hunting down Turks... You know something 
about poems, right? Do you have any idea how good materials they are for a poet?" 


Yao Runeng was a little surprised. In this guy's eyes, these things were just materials for his poem? He 
shook his head and said, "Sorry, | know nothing about poems. | merely have a nodding acquaintance 
with rhymes." 


On hearing that he had a knowledge of rhymes, Cen Shen immediately became excited and said, "That's 
enough. We can chat about that." Yao Runeng smiled wryly. The reason why he had some knowledge of 
rhymes was that the message-passing codes used by watchtowers were based on Tang Rhymes. It had 
nothing to do with writing poems. 


Surprisingly, Cen Shen became more curious and insisted on Yao Runeng to tell him how to pass 
messages with Tang Rhymes. Yao Runeng facepalmed, regretting having told him about this. He had Cen 
Shen push the window open, through which they could see a lantern overhanging the gate of Cibei 
Temple in the distance. Looking at this lantern, Yao Runeng gave a brief explanation of how people on 
watchtowers used drumbeats in daytime and lanterns at night to pass messages in the form of rhymes. 


Cen Shen smacked his palm on his scepter and gasped in admiration, "They use lantern signals to send 
rhymes which convey the messages. This is a brilliant idea! Who came up with it? That guy's a genius! It 
seems that there's no need for me send copies all around. | just have to beat a drum on a height and 
then my poems will be broadcasted throughout the whole city!" 


The corners of Yao Runeng's mouth twitched. He stopped trying to contradict Cen Shen, thinking, 
‘Whatever makes you happy...’ Looking through the window at the lantern, Cen Shen started 
gesticulating and mumbling —he was trying to encode his poems into lantern light codes. 


At this moment, the door was swung open with a bang and a petty official in fancy leather clothes 
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here?" 


Since that man looked strange to him, Yao Runeng hesitantly raised his hand, indicating that he was a 
staff member of Jing'an Department. The petty official said, "The Sicheng of Jing'an Department ordered 
all mobile staff members to fall in at the gateway of Cibei Temple to receive instructions." Yao Runeng 
was stunned. 'Wasn't Li Bi abducted? Someone rescued him?’ The petty official flicked a glance at him 
and said, "The new Sicheng of Jing'an Department." Then he left the drugstore to inform others. 





Somebody took over so soon? Yao Runeng felt a little uneasy. But since Sicheng Li was abducted and 
unaccounted for, the department did need a new leader to restore the situation — if only this person 
were Zhang Xiaojing. Unfortunately, it was absolutely impossible. 


He laid the sleeping Wen Ran flat onto a mat and entrusted her to Cen Shen, who waved his hand and 
said, "Just go. I'll take care of this lady." Then he continued looking for paper and writing brush intently. 


The front gate of Cibei Temple was not far away from Jing'an Department. In front of the gate was a vast 
square. All residents enjoying the lantern show had been asked to leave, and monks had closed the gate. 
Currently, there were only several dozen people standing on the square, all of whom were mobile staff 
members who survived the attack, and all faces were full of sorrow. 


Yao Runeng counted them and found that only one third of the staff survived. In other words, nearly a 
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out of people's eyes before they cupped their hands when they met their acquaintances on the square, 
unable to say anything except words of gratitude for their survival. 


Before long, a gong thundered and with that over twenty soldiers arrived at the square from all sides, all 
holding torches ablaze with light brightening the whole square. An official walked to the front gate of 
Cibei Temple at a steady pace and stood on top of the stone steps, looking down at the square. He was 
about forty years old, a tall figure with sharp cheekbones which made the bridge of his nose protruded 
so far that it might drop off his face at any moment. He had a nice beard on his chin, which was glossy 
and gleaming under torch light. People could tell with half an eye that he had been putting effort into 
grooming. 


Yao Runeng noticed that this man was in a pale green official uniform, and there were nine shiny copper 
belt-rings mounted in his silver-edged belt. This was a belt issued to an official of the ninth grade which 
was a grade lower than that of Li Bi. 


The gong sounded again to draw the attention of people on the square. The official holding a copper 
seal said loudly to people standing down below, "Listen up! I'm the Left Supervisory Minister, the Palace 
Ta NAVA G=) abo) am C-\a Mo) ai Lek] a =t) ole) acy] o) (Mm ce) am aat-liaie=)ialiay-me)aels) mula naromieal ol-ar-] meolelamcmer-li\"mearelaalialcamaatsrciil ays 
attended by an emperor and high-rank officials), Ji Wen. I'm under orders from the Secretariat to 
reorganize Jing'an Department. Everybody shall return to the department to perform their duty. No 
delay allowed." 


His identity aroused animated discussion among people standing on the square. They all knew that the 
power behind Jing'an Department was the East Palace, but now the Secretariat appointed a censor as 
the head of this department, which greatly surprised them. 


Clearly Ji Wen came prepared. He nodded and another official immediately walked over holding a thick 
scroll. The official unrolled the scroll and started reading it aloud, his voice resounding through the 
whole square. 


"Censor Department Palace Privy Censor, the thirteenth volume of the Six Classics of Tang Dynasty, 
stipulates: there shall be two Supervisory Ministers in the capital city -the Left Supervisory Minister and 
the Right Supervisory Minister, each of whom is responsible for supervising trials of all cases in his own 
jurisdiction. Demoted officials, evicted residents refusing to leave the city, blackmails, Buddhist monks’ 





gatherings at night, gambling, theft, erroneous judgement, illegal legislation of local laws, illegal trade, 
illegal taxation, and such, shall all be reported to the Imperial Court." 


"In addition, Law of Officials stipulates: the Left Supervisory Minister is in charge of areas within the 
capital city. The Right Supervisory Minister is in charge of areas outside of the capital city stretching as 

far as Yongzhou and Luozhou. At the end of each month, the two shall inspect the Ministry of 
Punishments, the Dali Temple, the East Tufang and the West Tufang (Both are prisons), Jingwu (A prison), 
and county prisons." 


As he read those obscure regulation hard to articulate, staff members of Jing'an Department gradually 
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This Palace Privy Censor had two titles: the Right Supervisory Minister and the Left Supervisory Minister. 
He had authority to supervise the trail of cases in the capital city. The chief of Jing'an Department was 
responsible for organizing defense of Western Chang'an. The duties of the two partially overlapped, 
which meant that they were two different officials in charge of the same matter. 


It was not inappropriate to assign a Left Supervisory Minister to take over Jing'an Department, whether 
in terms of the law or pragmatic affairs. 


This Censor Ji neither tried to overwhelm them with his authority nor tried to force them to obey with 
the power of the Chief of Secretariat, but had someone read a statute scroll in front of everyone, which 
indicated that he was a law-abiding official. Currently, the department was leaderless and all staff 
members were in panic. They desperately needed someone to clean up the mess. Besides, this censor 
had an appointment issued by the Chief of Secretariat, so they felt it totally unnecessary to disobey him. 


The hostility in staff members’ eyes slightly abated and gradually they stopped discussing. Ji Wen 
stroked his beard and resumed his speech, "Jing'an Department was attacked by ruffians, which deeply 
grieved me. But the culprit is still at large, and so are our formidable enemies. | hope all of you subdue 
your agony and regard His Majesty's safety as the first priority. Bring the crime culprit to justice first and 
then we'll hold a memorial ceremony for our late colleagues." 


His remarks perfectly suited to the occasion. He not only pointed out that the situation was urgent but 
also implied that the Imperial Court would handsomely reward them after the job was done. All officials 
of Jing'an Department who survived the attack cupped their hands and bowed to him, which was a 
salute an official gave when he met his superior and suggested that they had acknowledged him as the 
new Sicheng of Jing'an Department. 


Seeing that he had successfully subjected most people to his authority, Ji Wen was very smug. He turned 
his head aside and, in a low voice, said to the official who had just read the statute scroll, "Gongfu, this 
tactic of yours sounds simple but is actually very smart. It worked so well." The official smiled, "| never 
lie to you, Duangong. Make hay while the sun shines. Just stick to the plan." 


Privy Censor was called "Duangong" outside of the Imperial Court, and Palace Privy Censor was called 
"Vice Duangong". That official deliberately addressed Ji Wen as a title one grade higher than his actual 
grade. On hearing this, Ji Wen was very delighted. He raised the copper seal and said, "Everybody listen 
up!" 





He was going to give the first order after he was inaugurated as the Sicheng of Jing'an Department. 
Everybody quieted down. 


Ji Wen said loudly, "Jing'an Department was raided by terrorists. There must be a mole operating in 
collusion with them. In order to bring those terrorists to justice, we must eliminate enemies hiding 
among us first, so the first priority is to get rid of this cancer. As for his identity, I've already found out 
about it —" His eyes swept through all people on the square. Seeing that everybody was staring fixedly 
at him, he was very satisfied and uttered a name. "Commandant of Jing'an Department, Zhang Xiaojing! 
He is the mole who colluded with the Termites." 
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The smile on Ji Wen's face gradually froze. "You might not know this, but the very reason why Zhang 
Xiaojing was condemned to death was because he murdered his immediate superior. A leopard cannot 
change its spots. He did that kind of thing once. Inevitably he would do it for the second time. And he 
was also part of the abduction of Wang Zhongsi's daughter. Now Jing'an Department was attacked. 
There's no doubt he was the one who let those attackers in. Send my orders to Guards Stations in all 
Fangs — search the whole city to hunt down this man and bring him to me, dead or alive!" 


Standing on the side, Yuan Zai leisurely rolled up the scroll, a ghastly smile on the corners of his lips. 


He heard that those ruffians who attacked Jing'an Department went by the name of "Termites". Wasn't 
it a perfect match with the identity of this lowly guy named Zhang Xiaojing? 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


But Li Bi could see with half an eye that each of those four pavilion posts was five arms thick, that the 
expenses of transporting the logs here alone were more than enough to bankrupt over ten small-sized 
families. 


Xuzheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
Pingkang Fang, Wannian County, Chang'an. 


Compared to the audience of the lantern show in other fangs, Pingkang Fang, which was the busiest and 
most prosperous Fang at normal times, appeared much quieter, since all girls in Pingkangli had been 
invited to be companions of nobles, and almost all brothels here became empty. Those girls and nobles 
would return in succession at around Ergeng (21:00) to have banquets. 


The moment they entered the fang, Tangi wrinkled up her nose in distaste. The street was filled with the 
smell of Suhe incense which came from departing incense carts after the lantern show began. This 
incense was unduly thick and giddy yet lingering. Once one's sleeves were touched by it, one could not 
easily get rid of its smell. She didn't want to be mistaken for a companion of some nobles. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "Rest assured. Nobody is going to misunderstand you. Tonight, all the high ranking 
prostitutes has gone out to the streets." Tanqi was relieved when she heard this, but after briefly 
pondering over it, she realized that he was actually teasing her! She was just about to clap back when 
Zhang Xiaojing raised his horsewhip and said, "Prime Minister Li's abode is there." 


Tanqi looked in the direction he was pointing. It turned out that Li Linfu's mansion was opposite of 
Pingkangli, with high walls and dark green tiles. There were probably ten rows of houses in that 
residential compound. At the gateway were twelve halberds in a row. On each side of the gate stood a 

iva} (oh.a eX“ MYA i aM 0) f- (0) anu] (-er-] ome) amual-mno) oMm-laqlind|al-a-lal-l| moym-> cae-lo)aellat-lalal-cimcomd alm aat-lacilelameslela ole ciiars4 ha 
though there were a row of red lanterns hanging under the eaves, they only brightened a radius of 
around ten meters, and the areas beyond them were totally dark. Seen from a distance, the mansion 
looked like a giant, black beast with its fearsome mouth wide open. 


'So this is the place where that person who has always been plotting against master...’ Inexplicably, 
Tanqi felt a cold shiver run through her. She spurred the horse and speeded up, as if she feared that she 
might be devoured if she didn’t leave quick enough. 


"By the way, where's Deacon Es?" Tanqi suddenly recalled the man who had been following them. 
Zhang Xiaojing turned his head for look, but there was nobody on the streets. This guy disappeared after 


they crossed the Rosefinch Street. He probably got lost. 


"Never mind. Let him go wherever he wants." 





Zhang Xiaojing was very familiar with this area. After riding past two intersections, they saw a patch of 
residential compounds in the northeastern corner. The tiles on the roofs of those houses were blue. 


As if built by military builders, these residential compounds looked the same style and neatly arranged. 
Each house had three rows of seven houses in it. The only way to distinguish them from each other was 
to look at the animals on the flags flying high above their middle courtyards: bears, tigers, hawks, 
wyrms — every flag had a unique pattern. These were Auxiliary Divisions set up in Chang'an by the ten 
Jiedushi. All patterns on flags corresponded with the names of armies of those Jiedushi, so that people 
could distinguish these Auxiliary Divisions by looking at the flags. 


On the street opposite of these Auxiliary Divisions were various stores selling extravagances such as 
pearls, gemstones, spices, gold and silver ornaments, silk fabrics, painted furniture, etc. Every year, 
people in Auxiliary Divisions purchased presents in large quantities in the capital city, so naturally 
merchants wouldn't let this golden opportunity slip away. 


But at this moment, all stores were closed, since both owners and sales clerks were out on the streets 
enjoying the lantern show. The whole street was almost empty. It took Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi a while 
to identify the directions. After a roundabout trip, they arrived at Liu's Bookstore located at the end of 

an alley. The storefront of this bookstore, which was barely wider than the combined width of two doors, 
was narrower than that of any store nearby. Next to it were a cart company and a silversmith. The 
bookstore had closed long ago, and even door planks had been placed into the groove. 


According to the confession of that assassin, this Liu's Bookstore was a fire-point of Shouzhuo 
Mercenary. A fire-point was one of their jargons, which was actually a liaison office where tasks were 
assigned. The one in charge of a fire-point was called Fire-master, who was also the key figure Zhang 
Xiaojing came to find this time. 


Theoretically, they should have the assassin knock onthe door and tell the people inside about the 
situation first before they went inside to talk with the Fire-master, but before going into this alley, Zhang 
Xiaojing had checked with a watchtower and been told that it would take a while for the carriage to 
arrive. 


Zhang Xiaojing was too anxious to wait. After being informed that Jing'an Department was attacked, he 
was in fact even more anxious than Tanqi was. The ominous premonition was getting stronger and 
stronger. He had to make full use of every moment. 
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was a shoddy yellow cob wall, full of holes of different sizes and depths. Zhang Xiaojing counted those 
holes and stretched his fingers into the tenth hole from right in the third row and found one end of a 
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The end of the rope was knotted, the other end of it went through the wall to the other side. Zhang 
Xiaojing put a finger into the knot, pulled the rope five times, paused briefly before pulling another 
three times and then quickly jerked it twice. 


This was a communicating method used by the assassin. This bookstore would never show its true face if 
he didn't pull this rope or pulled it the wrong way. 





Before long, one of those door planks was removed from inside with a clang. A vigilant eye flashed 
across the gap between door planks. "Spring river?" 


"A white cloud leisurely floated away." 


This was the seventeenth line of the poem Night, the Moon, Flowers and a River in Spring, and also a 
code to identify oneself. The one in the room kept silent for a while and then said, "You're neither 
Seventeen Liu nor Mojialuo." Zhang Xiaojing produced his copper plate, "I'm Zhang Xiaojing working for 
Jing'an Department. Seventeen Liu told me to come here. | have something important to talk to you." 


"Where are Seventeen Liu and the other man?" 


"They're in Yongle Fang on their way here. They'll arrive soon." Zhang Xiaojing turned his head back and 
flicked a glance at a watchtower. 


People on that watchtower had just sent a series of signals to him, indicating that the carriage had just 
passed Yongle Fang and was just two or three intersections away from him. 


"Then let's talk after he arrives." With that the man started closing the door. Zhang Xiaojing smacked his 
palm onto the door plank and said in an aggressive tone, "I'm here on behalf of the Imperial Court. This 
can't wait. Either you let me in right now or the Vice County Magistrate will soon lead a team here. It's 
your choice." 


It seemed as if this threat worked. The man inside stayed silent for a while and then another door plank 
was quickly removed, revealing a gap about half a door in width. Zhang Xiaojing, Tanqi walked sideways 
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lifted it up. 


The fire-master was a white-haired, old man with a chapped face, and they couldn't tell where he was 
from. Behind him were rows of bamboo bookshelves on which various precious silk scrolls were placed. 
Every scroll had an ivory reel, a crystal ring buckle and a cloth label in five colors indicating the type of 
the scroll. There was a faint smell of camphor in the room, which was refreshing and also kept away 
bookworms. 


These books were not for reading but gifts sent between dignitaries. This fire-point dealt with many 
letters and files every day, so it was perfect to use a bookstore as camouflage. 


Without any usual pleasantries, Zhang Xiaojing asked directly the moment he walked inside, "| want to 
know who sent Seventeen Liu and Mojialuo to the Persian Temple to kill Elder Puzhe." 
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shadows of his wrinkles and the candlelight overlapped, concealing his true expression. 


"Commandant must know that all members of Shouzhuo Mercenary have to keep the identity of our 
clients secret. I'm sorry, but | can't grant this request." 


Zhang Xiaojing coldly snorted, "This assassin mandate is related to a major case concerning the safety of 
all residents of Chang'an. The answer must be given to the Imperial Court. Whoever tries to hide it will 





be regarded as an accomplice!" The old man smiled contemptuously, "Credibility is the foundation of 
Shouzhuo Mercenary. Otherwise how are we supposed to gain trust of our clients? Even if the chief of 
Jingzhao Office is here, | won't tell him either, not to mention a commandant." 


Anger surged through Zhang Xiaojing. He landed a heavy punch on the wall and all bookshelves in the 
room quivered. But the old man was still holding the candlestick steadily. "I'm the only one here. 
Commandant may torture me in whatever way you want. | will not resist, but please don't count on me 
telling you anything." Zhang Xiaojing abruptly drew a crossbow to point it against the old man's 
forehead and said in a sepulchral voice, "Seventeen Liu said this as well." 


He made no further remarks but his movements made it very clear: he had got in here with Seventeen 
Liu's access code, so he naturally had Seventeen Liu's full confession. The old man's right eyebrow 
slightly quivered. "Seventeen violated the rules. His family will have to take the consequences. | can't 
save him. Shouzhuo mercenaries, Shouzhuo mercenaries, return every favor and repay every debt." 


This was a maxim of Shouzhuo mercenaries. When a Shouzhuo mercenary went out to execute a task, 
his family members must stay in a Shouzhuo city. Seventeen Liu revealed the location of the Fire-point. 
Even if he himself managed to survive, his family would surely be dead. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "If anything happens to Chang'an, not only he but also all Shouzhuo mercenaries 
will be killed!" 


Seeing Zhang Xiaojing’s fierceness in both look and voice, the old man sighed, "Under no circumstances 
will | disclose the name and identity of my client, but if there's anything else Commandant wants to 
know, I'll tell you everything within my clearance to talk about." 


As expected, all those qualified to be fire-masters in Chang'an were no common persons. He knew that 
Zhang Xiaojing had the government at his back, that he could not offend Zhang Xiaojing too much, so he 
came up with this compromise. Shouzhuo Mercenary had its exclusive intelligence network in the capital 
city, so maybe they had some information that Jing'an Department didn't know about. 


Zhang Xiaojing gave an account of Turkish Wolf Guards and Kailu Hodo, and asked him whether he had 
heard of anything about it. On hearing this, the old man was astounded. "I've been staying indoors all 
day, so | didn't know... that such big things were happening outside. Please allow me to check the 
reports." 
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Zhang Xiaojing put the crossbow down onto the table and waited with an impatient look. He was also 
extremely concerned about Jing'an Department after the attack. The reason why he threw that punch 
just now was more that he wanted to vent his anxiety, not that he wanted to scare the Fire-master. 


At this moment, Tanqi pulled Zhang Xiaojing's sleeve and said, "This old man has the smell of Suhe 
incense but no smell of camphor about him." Zhang Xiaojing grunted "Uhuh" with no other reaction. 
Tanqi got more anxious, wondering why men were so slow. "He said that he'd been staying this 
bookstore all day, but why doesn’t he smell like camphor? Instead, he smells like Suhe incense which is 
everywhere outside?" 





Zhang Xiaojing's pupils abruptly contracted. He pushed aside the table before him which fell with a crash 
and leaped between those bookshelves only to find that the candlestick was hung from a copper hook 
on the side of a bamboo bookshelf. There was nobody beside it. 


No. Precisely speaking, there was another person. A short-bearded, pudgy man in a fox fur in his fifties 
was lying between two bookshelves, a very fine slit across his throat, his eyes wide open with horror. 


At the end of the bookstore, he found that the window was open. He looked out of it and saw that a 
black figure was leaping and rushing on rooftops in the distance, too swift for an old man. 


He was just about to pursue him when suddenly somebody screamed. This time the voice came from 
outside the front door of the bookstore. It was Tanqi! 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 
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the bookstore. The moment he went outside, he was greeted by half a dozen blazing lanterns. Over ten 
men who looked like blacksmiths or coachmen, surrounded Tanai, their faces unfriendly. Once they saw 
Zhang Xiaojing rushed outside, all of them drew their anvil hammers and iron staffs. 


"Where's the fire-master?" the one in charge thundered. 


These people were also Shouzhuo mercenaries. They were responsible for the security of this fire-point. 
Normally, they hid themselves in the taxi company or the blacksmith's and wouldn't show up unless 
they had to. They had come out of the dark because they heard that screech. 


Zhang Xiaojing paled visibly. It turned out that the screech was not really a screech but a signal 
deliberately imitated the fire-master to alert these guards. This old fox was formidable. He set so many 
traps during this brief engagement. 


Now, surrounded by these guards, Zhang Xiaojing could never pursue that old man. A couple of guards 
pushed Zhang Xiaojing aside, rushed into the room and soon walked outside, their faces murderous. 
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between the visitor and the fire-master. Soon after that, the screech of the fire-master came, and then 
this man ran out of the room covered in blood. Now the body of the fire-master was discovered, and 
they also found this man's crossbow beside the overturned table in the room. 


The facts couldn't be clearer. 


"Shouzhuo mercenaries, Shouzhuo mercenaries, return every favor and repay every debt." A captain- 
like man uttered this slogan and wielded his hammer. There were a dozen people here, and they also 
blocked the narrow alley. Zhang Xiaojing was definitely no match for them even if he had grown out 
three heads and six arms. 


Tandi said angrily, "It's not us who killed the fire-master." Those guards smiled wryly. They didn't believe 
this feeble defense at all. Zhang Xiaojing raised his copper ID plate and yelled, "I'm Zhang Xiaojing 
working for Jing'an Department. Seventeen Liu brought me here to query the fire-master. | didn't kill 
him. Somebody else did." 


The captain furrowed his forehead, thinking that if this guy really worked for the Imperial Court, this 
matter would be tricky. He signaled his subordinates to stand by. "You mean Seventeen Liu brought you 


here? Where is he?" 


"He would be here soon." 





The captain said, "Okay, then. We'll decide whether we'll let you live after he arrives." He repeatedly 
tossing the iron hammer to himself, blue veins rippling beneath his skin, the murderous look in his eyes 
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In the distance, a black figure took a few leaps and soon left Pingkang Fang. 


When he heard Ji Wen's announcement, Yao Runeng was transfixed in shock, as if he had just turned 
into a statue. 


Abducting Wang Yunxiu? Colluding with enemies in attacking Jing'an Department? 


Yao Runeng felt it unbelievably absurd to accuse Zhang Xiaojing of these two crimes, but when he saw 
the new chief of Jing'an Department, this was a very reasonable conjecture. 


In common people's eyes, all criminals were cacodemons of the most untrustworthy kind. Just like what 
Ji Wen had just said, a convict condemned to death for killing his superior was highly inclined to commit 
the same crime for a second time... Not to mention Ji Wen, back then when Li Bi had just promoted 
Zhang Xiaojing, even Yao Runeng himself was prejudiced against him, believing that this person must be 
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But this time was not like the last time. The last time when Zhang Xiaojing was taken into custody, Cui Qi 
detained him without the superior's order, and there were no accusations against him at all, so people 
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open charge against Zhang Xiaojing was of totally different nature. He wouldn't even be able to stay in 
the capital city any longer. 


'No. | have to tell Sicheng Ji what really happened!’ 

Yao Runeng pushed aside his colleagues beside him and ran to the gateway of Cibei Temple. Ji Wen was 
talking with a couple of curators who survived and making assignments. Heedless of formality, Yao 
Runeng abruptly interrupted, "Fuduan Ji, you made a mistake!" 

"Hmm?" 

"Si- Sicheng Ji... " Yao Runeng changed his address very reluctantly. 

"Speak." Finally, Ji Wen allowed him to continue. 

"I'm Yao Runeng, a field agent of Jing'an Department. I've been assisting Commandant Zhang in the 
investigation into this case all the time. He's been searching for Lady Wang and also managed to stop 
those Turkish Wolf Guards, both of which are meritorious deeds known by many. How's it possible that 
he colluded with enemies? There must be some kind of misunderstanding!" 

Ji Wen stroked his beard and smiled mildly, "Son of Yao family, | also had such a suspicion just now, but 


Sicheng Li once said that Turkish Wolf Guards were just a pawn, that there was a mastermind behind all 
this. I’m afraid Zhang Xiaojing eliminating Turkish Wolf Guards probably was a cover-up." 





Blindsided by him quoting Li Bi's words, Yao Runeng was unable to contradict him. Ji Wen suddenly 
clapped his hand and, as if he just recalled something and said, "Just now, | heard that a girl named Wen 
Ran had been found in Changming Fang, that you were the one who found her. Is it true?" 


"Yes," 


"But | was told that Zhang Xiaojing deliberately lied to Jing'an Department, claiming that he found some 
clues to the whereabouts of Wang Yunxiu. He tricked Sicheng Li into sending a lot of men to rescue her, 
but it turned out that the one who was rescued was his mistress." 


These remarks were very malicious and contained an undertone of the most venomous speculation, but 
most of them were true. Yao Runeng also knew that Li Bi was very displeased with this. 'But... But this 
can't prove that Zhang Xiaojing is a mole.’ 


At this moment, the official on the side who had read the statute scroll interposed, "When Zhang 
Xiaojing was in Wannian County, his nickname was the Five-Honored Yama —ruthless, venomous, cold- 
blooded, willful and cruel. Not everybody can keep a man as fierce and powerful as him under control." 
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the best footnote of what kind of man Zhang Xiaojing really was. And he also incriminated Li Bi in a 
roundabout way. 


Yao Runeng clenched his fists, intending to contradict him, but suddenly a thought occurred to him. 


Ji Wen's appointment was issued by the Chief of Secretariat, which meant that he worked for Prime 
Minister Li, so he would do everything he could to prove that Li Bi was wrong, that the Crown Prince was 
wrong. As a result, no matter how hard Yao Runeng tried to contradict, Zhang Xiaojing would still be 
deemed a mole. Yao Runeng looked at Ji Wen again and finally detected a trace of malevolence on his 
seemingly gentle and virtuous face. 


Indignation and despair bubbled just below the surface of his mind. 'Chang'an hangs by a hair, yet these 
guys dangling in mid-air are pondering how to kill the only person who's trying to stop the hair from 
snapping! What the fuck is wrong with them!’ 


If it were in the past, Yao Runeng would have either submitted himself to his impulse and started 
arguing with them heedless of all potential consequences, or he would have resigned. But during the 
past couple of hours, he had witnessed too much filthiness hidden beneath hypocrisy, and he knew that 
in Chang'an, it was not enough to just have a rightful cause and animal courage. 
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Seeing that Yao Runeng was unable to contradict him, Ji Wen turned around and resumed talking to a 
couple of curators. "Currently, Sicheng Li is unaccounted for. Our only clue is Zhang Xiaojing. I've already 
dispatched over forty foreign servants to deliver the warrant to all fangs. You must restore the big 
watchtower and the citywide surveillance as soon as possible. This is our first priority." 





Faces of those curators went awkward. One of them said, "The watchtower network was built by 
Sicheng Li, and it's very complicated. We're merely responsible for dealing with documents and files, so 
in this regard... all we could do is enjoy the fruits of his work." 


Ji Wen was mildly unhappy. "Are you saying that all people who know how to repair watchtowers are 
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have a nodding acquaintance of it." 
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"| used to be in charge of the decoding of flag codes and lantern codes." Yao Runeng wasn't lying, and all 
those curators verified his words. Ji Wen nodded in consent. "Okay, then. This job is on you. Get the 
watchtower working in two hours." 


Yao Runeng was secretly pleased. If he managed to take control of the main watchtower, he would be 
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this hypocritical new superior, which was a deed he hated the most. 


Now he finally understood what Zhang Xiaojing meant when he said "wrong things we should do". 


At this moment, someone patted Yao Runeng's shoulder. He turned his head back and saw that it was 
the official who read the statute scroll. 


"I'm Yuan Zai. My style name is Gongfu. I'm a consultant of Dali Temple. And I've just been appointed 
Censor Ji's assistant, which is an honor I'm unworthy of," Yuan Zai said with a big smile and shook the 
scroll in his hand. "You said that your name is Yao Runeng, right? | happen to have something to consult 
you about." 


"Please go ahead, Consultant Yuan." 


"Just now | checked the records. You brought a woman named Wen Ran out of the cell and found a 
place for her nearby, right?" 


"Ah? Yes... '' The moment Yao Runeng said this, he regretted it. Yuan Zai's eyes had been darting back 
and forth, so it was very difficult for him to take effective precautions. A momentary lapse of Yao 
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Yuan Zai's eyes lit up. "This woman has a very close relationship with Zhang Xiaojing. We need her if we 
want to catch Zhang Xiaojing. Where's she?" 


"I'll bring her here right now." Yao Runeng evaded answering Yuan Zai's question and was just about to 
walk away when Yuan Zai rolled his eyes and stopped him. "You have the main watchtower to repair. 
There's no need for you to delay it for this petty issue. Just tell me the address." 


He made these remarks in a confrontational manner, giving Yao Runeng no chance to think. Yao Runeng 
MV-KMU I al-]¢)(-mkom il alo - i -Xololo m=. (ol \-m Koo [-101|[al-Peem olUiem alm dal-\vmlalel-lam aloo] gee laniir-]ala-cmoele) (om al-mar-lalemal-ie 
roNY{=1 Mu KOM MalicM 40)’ Am ol-Lor-] UKYom Gol aalant-laler-lalayat-lal-mivele) (om elm dii(-to mim al-mel[e mse 





Yuan Zai still had a smile on his face, but there was a note of impatience in his voice. "Talk. Now. You're 
not trying to protect her, are you?" 


Yao Runeng knew that if Yuan Zai became suspicious, Ji Wen would never let him stay in charge of the 
repairing of the main watchtower, which meant that he wouldn't be able to help Zhang Xiaojing. 


Now, he must make a choice between Zhang Xiaojing and Wen Ran. 


Yao Runeng clenched his teeth. He would rather have no choice. 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 
A carriage was lying on its side on the street, half-wrecked. 
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girls singing and dancing beside the lantern wheel, but this carriage suddenly went out of control, hurled 
over and knocked these poor girls down to the ground, screeches and pained groans filling the air, 
garlands and capes everywhere. The whole scene was a mess. 


Nearby audience of the lantern show gathered around in sympathy, believing that a driver who drank 
too much during the lantern show was the cause of this accident. 
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Seventeen Liu out of it, but the latter had been killed, a bloody slit in his throat. 


Just now, when the ox-drawn carriage was passing the intersection between Xuanyang Fang and 
Changxing Fang, a black figure suddenly leaped over the top of the carriage at an extremely fast speed. 
First he killed the driver, overturned the carriage and then took advantage of the chaos and ran into the 
carriage. This guy's sabermanship was amazingly accurate. The moment he ran into the carriage, he slit 
Seventeen Liu's throat with his short saber in a precise way. The guard hadn't even unsheathed his saber 
yet when the black figure got out, swiftly jumped off the carriage, leaped onto the lantern holder, 
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"No. | saw two black figures. One in the front and the other in the rear." This was the last thought of the 
soldier before he passed out. 


Yuan Zai headed for the drugstore near Cibei Temple which had both raw medicinal materials and ready- 
made drugs for sale. He was very happy, and even his pace became leisurely. 


He had no reason not to be happy. Everything was going in the direction he was most satisfied with — no, 
it was even more satisfying than what he had expected. 


Originally, he was merely requested to issue a transfer writ. After discovering that Feng Dalun 
mistakenly abducted Wang Yunxiu, Yuan Zai, on his own account, forwarded a second proposal with 
which he could kill two birds with one stone. Then he directly went to Censor Department where Ji Wen, 
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when Ji Wen suddenly received a secret letter from Prime Minister Li telling him to go and seize the post 
of Sicheng of Jing'an Department immediately. 


Uncertain about it, Ji Wen consulted Yuan Zai. On hearing it, Yuan Zai, who was always discontented 
WVidam alm (oLemcie-]aK=10 Mole) alo(-1alal-a-] ale mcvole) am] ole) an-lom-M-xe)(ol-la me) eleleladelaliavmlamaalicmcyidel-1ile)amume)amaal-mualiae| 
time, he altered his plan. 





And then, in the name of "providing assistance", he came to Cibei Temple accompanying Ji Wen and 
announced that Zhang Xiaojing was the chief plotter who was responsible for the attack on Jing'an 
Department as well as the abduction of Wang Yunxiu. 


This was such a simple decision and it was also such a brilliant arrangement. Prince Yong would be very 
grateful to him, because all soldiers in the city would never stop hunting down Zhang Xiaojing unless he 
was dead. Feng Dalun would also be very grateful to him, because somebody else took the blame for 
abducting Wang Yunxiu; Wang Zhongsi and Wang Yunxiu would be very grateful to him as well, because 
Yuan Zai was the one who "rescued" her all by himself. Ji Wen and his backer Li Linfu would also pay 
special regard to him, because he helped Ji Wen take over Jing'an Department quickly, which was a huge 
humiliation for the Crown Prince. 


At first, it was just a petty transaction concerning a transfer writ, but after putting some efforts into it, 
Yuan Zai managed to evolve it into a big plan involving multiple sides each of which owed him a favor. If 
it weren't for that most part of this plan had to stay secret, Yuan Zai would have started writing an 
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Just now, Yuan Zai read a report and found that Wen Ran had been found. It abruptly occurred to him 
that Feng Dalun had once disclosed Prince Yong seemed to be pretty interested in Wen Ran. If he 
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As aresult, after repeatedly weighing up the pros and cons, Yuan Zai decided to go and catch Wen Ran 
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approaching the drugstore, he ordered members of the Indecent to set up blockades around the store 
first. Yuan Zai always preferred to make a watertight plan before taking action, and he always took 
precautions against all peccadillos, no matter how minor they were. 


Yuan Zai even secretly assigned someone to spy on Yao Runeng, who would immediately come to report 
him once Yao Runeng talked to anybody in whispers or stealthily sent anybody a note. The 
arrangements were absolutely watertight! 


Everything was ready. Yuan Zai slowly walked to the gateway of the drugstore selling both raw medicinal 
materials and ready-made drugs. He sympathetically stared at these poor people who were unaware of 
what was going to happen, raised his right hand and was about to heavily swing it down, finishing the 
last stroke of this masterpiece with a highly symbolic gesture. 


But his arm abruptly stopped halfway through the gesticulation. 
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was so fierce that several members of the Indecent standing nearby were sent flying. Not daring to 
approach, the others standing around the drugstore yelled. The horse didn't leave right away but turned 
around several times in front of the drugstore. It was not until this moment that members of the In 
Indecent saw that there were a male and a female sitting prostrate on the horse. 


Yuan Zai, who retained his composure in the face of this emergency, yelled on the spot, "Hold your 
ground!" 





He saw that this horse merely made a terrifying boom when it broke out of the room, that even the 
rider himself wasn't sure where he should go. As long as they blockaded the roads, the two people 
wouldn't make it out of this place. Members of the Indecent also collected themselves, whipped out 
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that mount was, at least one team of attackers would be able to launch an attack on its side which was 
the most vulnerable part. 
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where no enemies was in the way. 


With a wry smile on his face, Yuan Zai watched the cornered target making a final desperate attempt to 
flee. 


The rider was riding towards the only gap of the encirclement ring, which happened to be beside the 
front gate of Jing'an Department. At this moment, the main hall was still aflame and the fire showed no 
signs of abating. 


This was the very reason why Yuan Zai didn't set up blockades at this place, since anybody fled in this 
direction would be stopped by fire. It was a dead end. 


But the smile on Yuan Zai's face suddenly froze. 


The front gate of Jing'an Department was very narrow and a horse could not get through, but in order to 
prevent the fire from spreading, firefighters had demolished nearby walls and and made an isolation 
strip. That rider rode his mount and easily leaped over those broken walls. Soon, the horse and the two 
people disappeared into fierce flames. 


What were they doing? They were at the end of their ropes and wanted to commit suicide? 
No} 


Yuan Zai's mind worked extremely fast for a while and then he yelled at members of the Indecent, 
"Hurry! Go to the Fang wall between Jinzhao Office and the back garden!" 


Having done some research into the layout of Jing'an Department, Yuan Zai knew that there were wide 
gaps between buildings inside the compound. If one was determined and fast enough, he or she could 
narrowly make it to the back garden or the side gate of Jinzhao Office through the path between the 
main hall and two side-halls all three of which were ablaze. 


Up until this moment, Yuan Zai was still not anxious. 'Going into Jing'an Department was a smart move. 
But what next?’ 


Both the back garden and Jinzhao Office still had walls erect, which meant the rider had to abandon the 
horse and climb over the wall. How far away could a man and a woman possibly walk while so many 
people were hunting them? 


Under rigorous orders from their superior, members of the Indecent split into several teams. One team 
went into Jinzhao Office to block the side-gate; another team detoured to the area outside the Fang wall 





of the back garden. They even controlled the water channel. There was also a team of them who wore 
fireproof capes and ventured into the scene of the fire. 


Soon, two teams sent reports back saying that they didn't see the targets. After a while, the third team 
awkwardly came back from the scene of the fire. They had only seen the horse abandoned in the 
courtyard. The two targets were nowhere to be found. 


Yuan Zai was infuriated. Where could they possibly have gone? Surely they didn't fly into the sky?! He 
pressed his palm down and ordered members of the Indecent to carefully search the department again. 
He was determined to find Wen Ran, since he wanted this amazing night to be flawless. A member of 
the Indecent awkwardly said that there might be casualties if they risked going in there again. Watching 
that man, Yuan Zai said, "If you don't go inside, there will be casualties right now." 
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time. Unexpectedly, at this moment, Yuan Zai said, "Wait." 


He raised his head and saw that there was a towering building behind the main hall. A possibility 
suddenly struck him. 


The big watchtower! 


The big watchtower was right inside the back garden. If they abandoned the horse to flee, their only 
choice was to climb up the ladder to the top floor of the tower, hide there and climb down after they 
left. 'Yes, isn't that bastard named Yao Runeng repairing the big watchtower?’ 


The look on Yuan Zai's face went cold as he thought of this. 'How dare this petty official of Jing'an 
Department use this kind of small trick on me?' He ordered all members of the Indecent to fall in, 
planning to lead the team himself to go after this easy prey. 


You could go up there, but it wouldn't be easy go down! 


In order to repair the big watchtower, rescuers had managed to make a relatively safe path leading to 
the tower. Repairers didn't have to venture through the three halls aflame. They had torn a hole in the 
wall of Jinzhao Office, through which they could enter the prison of Jing'an Department. After that they 
could cross the little garden in front of the prison, climb over the wall and enter the back garden. 


This was the very path along which Yuan Zai led his men into the back garden. He took the lead and 
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The top floor of the big watchtower was very spacious. It was a broad platform measuring about forty 
meters by forty meters, with a layer of thick felt blanket on the floor, railings all around and a wing-like 
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At this moment, eight bodies of scouts were lying on the floor this way and that. Signal equipments such 
as lizard-skin drums, five-color flags and purple lanterns were here and there. There were also articles of 
daily use like a wok, water sacks, a stove, capes tossed all around. Crouched, Yao Runeng and two 
servants were examining the tower. Apart from them, there was nobody else. 





Yao Runeng was greatly surprised by Yuan Zai who suddenly climbed up with an air of ferocity about him. 
Yuan Zai looked around and found that nobody could have been hiding here, so he yelled at Yao Runeng, 
"Where are you hiding Wen Ran? Who was that man?" 


Yao Runeng answered with an innocent look, "| immediately came here to repair the big watchtower 
after you gave the order. Isn't this what you requested me to do? How could | have found the time to 
hide anybody?" 


Yuan Zai leaned forward until his broad forehead almost touched Yao Runeng's face. "If you didn't send 
a secret message to them, how come they suddenly fled the drugstore?" He turned his head aside and 
yelled at a servant, "You! Did you see them?" 


This servant was the spy planted by him. Upon seeing that his superior got angry, the man answered in 
jitters, "Consultant, I've been staying with Yao Runeng all along. He... He indeed never sent any 
messages to anybody." 


"Impossible! You just failed to see it. Tell me who he talked to and what he did. | want every detail!" 
Yuan Zai rubbed his fingers irritably. Scarcely could he believe that he had let Wen Ran flee in front of 
his very eyes. The servant had a good memory. First Yao Runeng had talked to a couple of curators 
about the materials and people he needed to repair the tower. He had also requisitioned a large number 
of lanterns overhanging the front gate of Cibei Temple. Then he had had some firefighters clear a 
passage, then taken the batch of materials to the top floor of the big watchtower to assess the damage. 


The servant vividly remembered every detail of who Yao Runeng had talked to and what he had done, 
and there was no questionable point at all. Unconvinced, Yuan Zai asked him where those lanterns were. 
The servant pointed in the direction of the lanterns hanging from the outer edge of the pavilion roof of 
the big watchtower. They had done this to remind people on nearby watchtowers that this tower 
malfunctioned and was currently under repair. 


Yuan Zai rested his hands on the edge of the railings, craned his neck and stretched out his hand to 
touch those lanterns. There were several occasions when he nearly fell off the tower. But to his 
disappointment, apart from decorative patterns of "rH", there was no other words on those lanterns. 
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This time he really couldn't figure out where could Wen Ran and that mysterious man have been hiding. 


"Get this thing working as soon as possible or else severe punishment will be meted out on you!" 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


After a twitch of his sleeve, Yuan Zai resentfully climbed down the big watchtower. He had too many 
things to do to waste any time here. 


It was not until he saw Yuan Zai climbed down and walked far away that Yao Runeng wiped off the 
sweat, repeatedly saying to himself that it was such a fluke. He bade the two servants to keep checking 
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Half of this lantern's paper was thin, and the other half was thick. If the lantern turned, people watching 
it from a fixed position would see it flash on and off. Yao Runeng turned the lantern at regular intervals, 
and soon a very small light spot appeared in a dark woods near the big watchtower. The light spot 
flickered several times, as if responding to the big watchtower, and then went out. 


Yao Runeng was fully relieved. 


After he was forced into telling Yuan Zai the address of the drugstore, he immediately forwarded a 
proposal to Ji Wen: currently, all streets in the city were crowded with people enjoying the lantern show, 
which made it very difficult to transport materials needed to repair the tower from other places, so they 
might as well make use of what was at hand, such as those big lanterns overhanging the front gate of 
Cibei Temple. 


This was a very reasonable proposal, so it was directly approved. Then Yao Runeng climbed to one of 
those lanterns on the pretext of performing an examination. 


He knew that in the faraway drugstore, Cen Can was watching this lantern playing the game of encoding 
rhymes into lantern codes as well as decoding them. Yao Runeng turned the lantern and sent the signal, 
secretly praying that Cen Can would notice this change and decode the lantern codes in time. 


Pressed for time, Yao Runeng could only tell Cen Can to leave with Wen Ran as soon as possible, venture 
into the scene of the fire and go to the wall near the right side-hall of Jing'an Department. 


Previously, Li Bi had set up a temporary meeting room in the thatch-roofed hut in Cibei Temple which 
was next to the department. He had also installed two wooden ladders on the wall to facilitate travel 
between the two places. Li Bi, Zhang Xiaojing, Yao Runeng, Tanqi and Xu Bin were the only ones who 

knew about the existence of this thatch-roofed hut. 


Cen Can was indeed a poet. He accurately received this message as expected and immediately snatched 
a horse, galloped into the scene of the fire with Wen Ran, quickly climbed over the wall and removed 
the ladders. No matter how smart Yuan Zai was, he could never have expected that Jing'an Department 
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Now that Wen Ran was safe for the moment, Yao Runeng finally could concentrate his attention on the 
big watchtower itself. 





The big watchtower had been allocated eight scouts and was able to send messages to and receive 
messages from all nearby watchtowers, but now all these eight people had been killed on the tower, 
each of whom had taken a fatal stab in the heart. Apparently, Termite first attacked the big watchtower 
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There were no traces of fighting on the scene. Yao Runeng didn't believe that anybody could have 
soundlessly killed these eight people in such a narrow space. He searched carefully for quite a while and 
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finger into the soup, held it to his nose and sniffed at it but didn't smell anything suspicious. He opened 
a water sack and found that all water had leaked out. 


Yao Runeng speculated whether the mutton soup or the water had been poisoned in advance, that 
these ten-plus people were under the influence of poison when they were attacked, which was why 
they were powerless to resist. He believed that probably only after a post-mortem examiner performed 
an autopsy could the truth be found out. 


If this speculation was right, then the one who poisoned them must be a mole planted in Jing'an 
Department by Termite, and this mole was probably still alive. Yao Runeng's heart sank as he thought of 
this. 


It could be deduced that Termite was the organization which used Turkish Wolf Guards. There must be a 
deeper reason why they attacked Jing'an Department. 


Yao Runeng bade the servants to get more people to the tower to carry these bodies down. The servant 
answered "Yes" but grabbed the ankles of a body and threw it off the platform. After a short while, a 
thud of the body landing was heard. Yao Runeng was infuriated and slapped the servant hard across the 
face. "Show some respect! They were martyrs to the cause of protecting our country!" 


The servant believed that Yao Runeng was merely retaliating against his spying on him. He held his face 
and repeatedly mumbled "Yes, yes." Yao Runeng ignored him and continued to assess the damage the 
big watchtower had suffered. 


Flags, drums, corner lamps and other things used for sending signals were almost intact, but it was very 
difficult to find another eight scouts who were proficient in flag codes. Since the expenses of training 
them were extremely high, so the big watchtower had only two shifts. Currently, all other eight people 
were in different areas of the city, and it was impossible to gather them here in a short time. 


Besides, there were lanterns ablaze everywhere in the whole city at this time. This day counted as the 
day when the communication conditions were the worst in a year. Even if the communication was 
restored, they wouldn't be able to send complex messages. 


To make things worse, none of the circle of watchtowers close to the big watchtower had lighted 
lanterns, which meant that guards on them probably had also been killed. In other words, the big 
watchtower could only skip this circle of watchtowers and send messages to those further away, and 
there would be considerable error. 


It was barely possible to get the big watchtower working again. 





Yao Runeng landed a punch on the railings and suddenly felt dispirited. Jing'an Department had been 
destroyed. Sicheng Li was unaccounted for. Their only asset Zhang Xiaojing had been convicted of 
treason. He felt that all his efforts had been in vain, that no matter how hard he tried, he could never 
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Slowly, Yao Runeng leaned against the pavilion post, feebly looked into the pitch-dark night sky, 
consumed with depression and despair. Chang'an finally revealed its beast nature and started devouring, 
bit by bit, those who refused to assimilate. 


‘Even Sicheng Li and Commandant Zhang failed to stop this. How can I, a rookie, stop it? Perhaps the 
only thing | could do is stay here watching this city be destroyed.' 


However, after a couple of Tanzhi(1. Tanzhi is a unit of time used in ancient China. A Tanzhi equals 
around 7.4 seconds), he suddenly rounded his eyes, as if having seen some strange movements. He 
concentrated all his attention and carefully observed in the direction of those watchtowers in the 
distance. He noticed that those watchtowers were communicating with each other in a regular manner. 
Purple lanterns were flickering, as if sending messages to somewhere far away. 


‘Eek? Watchtowers are supposed to work with the big watchtower as their hub. Why are they sending 
messages to each other?’ Yao Runeng looked carefully again and observed that they were not sending 
messages to each other but sending them in a particular direction. Though the destination was unknown, 
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"It's Commandant Zhang!" 

Yao Runeng abruptly became excited. It occurred to him that apart from people on this big watchtower, 
the only one who was qualified to command the whole watchtower network was Zhang Xiaojing, to 
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The operation of the watchtower network was completely independent of other departments’ control. 
Even Zhang Xiaojing was wanted by the whole city, as long as people on the big watchtower didn't 
revoke the authority delegated to him, people on other watchtowers would still follow his orders. 
‘Commandant Zhang hasn't given up yet! He's still striving!’ 


‘Chang'an City still has its last faint gleam of hope.’ 


Enthusiasm welled up inside Yao Runeng, overwhelming him. He grabbed the railing and suddenly 
realized that his position was very important to Commandant Zhang... no, to the whole Chang'an City. 


As long as the big watchtower was under his control, Zhang Xiaojing could continue using the 
watchtower network to track the targets, which meant they still had a gleam of hope of stopping Kailu 


Hodo. The fate of Chang'an depended on how long he could persist on the big watchtower. 


‘The overall situation is already difficult enough. If | give up, the last hope will be gone!’ 





The look in Yao Runeng's eyes instantly became firm and persistent. He raised the purple lantern, sent a 
message to the other side in a distinct manner and repeated it three times. Then he put the lantern 
down and clenched his fists. 


Next, what he had to do was solidly guard this place just like what Commandant Zhang did in the beacon 
tower in Bohuan City in the Western Regions, even if it meant that he had to make an enemy of the 
whole Jing'an Department. 


Standing in the alley in front of the bookstore, Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi anxiously looked in the direction 
of the outside. A dozen Shouzhuo mercenaries blocked the entrance of the alley, all eyeing them with 
hostility. 


It had been quiet outside the alley all along. Constantly, there were residents on the street walking past 
the alley. Distant sound of music played with various instruments were faintly heard. But the fleet of 
carriages, which were supposed to arrive soon according to Zhang Xiaojing's promise, were still nowhere 
to be seen. 


"How much longer do you want to keep us waiting? Where are the fleet of carriages? Where's 
Seventeen Liu?" The captain of those Shouzhuo mercenaries took a step forward and raised his iron 
hammer high, an unfriendly look in his eyes. His subordinates, who had run out of patience, moved 
closer and closer, weapons in their hands. 


"Today is the day of the lantern show. It's pretty normal for them to be delayed on the street... " Zhang 
Xiaojing raised his copper ID plate and snapped. "Don't do anything stupid. This will be deemed an 
attack on the Imperial Court." 


The captain sneered, "Even dignitaries in the Imperial Court cannot just walk away unpunished after 
killing people." Believing that this fraud was bluffing, he raised his arm and gave the order to catch him. 


All people launched attack, racing to catch the target. 


Since the Fire-master had been killed, severe penalties would surely be meted out to these protectors. 
Only by catching the murderer could they partially atone for their guilt. Seeing that the situation was 
about to get out of control, Zhang Xiaojing whipped out his saber with a whoosh, pointed it to the front 
and yelled, "Whoever approaches dies!" 


"Return every favor. Repay every debt!" 


Shouzhuo mercenaries repeatedly uttered the slogan while approaching slowly. Zhang Xiaojing still tried 
to convince them, but they just growled in unison, making no response to him. Various weapons were 
swung at Zhang Xiaojing and Tanqi. 


Zhang Xiaojing couldn't dodge, because Tanqi was right behind him. Having no other choice, he fought 
back head-on. Surprisingly, on engagement with the enemies, since he was very unaccustomed to these 
weapons, he was reduced to an unfavorable situation. 


Shouzhuo mercenaries' weapons were mainly tools of craftsmen, such as iron hammers, sickles, 
horsewhips, chisels, pitchforks and so on. In Shouzhuo cities, there were no ordnance departments, so 





residents had only tools, which they used for work at ordinary times and for fight in wartime. As time 
passed by, they developed their own unique fighting style. 


Fortunately, the alley was narrow, so not all Shouzhuo mercenaries were able to engage the target at 
the same time. Clenching his teeth, Zhang Xiaojing tried his best to defend against the attack with the 
last faint advantage of the favorable terrain. 


The three people in the front were downed, but more enemies instantly came at him. Realizing that he 
couldn't let things keep going this way, Zhang Xiaojing fished three smoke bombs out of the waist of his 
clothes and threw them forward. 
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indistinct lighted masses, which made it impossible to distinguish those flickering figures from one 
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was a life-or-death moment, Tanqi silently let Zhang Xiaojing hold her hand. 


When the two people were about to reach the entrance of the alley, Shouzhuo mercenaries also 
regained their view and started pursuing them hotly. Zhang Xiaojing gave Tanqi a hard push and pointed 
at the front, saying, "Patrol soldiers are at the Fang corner. Go get help!" 


"What about you?" 
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Shouzhuo Mercenary was after all an underground organization. No matter how tolerant the 
government's attitude towards it was, they would never allow these people to make a scene in Chang'an. 
Once patrol soldiers were alerted, these Shouzhuo mercenaries would retreat before the impossible. 


"Remember! Mention my name!" Zhang Xiaojing yelled. 
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head back once, she rushed forward over two hundred steps in one breath, feeling as if her lungs were 
about to burst. The night-duty lantern ablaze, which overhung the gate of the Security Station located in 
the Fang corner ahead, could already be seen. 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Compared with soldiers stationed in other fangs, patrol soldiers in Pingkang Fang had relatively cushy 
duty. Most residents had gone outside, so there was barely anything requiring their attention inside the 
fang. A couple of soldiers were sitting around an iron wok with overjoyed faces, in which a couple of 
camel feet were stewing. Viscous, brown soup was churning and bubbling away, filling the whole room 
with warm steam. 


Feeling that the camel feet were almost ready, a fat soldier cautiously fished out an exquisite small silk 
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the wok, carefully rubbed his fingers to scatter the powder bit by bit. 


At this moment, the front door was swung open with a bang. The soldier's hand trembled and the whole 
handful of pepper powder dropped into the wok. With that, strong fragrance wafted out of the wok, 
making the soldier's face pale visibly. 


"Who's so bold as to intrude into a Security Station?" he reprimanded in anger and then saw that the 
intruder was a gloriously clothed young woman. On entering the room, the woman yelled urgently, "We 
work for Jing'an Department! Some thugs attacked us. My colleague is in dire need of backup." 


Those soldiers stared at one another, but none of them moved. The camel feet were almost ready, so 
they were all unwilling to leave. 


Seeing that they were still sitting there, Tanqi was infuriated and urged loudly, "Hurry! A man's life is at 
stake!" The fat soldier said languidly, "Well, you'll have to give us a detailed indictment stating clearly 
where those thugs are from, what their names are and where they attacked you, so that we'll have a 
{-Xololo Mer= [Ui ie) ar-\oi do) a Pau Lo) 0) (<W-] ce 16] ale mali aam4t24-4(-1om-] ale mele) a0] om ual-1] mrolalo) ossju le) cm KoM ool qinaloMaal-t-] mila dal=) 
wok. 


"Think twice. The name of the man ringed outside is Zhang Xiaojing!" There was a note of 
aggressiveness in Tanqi's voice. 


On hearing this name, all soldiers in the room froze. The fat one asked in jitteriness, "Which Zhang 
Xiaojing?" Tanqi sneered, "The Five-Honored Yama. Who else do you think he is?" 


As if this name was some kind of incantation, all those soldiers hurriedly put down their bowls and 
chopsticks, grabbed their forks and sabers and followed Tanqi out of the station. 
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and happened to see Zhang Xiaojing was running in her direction head-on. There seemed to be a lot of 
fresh bloody wounds on him. Those Shouzhuo mercenaries behind him were several fewer but were still 
pursuing him hotly. 





It was not until the two groups of people rushed to the middle of a small intersection that they abruptly 
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the other side were ferocious-looking Shouzhuo mercenaries. Zhang Xiaojing panting for breath was in 
between. Seriously injured, he lost his footing and was instantly supported by Tanai. 


For amoment, it seemed as if time stopped passing. The two sides eyed each other but nobody dared to 
do anything rash. The fat soldier ventured, "Chief Zhang... Come here. Hurry." 


Tanqi flicked a glance at those Shouzhuo mercenaries and guided Zhang Xiaojing towards those soldiers. 
Shouzhuo mercenaries started fidgeting restlessly, but those people on the other side were soldiers 
serving government, so they didn't dare take any reckless action. Soldiers raised their forks and sabers 
high, their faces nervous. They knew how ferocious Shouzhuo mercenaries were. If these mercenaries 
really launched an all-out attack, by no means could they hold them back. 


Suddenly, a string of distant footsteps broke the hush of the confrontation. Soon a panting young 
messenger ran over. On the sight of the confrontation, he was taken aback. The fat soldier bade the 
others to keep an eye out, drew back half a step and asked him why he came here. 


The young messenger complained, "Why none of you guys is in the station? It took me such a long time 
to find you! Jing'an Department issued a Triple-feather order!" 


Single-feather orders were common ones. Double-feather orders required quick execution. Triple- 
feather orders were urgent ones that must be carried out immediately. But surprisingly, this order was 
issued by Jing'an Department. These soldiers made no particular response to this news, but shoulders of 
Zhang Xiaojing in Tanqi's arms involuntarily trembled. 


The young messenger unrolled the written order in his hand and said to the fat soldier, "Listen carefully. 
I'll read it to you. After this, | have somewhere else to go." Most soldiers couldn't read, so the 
government never had written orders delivered to every Security Station but usually had a messenger 
bring the order to Security Stations one by one and read it on site. 


The young messenger cleared his throat and read aloud. "Wanted: An important criminal, Zhang Xiaojing, 
hatchet-faced, short-bearded, blind in the left eye, six feet two inches in height. All personnel shall kill 
him on sight... " 


Before the messenger finished reading, Zhang Xiaojing abruptly pushed Tangqi aside and started running 
along the path between Shouzhuo mercenaries and those soldiers. Before the two sides and Tanqi 
reacted, he had rushed far away. 


"Let's move!" It was not until this moment that the captain reacted. The group pursued the target with 
loud footsteps. Those soldiers stared at each other on the spot for a while and then focused their eyes 
on the fat one. The fat soldier intended to withdrew his subordinates and returned to the station, but he 
found that the messenger was still standing on the side watching all this, so he gritted his teeth and 
ordered, "Go after him!" 


A soldier said in cowardice, "But that's Chief Zhang..." It was hard to tell whether he made this remark 
because he valued old friendship or out of fear of Yama Zhang's ferocity. The fat soldier rounded his 
eyes, "We should still go after him regardless!" 





Whether they could catch up with the target was a matter of capability, but whether they tried was a 
matter of attitude. 


As aresult, soldiers also started running in that direction, but they were not trying to run fast. 
Intentionally or unintentionally, all of them ignored Tanqi without anybody staying to query her. They 
just left her there. 


Tenth Street stood transfixed with perplexity in the intersection which had instantly become empty. She 
knew that Zhang Xiaojing rushed away alone because he didn't want her to be incriminated — after all, 
there was only one name mentioned in the arrest warrant. 


‘But why was this arrest warrant issued? How come Zhang Xiaojing suddenly became a dangerous 
criminal wanted by the whole city? What's the relation between this and the attack on Jing'an 
Department? If master is still in the department, this kind of thing will never have happened...’ Thinking 
about this, Tanqi felt the sudden clutch of fear. 'Does this mean that master is no longer in the 
department?’ 


Tanqi looked in the direction of the distant Guangde Fang in the dark, then gazed at the street which 
Zhang Xiaojing's figure had just disappeared into. These two man were the only ones she trusted, but 
both of them had left her, and she could no longer rely on them. Despair and numerous questions 
flooded into Tanqi's mind, making her feel so dizzy that she could barely retain her footing. Slowly, Tanqi 
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Her master was gone. Jing'an Department was burnt down. And now Zhang Xiaojing became an 
important criminal wanted by the whole city. There was no longer anybody caring about the fate of 
Chang'an. 


At this moment, she felt as if she had returned to her childhood when she was abandoned by her father 
wandering about destitute. The fear that had been hiding in the depths of her memories for so many 
years suddenly emerged, making Tanqi shiver involuntarily. 


She stood there with a vacant look for a while, feeling an urge to weep aloud, but the moment tears 
gushed out, one of Zhang Xiaojing's remarks popped into her mind, 'Your master agreed to let you 
follow me because he believed that you could do something of value greater than that of serving 
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Tanqi raised her hand to wipe off the tears with the back of it, stood up and inhaled deeply with great 
force. 'Yes. Serving master is not the only thing | can do. I'm capable of doing things of greater value! 
Don't give that wastrel the chance to look down upon you. And don't let master down.' 


‘The overall situation is already difficult enough. If | give up, the last hope will be gone!’ 
A firm and persistent look appeared in Tanqi's eyes. At this moment, she observed that someone on a 


distant watchtower was sending a signal in this direction with a purple lantern, as if a guiding star was 
rising in the night sky. 





The signal was very simple, conveying only two words. Unfamiliar with lantern codes as Tanqi was, she 
could also understand the meaning of this signal: 


Don’t retreat. 
After being in the dark for a very long time, Li Bi was suddenly exposed to light. 


It was not because of daybreak but because someone removed the hood covering his head. Li Bi was 
greeted by a resplendent courtyard with lanterns ablaze all around. This courtyard was extremely vast, 
with well-arranged rockeries and Chinese wistaria everywhere intermingled with previous exotic trees 
such as buckeye, golden peach, etc. All balustrades were made of sanderswood, with crimson 
eaglewood horizontal pieces, and even the edge of the well was paved with shiny jewelries. There were 
also a circle of shelves covered with wistaria installed on those winding corridors around the courtyard, 
making it a scene of utmost extravagance. 


In the middle of the courtyard was a pavilion with curved eaves. There was nothing special about the 
pavilion itself, but Li Bi could see with half an eye that each of those four pavilion posts was five armfuls 
thick, that the expenses of transporting the logs here alone were more than enough to bankrupt over 
ten small-sized families. 


"Sicheng Li has great discernment. This Soontaneous-Rain Pavilion is no common thing." Standing beside 
the pavilion with a smile, Long Bo raised his arm like a hospitable host boasting in front of a guest. "You 
see. There's a circle of adjustable water-storing groove at the edge of the pavilion roof, which keeps 
rainwater. In scorching summer, they adjust the groove to reveal a narrow slit, and then clean water 
cascades down the eaves from all sides like water curtains, which makes people feel very cool. Rich guys 
really know how to enjoy the life. Tsk, tsk." 


Li Bi carefully observed all this, the look in his eyes changing constantly. 


This organization named Termite was probably the one behind those Turkish Wolf Guards — the 
mastermind must be someone of very high status in Chang'an. Otherwise by no means could he own a 
courtyard as vast and luxurious as this one. And no doubt he was also exceptionally wealthy. Otherwise 
he could never have built an army of so well-equipped and so well-trained troops. 


There were not many rich merchants in Chang'an who could do this kind of thing. Who was he exactly? 


Long Bo noticed that Li Bi had been scrutinizing. He stroked his hooknose and chuckled, "Sicheng Li is so 
dedicated to your job. You're already on your last pins. Why think so much? Just enjoy the beautiful 
scenery." 


Li Bi threw his chest out with no fear on his face at all, saying in a tone of voice just as confrontational as 
it was when he was in the main hall, "You didn't kill me in Jing'an Department but laboriously abducted 
me to this place. Surely you didn't take me here to let me appreciate the beautify of this pavilion?" 


"Alas. Sicheng really have sharp eyes. Your reputation as a child prodigy commentating the game of go 
was well-earned." Li Bi awkwardly scratched his head, fished another roll of mint leaf out of the waist of 
his clothes and handed it to Li Bi. "You want some?" 





Li Bi stayed still. "Who do you answer to?" 


Long Bo raised his hand, removed bits of mint leaves from slits between his teeth and flipped them to 
the ground. "Why does Sicheng think that there must be a rich employer behind us?" 
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Long Bo gave a half smile. "Sicheng is a big shot of noble blood, so even if you're defeated, the opponent 
who defeated you must be someone of similar status — a nobody of humble blood like me doesn't 
deserve to defeat you, right?" 


Li Bi didn't answer. He felt that this question was too stupid and there was no need for him to answer it. 


But Long Bo continued, "| don't blame you, Sicheng. Naturally, one should keep an eye out for bears, 
tigers and leopards on a journey. Who lowers his head to watch out for bugs and ants?" He abruptly 
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the ground paved with aragonite plates. "Any big shot can kill them with a single stamp. Why would 
people be afraid of them?" 


Li Bi didn't turn a hair, trying to deduce his motive from these remarks of indignation. 


Long Bo stretched out his hand and said, "But being stamped to death is not the fate of all bugs and ants. 
Among them, there's one kind called termite. They are born lily white, about the size of a rice, 
pathetically small, but they have hard jaws and feed on wood. They especially like gnawing their way 

into pillars, beams and walls, making holes in them. They can even hollow out and bring to the ground a 
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As if on cue, a couple of white termites which had wings flew out of a crack in the wall of the house 
behind him, chasing each other in mid-air. It was spring, which happened to be termite mating season. 


Li Bi said coldly, "You were bold enough to raid Jing'an Department in the very heart of Chang'an, but 
you don't have the balls to tell the truth to a prisoner?" 


"This is the truth. We named ourselves Termite, so we naturally are just a bunch of nobodies, only that 
we're not that willing to resign ourselves to our fate." When Long Bo was saying the name, a faintly 
proud and self-deprecating look appeared on his face. "People only know that a dragon can kill millions 
when infuriated. What they don't know is that the rage of termites can also destroy cities and giant 
trees." 


Li Bi pictured a scene in his mind: swarms of termites blotting out the sky flew to Chang'an and gnawed 
away at every building. 


Long Bo had his subordinates untie the ropes on Li Bi and then respectfully made a gesture, "Please 
follow me. I'll show you how we small termites are going to overpower this large city." 





11. Xuzheng (20:00-20:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


There were sentinels all around. Knowing that it was impossible for him to escape, Li Bi rubbed his 
shoulders to ease the pain caused by the ropes, snorted coldly and strode forward with his head erect. 
Long Bo walked side by side with him, heading for the depths of the courtyard. 


They walked past the pavilion and detoured around those rockeries. Along the way, a lot of strong men 
could be seen, holding crossbows patrolling back and forth. These people were probably the ones who 
attacked Jing'an Department with Long Bo. Every one of them had a temperament different from that of 
a common thief or bandit. 


Common thugs might be very ferocious but lacked spirit of cooperation like a heap of loose sand, while 
these soldiers walked at a moderate pace and with a rigorous gait. There were so many of them 
guarding this courtyard, but it was totally quiet — even most troops of Capital City Garrison couldn't do 
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One needed more than just money to have soldiers as well-trained as these to serve him. Then Li Bi 
recalled termites used as a metaphor by Long Bo, his heart sinking. 


Long Bo whistled while walking, totally unconcerned about Li Bi's observing. 


They reached the periphery of the blackish-brown buckeye woods in the corner of the courtyard. All 
these trees were transplanted here from India, each one of which had cost a fortune. Their trunks were 
wrapped in sackcloth as a shelter from severe cold of the north. At the edge of the woods, Long Bo 
stopped and said, "Sicheng Li, this is it. Watch carefully." Li Bi looked around and asked, "What do you 
want me to see?" 


Long Bo smiled, "The stuff you've been trying to find for hours, of course." 

"Kailu Hodo?" 

Li Bi said said in a low voice. Turkish Wolf Guards smuggled Yanzhou mountain tallow into the city and 
made Fierceflame bombs with it in Changming Fang. Fifteen barrels of the bombs had exploded, but 
there were over two hundred barrels remaining unaccounted for. It turned out that they had been 
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A little embarrassed, Long Bo clicked his tongue. "Kailu Hodo is a nickname given by Turks. To be honest, 
| think it's too countrified. Those Turks didn't know how to use this thing at all. All they did was merely 


drive carts and aimlessly blast things around. They were just as vulgar as this name." 


Li Bi's eyes swept through every corner but he didn't spot anything suspicious. Theoretically, it was 
impossible to hide two hundred barrels of Fierceflame bombs so well. 


Long Bo held up his finger and pointed at the sky, saying aloud, "We need light!" 





Soon, specks of candlelight appeared not far away. At first there were only a couple of them, and then 
they grew into a patch, a circle and soon a perfectly round area. 


It was not until this moment that Li Bi saw that there was a giant bamboo lantern-wheel over sixteen 
meters high standing nearby. It was just that there had been no light just now, so he had failed to notice 
it. Now there were dozens of candles ablaze at the same time, making the whole woods as bright as how 
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The skeleton of this lantern-wheel was made by butting up thick bamboo tubes against each other, then 
covered with oil paper to form a waterwheel-like wheel. Candles were placed in the hollow inside. The 
paper surface was divided into twelve areas on which the twelve patterns of Chinese Zodiac were drawn 
in colorful lines, gold and silver fringes as well as satin ribbons shaped like fortune worms hanging on the 
edge of the wheel. Below the wheel was a water channel. The wheel was slowly turning under the push 
of the flowing water, and so did the twelve patterns of the Chinese Zodiac, symbolizing the passing of 
time. In the center of the lantern-wheel was a painting presenting the God of Good Fortune, the God of 
Longevity and the God of Wealth gathering together. 


This lantern-wheel was not as big as those lantern pavilions in the East Market, the West Market or the 
Xingqing Palace, but the meticulous designer came up with this idea of using the turning waterwheel as 
a metaphor for the cycle of the twelve Hours, which was rather distinctive. 


Just like that Soontaneous-Rain Pavilion in the courtyard, it was very ingenious. The one who owned 
these two things must be someone of both a leisurely, carefree mood and wealth. 


With his head up, Li Bi watched it for a while. "What's the relation between this and Kailu Hodo?" Long 
Bo patted his shoulder, signaling him to be patient. 


After the lantern-wheel soundlessly turned for a while, the area of Chen suddenly flared up. No, it didn't 
flare up. It burst. Li Bi distinctly saw that the bamboo tube exploded. The lantern-wheel was still turning, 
and the flame conveniently spread to adjoining Mao area and Si area, bamboo tubes in both of which 
also started bursting with cracks. Almost in the blink of an eye, a quarter of the lantern-wheel was 
aflame. 


Li Bi rounded his eyes. By candlelight, he saw it very clearly. The reason why the fire spread so quickly 
was that some kind of black liquid flowed out of those bamboo tubes after they burst. The liquid 
combusted on contact with fire, and the flames were extremely fierce. 


The black liquid accompanied by flames flowed all over the lantern-wheel and turned it into a torch 
ablaze. Soon the fire spread to the bamboo pivot of the lantern-wheel. After merely a couple of Tanzhi(A 
unit of time used in ancient China; 7.4 seconds), Li Bi saw a flame violently burst out of the bamboo tube, 
patterns of the God of Good Fortune, the God of Longevity and the God of Wealth were blasted into 
numerous pieces. With that, twelve patterns of Chinese Zodiac were also shredded by the sudden storm 
of flames. Such an exquisite lantern holder collapsed with a crash. 


Li Bi was very familiar with that explosion. It was exactly the same as the one in the West Market, only 
that it was of a smaller scale. 





"The fourth test. Over." The voice of an observer came from amid the woods. On hearing this, Long Bo 
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it now? What a beautiful scene." 
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No wonder Jing'an Department failed to find those two hundred barrels of Fierceflame bombs. It turned 
out that members of Termite had injected refined mountain tallow into bamboo tubes in Changming 
Fang, and then swaggeringly transferred those bamboo tubes away. All staff members on watchtowers 
and patrol soldiers in various Fangs had concentrated their efforts on looking for carts loaded with 
wooden barrels, so they naturally had found nothing, since they'd been acting in a way that defeated 
their purpose. 


If they installed these bamboo tubes filled with mountain tallow onto lantern holders. With small tubes 
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probably be extremely heavy casualties. 


Long Bo raised his head and sighed, "It's a shame that those Turks can't be here to see this beautiful 
scene. What a shame. Do you think they would have prostrated themselves?" 


"| don't understand... " Li Bi mumbled. "People started building lantern holders several days ago. Why 
did you choose to wait until the lantern show began to install the tubes instead of doing it while they 
were building them?" 


Long Bo scratched his hooknose in remorse and anger. "We didn't have a choice. Mountain tallow has to 
be preheated to detonate. And if it fails to detonate within half a Hour after being preheated, it'll cool 
down and we'll have to preheat it again." 


Li Bi understood. Because of this property of Fierceflame bomb's, it had to be installed and detonated 
on site and couldn't be installed in advance. He knew Long Bo wasn't lying. Back then when Turkish Wolf 
Guards were driving a cart trying to break through the blockade, the mountain tallow in those wooden 
barrels was also boiling. 


But wasn't this workload... too heavy? 
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components of the lantern-wheel ignited just now. In another word, they only needed to replace three 
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and then tied them up with ropes made of hemp, the structure of which was rather loose, so it was very 
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workload was not heavy. Half an Hour would be more than enough. 


Compared with those Turks' carrying Fierceflame bombs trying to break through blockade, this move 
was smarter, more covert and also could cause heavier casualties. This was the real Kailu Hodo! Nobody 
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‘Currently, there are at least several hundred thousand lantern holders in Chang'an. If we check them 
one by one... Wait. No. There are only two hundred barrels of mountain tallow. It's impossible for them 
to put the whole Chang'an within blast radius. Unless... Unless what Termite is after is not an area but a 
spot!' 


A layer of cold sweat suddenly welled up on Li Bi's back. 


Fierceflame bomb could only detonate within half an hour after being preheated, and the blast radius of 
two hundred barrels of mountain tallow was limited. He reversely deduced from these two points that 
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location at a particular time. 


'Is it possible that... ' A hideous, horrifying conjecture tore Li Bi's mind apart, revealed itself and roared 
at the real world. His legs started trembling involuntarily. 


Though Li Bi had no idea why they abducted him, the reason definitely had something to do with this 
earthshaking conspiracy. The look in his eyes became firm and determined, and with that he suddenly 
rushed towards the solid wall with his full strength, trying to butt it — he had just realized that the only 
way to crack this earthshaking conspiracy was him killing himself. 


The top of his head was just about to hit the wall when someone grabbed Li Bi's clothes and dragged 
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"Sicheng Li is such a decisive man. Regrettably, your body is slower than your determination." Long Bo 
satirized him. 


A couple of people walked forward and overpowered Li Bi lest he try to commit suicide again. Li Bi 
closed his eyes in disappointment. A sense of powerlessness immobilized him like ropes. 


Long Bo stooped down before him. "This look of despair on the face of an intelligent person like you, 
who saw through everything but powerless to do anything, is what | appreciate the most." 


Li Bi opened his eyes and enunciated slowly and carefully, "Someone will stop you, even if I'm not there 
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has been burnt to the ground. How are they supposed to stop me?" 


But soon, to his surprise, Long Bo discovered that Li Bi was also smiling. After seeing the power of Kailu 
Hodo, this young high-rank official could still smile. Long Bo discovered that he was a little afraid, which 
surprised him and suddenly made him feel very unhappy. 


Slap! 


Long Bo swung his arm and gave Li Bi a hard slap across the face. "You have nothing to rely on now. Why 
are you still smiling?" 


There was a small patch of blood beside the corner of Li Bi's mouth, but the smile on his face stayed 
unchanged. "Because you forgot that most dangerous guy." 





"Zhang Xiaojing?" Unexpectedly, Long Bo knew this name. 
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12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


In the distance, six cavalrymen in gold armor appeared at the end of the street, followed by eight 
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With that, a luxurious four-windowed carriage drawn by four purplish red horses progressed over, 
escorted by a dozen guards in brocade clothes. 


Haichu, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
Pingkang Fang, Wannian County, Chang'an. 


Shouzhuo mercenaries split into over ten squads and went into the web of narrow, winding alleys like 
mercury permeating through the ground, searching back and forth. Each squad had at least two 
members, because the fighting capability of the opponent was formidably high. 


Just now, they had already forced that daredevil into an alley. How come he disappeared into thin air in 
a flash? With a sepulchral look on his face, the captain of Snouzhuo mercenaries yelled at his 
subordinates ordering them to solidly block every exits. He didn't believe this injured guy could sprout 
wings and fly away. 


He'd had his fill of bad luck for this day. The death of the Fire-master would have a huge negative effect 
on their business in Chang'an. If he failed to catch the murderer, he would be dismissed from his post of 
captain. 


"Chief, those soldiers are still there... " a Shouzhuo mercenary reminded him. 


The captain looked in the direction he was pointing and saw that the five soldiers were following them 
closely but didn't approach. He scornfully spat at the ground. "These no-good bums. Ignore them." 


"| just saw them beat the gold gong." 


The captain frowned. Patrol soldiers beat a gold gong to alert soldiers in nearby Security Stations. Before 
long, all soldiers in Pingkang Fang would be alarmed. Shouzhuo Mercenary was not a government 
agency after all. There would probably be unnecessary trouble if they openly blockaded several alleys. 


"Tell our men to search these residents' houses! Pay uncooperative ones! Hurry!" the captain ordered. 
Since that guy was not in these alleys and didn't leave this area either, he must have intruded into some 
resident's home. 


Residents living in these alleys were all commoners, and their courtyards had two rows of houses at the 
most. At this time, most of them were on the streets enjoying the lantern show, so in most cases, when 
a Shouzhuo mercenary entered a house, there was nobody inside. Occasionally, some residents who 
stayed at home trembled with fear as they saw a man violently kicked the door open. Shouzhuo 





mercenaries usually gave them several strings of 1,000 coins and warned them not to tell what they saw 
to anybody. These alleys descended into confusion, as if fierce officials were collecting taxes in a village. 


Two Shouzhuo mercenaries searching houses one by one suddenly noticed that a house in the corner 
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eye contact and then walked forward. 
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there were drops of blood on it, which hadn't congealed yet. Involuntarily overjoyed, the two first 
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stepped into the courtyard... 


All of a sudden, an anguished screech pierced the night air. 


All Shouzhuo mercenaries were startled and recognized their companion's voice. They hurriedly rushed 

in the direction of the source of the screech from all sides. With an angry look on his face, the captain 
arrived at the doorway of the house and observed the blood on the threshold. But he didn't hurry inside. 
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On entering, they were greeted by a small vegetable patch where a Shouzhuo mercenary was lying 
prostrate on a low bank of earth, covered in blood. Whether he was alive or not was unknown. The 
captain and his men instantly became vigilant, moving forward step by step with great caution, weapons 
in their hands. Soon they saw that another Shouzhuo mercenary was lying on the staircase in front of 
the house, also covered in blood. What was the most horrifying was that there was a pointed spindle 
sticking in his left eye, an overturned spinning wheel on the side. 


On the sight of this gory scene, they all gasped in shock. 'What a ruthless guy.' 


The captain bade his men to transfer the two injured people out of the courtyard as soon as possible. 
Then he led the way himself and kicked the front door open. However, they walked around the room 
and carefully searched everywhere — under the couch, behind the bed, the beams, cabinets, but didn't 
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backyard, but there was also no traces of the target at all. 


All Shouzhuo mercenaries outside reported that they didn't see anybody climb over the wall — they even 
checked the dog hole in the corner of the wall. 
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while. Suddenly, his eyes lit up — they had missed a spot! He rushed into the kitchen of the left wing 
room in a couple of strides. The family living here was probably a big one, so they built a large kitchen 
range with a vault. The captain couldn't help noticing that there was fresh blood still dropping down the 
withered twigs in front of the burner. He yelled loudly ordering others to come immediately, then 
grabbed an iron hook used for clearing the burner and heavily jabbed it inside. 


As expected, the captain felt that the hook hit some kind of soft meat halfway. He drew back a step and 
gave another hard thrust. It was not until he repeatedly did this several times and was confident the one 
inside was powerless to resist that he bade his subordinates to drag that person out. 
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The captain walked forward and was just about to give the person a kick to vent his anger when he 
lowered his head and the smug look on his face instantly froze. 


This was not Zhang Xiaojing but one of the mercenaries who had just come into this house! 
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Zhang Xiaojing downed the two Shouzhuo mercenaries who entered the room. He covered the first 
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mindset that the victim was their companion. Then he disguised himself as the second victim and also 
deliberately concealed his left eye with an spindle — the real second man was stuffed into the kitchen 
range. 


Since the courtyard was pitch-dark and they were in anxiety, they wouldn't check the victims carefully, 
though they had lighted lanterns. While the captain was searching the house all around, Zhang Xiaojing 
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They quickly returned to the entrance of the alley, but it was too late. A couple of Shouzhuo 
mercenaries were lying on the ground, and there was only one injured man on the stretcher, his face 
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However, Zhang Xiaojing was still in crisis. 


Groups of soldiers ran past on the street outside to organize defense in various thoroughfare. More 
soldiers were setting up blockades in spots further away, clamoring. A couple of important intersections 
had been barricaded. They might not have as much fight as Shouzhuo mercenaries did, but they had the 
weight of numbers. Besides, they worked for the government, which made things even trickier. 


Zhang Xiaojing had no idea why he was wanted, who gave the order and what crime he was convicted of. 
Currently, there was only one thing Zhang Xiaojing could think about — fleeing! 


After he got out of the winding alley, with his familiarity with the terrain, he had been quickly moving 
towards the gateway of Pingkang Fang. But soon he discovered that the road ahead was barricaded, so 
he had no choice but to hide himself behind a flag pedestal with his back against the wall. Zhang Xiaojing 
stroked his lower abdomen where the deepest wound was still bleeding. 


Zhang Xiaojing felt that he was about to break down due to overfatigue. Gasping for air, he 
unintentionally raised his head and saw that someone on a distant watchtower was sending a signal 
with a purple lantern in this direction. 


The signal was sent from the big watchtower, and the meaning of it was very simple — two words: 


Don't retreat. 





Zhang Xiaojing immediately figured out the identity of the sender. 'That hothead Yao Runeng is probably 
the only one who would put it this way.' 


‘But what else could we possibly do?’ 


Zhang Xiaojing gave a wry smile. Of course, Yao Runeng took his stand by sending this message "Don't 
retreat", but he also implied that he was under heavy pressure, which meant that there had been a 
drastic change of Jing'an Department's attitude, that something must have happened to Li Bi. 


The look in Zhang Xiaojing's only eye became dim as he thought about this. Without Jing'an 
Department's support, how much further could this investigation go? Soon Kailu Hodo would destroy 
Chang'an, but the only person who cared about this matter was regarded as an enemy by the whole 
Chang'an. How ironic this thing was. 


The purple lantern was still flashing on and off on the distant watchtower, but Zhang Xiaojing knew that 
was the only thing on his side in Chang'an. However, currently, he couldn't even make a response to it. 


Right at this moment, a broad, foldable-roofed carriage hurtled past. Exquisitely decorated, this carriage 
probably belonged to some dignitary. A beautiful female dancer standing in the middle of the carriage 
was dancing twirling around with colorful brocade ribbons springing out of her sleeves constantly, half a 
dozen men sitting around cheering her. 


This was a newly-emerged fashion. When dancing, the dancer threw out brocade ribbons one by one 
with dexterously controlled strength, and if she did it right, the brocade ribbons would be shaped into 
various patterns in mid-air. Accompanied by the dancer's movements, they looked like floating rosy 
clouds, which was why the dance was named Rosyclouds Dance. However, a performance of this dance 
cost two even three Pi(1. Pi is a unit of length used in feudal China. A Pi is roughly equivalent to 13 
meters.) of satin, so it was not something the next person could afford. 


As Zhang Xiaojing saw this carriage progressing towards those barricades with ribbons scattered 
everywhere along the way, an idea suddenly struck him. When soldiers at the intersection stopped the 
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Zhang Xiaojing picked a couple of purple ones, wrapped them around a lantern he had conveniently 
taken at the doorway of someone's house, climbed up to the top of a wall with suppressed pain and 
started waving the lantern at a watchtower. 
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had received his message. Thus the communication was restored. 


Though he was communicating with a watchtower, Zhang Xiaojing still didn't dare offer any details. He 
made a response to the big watchtower, conveying only two words: Roger that. 


Then he gave an order to the watchtower in Pingkang Fang, requesting people there to monitor the 
blockade of all roads and keep him posted. 





"Keep him posted" meant that people on the watchtower would send him a message immediately once 
they noticed any changes of the blockade, that Zhang Xiaojing didn't have to query them, which meant 
that Zhang Xiaojing could get information on the latest changes of situation and enemies' movements by 
merely raised his eyes, that he no longer had to wave the lantern risking exposing himself. 


Back at the time when Li Bi was designing this network, in order to keep it out of external disturbance, 
he made it a rule that staff members working on watchtowers only answered to the big watchtower or 
an authorized member, that they were to ignore all others. As a result, staff members on watchtowers 
were unaware of the change of situation outside, and they certainly didn't know the one who had just 
given the order was wanted by solders citywide. 


Thus, an amazing scene appeared in Pingkang Fang on this night. Soldiers of Security Stations were 
trying their best to catch the important criminal Zhang Xiaojing; meanwhile, all watchtowers were still 
providing information for Commandant Zhang. The two security systems were operating parallel 
without conflict, madly functioning for different purposes of the same target. 





12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Under the guidance of watchtowers, Zhang Xiaojing knew every detail of the layout of blockades in 
Pingkang Fang. He successfully got through three blockade line and was very close to the entrance. But 
Fang guards at the gateway had received the order to put up thorn fences performing security check on 
pedestrians and vehicles. 


Zhang Xiaojing's only eye swept around and he saw that a patrol soldier left the gateway and came to 
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behind. 


The man grunted, unable to yell. Zhang Xiaojing slightly loosened his arm and said in a deep voice, "Old 
Zhao, it's me." 


"Chie—Chief Zhang? It's really you!" Taken aback, the old patrol soldier even gave up resisting. "| heard 
about the arrest warrant and | thought it was somebody else bearing the same name." 


"| need to borrow you to get out of Pingkang Fang," said Zhang Xiaojing. The old patrol soldier briefly 
hesitated and then raised his head, saying, "Back then when we were hunting Swallow Li, if it weren't for 
that Chief Zhang stepped forward, | would have died long ago. It behooves me to return the favor on 
this occasion." 


"You won't have to sacrifice your life. | just need you to cooperate with me." 
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change into. Old Zhao left and then returned without alarming anybody, as expected. The two of them 
finished disguising themselves and then headed for the gateway, on in the front and the other in the 
rear. At the gateway, some of Old Zhao's colleagues were busy checking carts and carriages on the 
street when they saw the unfamiliar face and asked what was going on. Old Zhao told them that this 
person was a new recruit who had just seen the wanted man, engaged him and was just about to leave 
the Fang to report. 


One of his colleagues was stunned. "You saw his face? He was that Yama Zhang?" 

With his head down, Zhang Xiaojing briefly nodded. His left eye was covered by a strip of white cloth, as 
if he had been seriously injured. That colleague sympathetically clicked his tongue and said, "Yama 
Zhang's reputation is well-earned. He's so ruthless... Alas, Old Zhao, | remember you used to work with 


him, right?" 


"Bah, that was years ago." Old Zhao hurriedly let out a few coughs to disguise his nervousness and 
pushed Zhang Xiaojing forward. "Go. Come back immediately after you finish the report." 


"Wait." The colleague suddenly stopped Zhang Xiaojing. 
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"You're a new recruit indeed. You've got your clothes on backwards." 


Numbered uniforms of patrol soldiers were sleeveless grayish brown and fastened at the front. Zhang 
Xiaojing was seriously injured, and Old Zhao was too nervous, which was why neither of them spotted 
this flaw. 


A ferocious look flashed across Zhang Xiaojing's only eye and he clenched his fists, ready to make his 
move at any moment. Old Zhao hastily tried to ease the situation, saying, "Our numbered uniforms are 
just like women — new recruits cannot distinguish the front from the rear when using them." On hearing 
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without going into this matter seriously. 


Old Zhao walked Zhang Xiaojing past the thorn fences. On the sight of the huge crowds of people on the 
main street, Old Zhao was relieved. He softly cupped his hands before his chest and said, "I'm afraid this 
is where we have to say goodbye to each other. Please take care." After thinking for a while, he fished 
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Zhang Xiaojing didn't take the money. In a bland voice, he said, "Just go back. The next time you see me, 
arrest me regardless. | don't want to cause you any trouble." Old Zhao scratched his head and said, "No, 
no, | won't do that. Even if you had only been my chief for one single day, I'll still regard you as my chief 
for the rest of my life." 


Zhang Xiaojing said no more. He turned around and left the Fang. 


According to the latest report from a watchtower, this was the last blockade line. Areas beyond it were 
mostly safe. He was just about to walk forward when suddenly he saw a person ahead who was fixedly 
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made his identity very clear. 


A Shouzhuo mercenary? 


People on watchtowers were able to put Security Stations under surveillance, but couldn't see Shouzhuo 
mercenaries who acted single-handed. It turned out that they had been hiding near the gateway all 
along, waiting for Zhang Xiaojing to show up. 


"You're Zhang Xiaojing!" that Shouzhuo mercenary took a step forward and yelled. 


His voice was very loud. It was so loud that all Fang soldiers and patrol soldiers guarding the gate heard 
him. On hearing this name, all of them turned their heads back. Almost in the twinkling of an eye, Zhang 
Xiaojing grabbed Old Zhao and started drawing back towards the Fang rapidly. 


Well aware that Chief Zhang was doing this to spare him from suspicions, Old Zhao cooperatively yelled 

‘Don't kill me! Don't kill me!'. Zhang Xiaojing retreated past the gate, abruptly pushed Old Zhao towards 
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him, but he didn't even have enough time to detour around it and just directly rushed through it. With a 
tearing sound, a blood-soaked strip of his clothes was torn off by the thorn fence. 





At this moment, all patrol soldiers were alarmed and started pursuing him hotly. That Shouzhuo 
mercenary also whistled to his companions nearby to gather. 


Instantly, an invisible net preventing all escape was formed. On the streets were crowds of patrol 
soldiers, and in small alleys were groups of Shouzhuo mercenaries. Scarcely having any places to flee to, 
Zhang Xiaojing had no choice but to keep rushing forward with gritted teeth. 


For several times, with his familiarity with the terrain and his fighting experience, he managed to cheat 
death narrowly escaping from the hunt, but Pingkang Fang had a limited area, so enemies were getting 
closer and closer, who were sometimes patrol soldiers and sometimes Shouzhuo mercenaries, every 
encounter more dangerous than the last. 


Zhang Xiaojing gritted his teeth, panting for breath, painful wounds all over him, horrifying blood-red 
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But he couldn't stop, because pursuers’ footsteps from behind never did. He had to keep running 
sparing no strength. After running for an unknown length of time, Zhang Xiaojing felt that his vision was 
blurring and blackening. It was not the kind of black of the night sky but the kind of black of a deep well. 
He couldn't even see the only star of hope on the distant watchtower any longer. 


He had no idea whether it was because of the poor street lighting or because his body was being pushed 
to its limit. Zhang Xiaojing dashed a dozen steps forward and with that a wave of feebleness swept over 
him. 


No, it was more like despair than feebleness — the kind of despair people felt when they failed to see a 
faint glimmer of hope no matter how hard they had tried. 


This sense of despair instantly gave him a stagger and he fell forward. 


Right at this moment, a pitch-black hand stretched out of the pitch-black night and supported the crook 
of Zhang Xiaojing's elbow. 


Wang Yunxiu was both terrified and angry. 


She was terrified because a couple of ferocious hooligans suddenly came into the woodshed. She 
recognized all of them. They were the ones who had covered her head with a cloth bag and abducted 
her to this place. The bag had once been used to contain rice stocked for many years and the strong 
smell of mold almost made her faint. These people dragged her onto a mule-drawn carriage and she 
didn't know where they were taking her. 


She was angry because that man named Yuan Zai went back on his word. He had repeatedly promised 
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probably would be killed, but he still didn't show up. Though she and this person had never met before, 
for a man of honor, a promise was weightier than a thousand bars of gold. Wasn't he supposed to suit 
his action to his word? Heroes in all dramas did so. 


The more Wang Yunxiu thought about it, the angrier she went, but soon her anger was replaced by 
despair. 'lf Yuan Zai doesn't show up, wouldn't | lose the last glimmer of hope?’ 





She leaned against the wall of the carriage, her sight totally dark. The mule-drawn carriage wasn't going 
very steady, which repeatedly caused her back to hit the wall. The small amount of strength that Wang 
Yunxiu had accumulated after quite a long time was gradually lost, her spirits extremely low. As the 
sounds of songs and cheers came from outside, she thought about the grievances she had been through, 
two lines of tears slowly flowing down her cheeks. 


‘Today is the Lantern Festival. I'm supposed to be in the limelight, enjoying the lantern show on a Hu- 
styled carriage, instead of curling up in a shabby carriage like livestock being sent to a slaughterhouse. 
Dad, help me. Help me... ' 


Wang Yunxiu was drifting into sleep when the mule-drawn carriage abruptly braked to a halt. Wang 
Yunxiu's upper body uncontrollably leaned forward and she nearly fell to the floor. Unable to see 
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Before long, the fight ended and then there was a shake of the carriage, as if someone stepped onto it. 
With that the cloth bag was removed from Wang Yunxiu's head and her face was greeted with warm 
sunlight. She opened her eyes in perplexity and saw that a man holding a festive lantern beside her ear 
was gazing at her. In the candlelight, she felt that strange face with a broad brow seemed exceptionally 
amiable. 
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hadn't come earlier. Yuan Zai said nothing, held her arm tight and guided her off the mule-drawn 
carriage. Having been tied up for too long, she lost her footing as she landed on the ground. Yuan Zai 
flung out his arm around her waist to stop her from falling. 


Wang Yunxiu's face blushed scarlet. 'Doesn't he think this is too presumptuous?’ But her body was so 
limp that she was powerless to struggle. Fortunately, Yuan Zai immediately loosened his arm, turned 
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Wang Yunxiu noticed that there was a slit in Yuan Zai's chest, which seemed to be caused by a saber. 


As if having observed Wang Yunxiu's gaze, Yuan Zai smiled, "I told you so. Since you've met me, Yuan Zai, 
no harm will come to you again." She looked around and saw that there were indeed a couple of bodies 
on the ground, all of whom were those who had abducted her previously, and there were also a dozen 
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Wang Yunxiu asked him what all this was about exactly. Yuan Zai said, "It's a long story. To put it ina 
nutshell, a thug named Zhang Xiaojing abducted you in the name of a Commandant of Jing'an 
Department, which | discovered by accident. | dispatched a batch of men to investigate all around and 
finally found you." 


Wang Yunxiu didn't know whether it was her illusion or not, but she felt that the words "finally found 
you" that Yuan Zai had just said were full of passion and thinly disguised concern for her. She hurriedly 
lowered her head for fear that he might see her expression. 





Yuan Zai stretched out his hand and with that a Hu-styled carriage came over from the distance — it was 
not Wang Yunxiu's but of the same model, only that the decoration was faintly different. She was very 
surprised that his investigation had been so intensive. Yuan Zai explained, "| went to the scene of the 
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Wang Yunxiu's eyes lit up but she didn't know what to say. After the Hu-styled carriage halted, Yuan Zai 
(olgole) <-1oMm alir-] enemas a(=me)el=10|(=1ald \Vmciag-1Ke alto ol Uh em al—1 am at-l ale pal a\=1ce Me) amnomal-Molgole) @eoym alm -1| ole) a-lalom-xelalalne) 
id a{=Mer-| a dr-}-4-eam M al=1a mm AUr-]a4-]r- 10m [0] an) ol-tom |amr-lalem oy-[e(-maal-mela\(-1an Kole (-)0)-] am 


The Hu-styled carriage started progressing, escorted by armored soldiers in ranks trotting in step with 
awe-inspiring clangor on the two sides, but it was not in the direction of Anren Fang that they were 
heading. Watching Wang Yunxiu's puzzled face, Yuan Zai cupped his hands before his chest and said, 
"My apologies, Lady Wang. You can't go back home right away. You'll have to go somewhere with me 
first." 


"I've suffered so much already. My mother must be very concerned," Wang Yunxiu complained in 
discontent. 


"Lady Wang, the abduction of you is a very serious case which must be handled with great caution. Do 
you understand?" There was a note of indisputability in Yuan Zai's voice. 


This time Wang Yunxiu didn't lose her temper. In a muted voice, she asked him where they were going. 
Yuan Zai smiled, "Rest assured. It's the safest place in the whole capital city apart from the palace city — 
Jing'an Department... Oh, precisely speaking, it's the new Jing'an Department." 





12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


First, their Hu-styled (Hu refers to Northern barbarian tribes in ancient China) carriage progressed along 
a road in southern city where the traffic was relatively light, then it turned north-west and soon arrived 
at Guangde Fang. 


The main hall of Jing'an Department was still ablaze, but all those who could be saved had been saved, 
and all places that should be isolated had been isolated. Currently, all people could do was wait for the 
fire to burn out. Maybe it would be out in Sangeng(23:00-01:00), or maybe they would have to wait until 
daybreak. Nobody knew it for sure. Jing'an Department had been temporarily moved to Jinzhao Office, 
and a batch of new officials had been seconded from various agencies to this department. All was chaos 
and confusion. Nobody knew when the department would truly restore its functions and set out to hunt 
the Termite. 


At this moment, Ji Wen standing in front of the main hall was staring at a long line of depressed officials 
walking past, every one of whom had a prominent nose and hollow eyes. People could tell with half an 
eye that they were of Hu blood. 


The leader of those attackers seemed to be a native of Hu with Qiuci accent. As a result, Ji Wen ordered 
that all surviving officials of Hu blood be dismissed from their posts and evicted, that they were not 
allowed to continue their work in Jing'an Department. 


One third of the surviving staff members of Jing'an Department were of Hu blood, so the issue of this 
order was synonymous with reducing their valuable experienced personnel by thirty to forty percent. A 
couple of curators were strongly against this, but Ji Wen asserted eloquently, "Those of different blood 
undoubtedly harbor evil intentions. Are you trying to protect barbarians?" 


On hearing this, all of them instantly quieted down. Ji Wen was very satisfied with their being as silent as 
cicadas in late autumn, since this meant that he had taken absolute control of Jing'an Department. He 
felt that this feeling was so good. 


As aresult, staff members of Hu blood, beneath the resigned gaze of their colleagues, had no choice but 
to leave this place to which they had pledged their allegiance. They couldn't even go back home, since 
they had to undergo close scrutiny, which was what people of Censor Department were best at. 


As regards that so-called "Kailu Hodo" or "Kaitu Lodo" those curators had been talking about all along, Ji 
Wen didn't really care. Even if something happened, his predecessor would be the one to blame, so why 
should he be concerned about it? Currently, what he needed to do was concentrate all resources on 
"hunting the Termite" — no, on "hunting the ringleader of Termite, Zhang Xiaojing". 


This was the quickest way to render meritorious service. It was easier to catch one person than catch a 
group of people. Besides, he could humiliate those on the Crown Prince's side if he succeeded. 





Ji Wen signed another order to urge other agencies to go into overdrive to track the target down. 
Suddenly, the sound of a small twinkling bell was heard. He put down his writing brush, raised his head 
and saw Yuan Zai get off a luxurious carriage in which there was also a girl. He couldn't help knitting his 
eyebrows. 


When Yuan Zai walked inside the hall, Ji Wen complained unhappily, "Gongfu, we have so many issues 
to deal with here. Where have you been?" But Yuan Zai cupped his hands before his chest and said with 
an delighted look on his face, "Congratulations, Sicheng Ji. You rendered outstanding service on the 
occasion when the department has just been rebuilt." 


"Um?" Ji Wen was confused. 'Did | accomplish anything?’ 


Yuan Zai pointed at the Hu-styled carriage and said in undertones, "The female in the carriage is Wang 
Zhongsi's daughter, Wang Yunxiu." Ji Wen asked suspiciously, "Are you sure that's her?" He had heard 
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Yuan Zai said, "I'm a-hundred-percent sure. I've already sent someone to bring an old biddy from the 
Wang Family here to identify her." 


Both surprised and delighted, Ji Wen said to Yuan Zai, "How did you find her?" Yuan Zai answered with a 
smile, "Thanks to Sicheng Ji's wise directions and far-sighted plan, we managed to find this lady in a 
intercepted carriage. | brought her here immediately, and all abductors has been killed on site." 


These remarks made Ji Wen feel extremely comfortable as if he had just drunk a bowl of delicious warm 
soup. Both Yuan Zai's words and the undertone contained in them suggested that he was giving up to 
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To be honest, Ji Wen's taking over Jing'an Department counted as snatching power from somebody's 
hands, so he had been fairly perturbed all along. But now, soon after taking office, he cracked a criminal 
case that his predecessor failed to solve, rescuing the daughter of an important official of the Imperial 
Court, which would be more than enough to make all doubters shut their mouths. 


Ji Wen's waist became even straighter, his mustache quivering with joy. He patted Yuan Zai's shoulder 
and didn't know what to say. Yuan Zai lowered his voice and said, "There's another petty issue. The 
method | adopted to find Wang Yunxiu... heh, heh... was not very decent. If anyone of the Wang Family 
asks about it, there has to be an plausible explanation. I'd appreciate it if Sicheng could do me a favor." 


On hearing this, Ji Wen waved his hand indifferently, "No problem. Just write a pleading and I'll sigh it 
and stamp it." He didn't ask him what kind of method it was, since it was not the method but the 
outcome that mattered. 


Yuan Zai cupped his hands and bowed deeply to express his gratitude, greatly relieved. 


He walked out of the main hall and politely asked Wang Yunxiu to get off the carriage. While guiding her, 
he suddenly spotted Feng Dalun in the crowd. The look in his eyes changed and with that he told Wang 
Yunxiu to go inside first and went up to him. The two didn't start talking right away but walked into a 
back alley, one in the front and the other in the rear. 





Feng Dalun urgently asked, "They bought it?" Yuan Zai smugly raised his chin, "Luckily, | didn't fail you." 
Feng Dalun's shoulders relaxed, as if relieved from a heavy burden. 


He had been under huge pressure like he was carrying a weighty rock ever since he was told that he 
mistakenly abducted Wang Zhongsi's daughter. Fortunately, Yuan Zai came up with an incredible idea. 


Yuan Zai bade Feng Dalun to send those hooligans, who abducted Wang Yunxiu, to transfer her with a 
carriage. Yuan Zai also asked him to tell him the route in advance. Then he dispatched a group of Lubi 
soldiers to carry out a raid on the carriage halfway and kill all abductors. Thus, all hooligans whose faces 
had been seen by Wang Yunxiu were killed. 


A more amazing part was that, since there was no witness, he could conveniently frame Zhang Xiaojing 
for this abduction. Zhang Xiaojing had already been convicted of collusion with foreign enemies and 
attack on Jing'an Department anyway, so he probably wouldn't mind being framed for another crime. 


Thus, he not only helped Feng Dalun get out of the dilemma but also threw Zhang Xiaojing into deeper 
trouble, killing two birds with one stone. 


There was only one flaw in the whole plan. Wang Yunxiu had once seen Yuan Zai in that woodshed. If 
the mastermind was Zhang Xiaojing, then why Yuan Zai was there? 


Ji Wen might not be able to spot this flaw, and Wang Yunxiu certainly wouldn't think of this, but as more 
details were disclosed, sooner or later someone observant and conscientious would raise this question. 
Yuan Zai refused to run the risk of letting a petty detail ruin his whole plan, which was why he had just 
specially asked Ji Wen to help him handle this. 


The story he fabricated was like this: people of the Censor Department had been suspecting Zhang 
Xiaojing for a long time. Ji Wen, a Palace Privy Censor, delegated Yuan Zai to conduct an intensive 
investigation into the organization named Termite, who discovered Zhang Xiaojing's den. Yuan Zai risked 
fighting his way inside, accidentally discovered Wang Yunxiu and timely rescued her. 


Censor Ji would be very glad to acknowledge this, because it would be a proof of his foresight. 


After hearing the account of the whole thing, Feng Dalun was overwhelmed by amazement and 
admiration. 'Who is this consultant of Dali Temple exactly? With some minor adjustments of the plan, he 
miraculously turned a couple of tricky matters to their mutual advantage, which was very favorable for 
their future promotion. And every side was happy, feeling that they had profited from this. How high a 
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and bowed as deeply as he could. Yuan Zai stretched out his hands to raise him. Taking advantage of the 
occasion, Feng Dalun stuffed a couple of little gold ingots into Yuan Zai's sleeve. 


Yuan Zai didn't decline. With a twitch of his sleeve, he directly accepted them. Feng Dalun thought for a 
while and then asked, "Has Zhang Xiaojing's matter been properly handled?" 





Zhang Xiaojing had given him such a deep impression that as long as Zhang Xiaojing still alive, he could 
never find piece of mind. But Yuan Zai said indifferently, "Rest assured. Censor Ji has already issued an 
order for arrest. He's now wanted by soldiers citywide. By no means could he escape." 


"Please don't underestimate him, Consultant... That person never ceases to amaze people." 


Yuan Zai flicked a contemptuous look at Feng Dalun. On this night, he was going to accomplish the last 
part of his perfect plan, the success of which would count as a miraculous feat in the history of his 
political career, yet this guy was still so obsessed about a petty matter the outcome of which was almost 
certain. 


"Curator Feng, please report to Prince Yong. His Highness may rest assured. In less than three Hours, this 
loose end will be handled. If you'll excuse me, there's still something | have to deal with." 


Yuan Zai left Feng Dalun on the spot, turned around and returned to Jinzhao Office. He had to be with 
Wang Yunxiu, who was the greatest trophy he got this night. 


Zhang Xiaojing gradually came around. He found that he was lying on a layer of soft, brocade-covered, 
cotton-padded mattress, covered by a blanket, and somebody had helped him change into a suit of 
clean round-collared soft coat. His wounds had been carefully cleaned, properly treated with medicinal 
oil, and the pains had been greatly relieved. 


It was totally dark, but he could feel that his body was quivering. The sound of collision between hubs, 
stamp of hoofs as well as a hubbub of voices were coming from outside. 


It seemed that he was in an ox-drawn carriage. 


With difficulty, Zhang Xiaojing turned his neck, trying to figure out what was going on. At this moment, a 
regretful voice came from the dark in the rear of the carriage, but he couldn't see the man. 


"General Zhang, this is the second time that we've met during this today." 

Now Zhang Xiaojing knew why he couldn't get a clear view of the man. "Elder Ge?" 

The man sitting on the opposite side was exactly Elder Ge, who used to be a former Zanzibar slave and 
was currently the leader of Pingkangli. Elder Ge chuckled, "I don't count as an influential figure in 
Chang'an, but nothing in Pingkang Fang escapes my notice — you've really made an enemy of a lot of 
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"Where... are they?" 


Elder Ge said, "Those patrol soldiers were easy to deal with. Handling Shouzhuo mercenaries was a little 
trickier. These north-westerners are stubborn and aggressive. It took me some time." 


Zhang Xiaojing knew that by "took me some time", Elder Ge probably meant "took some of them's lives". 
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of kindness. | just don't like those people's smug attitude." 





Elder Ge was the leader of a local gang, and Shouzhuo mercenaries were outsiders. Both the two forces 
were in Pingkang Fang, so they naturally took a dislike to each other. 


Zhang Xiaojing managed to raised his upper body, panting for breath. Elder Ge said, "There's a bowl of 
lotus seed and jujube soup, which is very helpful in restoring your Qi." Zhang Xiaojing picked it up and 
took a sip. Surprisingly, the soup was still hot. He slowly turned the bowl while drinking it. As the hot 
soup went into his stomach, a certain amount of his lost vigor seemed to be restored. 


Elder Ge said, "General Zhang's reputation is indeed well-earned. Even the case you got involved in is 
earthshaking. Do you know you're wanted by the whole city? There are people hunting you 
everywhere." 


"So Elder Ge is taking me to the authority in exchange for reward?" He put the bowl down. 


Elder Ge burst into laugh. "The bounty they put on you is not even enough for me to buy tongue- 
scratching combs. Rest assured. This carriage is taking you out of the city — you can't stay in Chang'an 
any longer. Just leave while you still can." 


Zhang Xiaojing was confused. There had been more days when they were enemies than ones when they 
were partners. And there had been several occasions when one of them nearly killed the other. Just a 
couple of Hours ago, he forced Zhang Xiaojing into killing an undercover agent merely in exchange for an 
opportunity to interrogate someone. 


But on this occasion, he first saved him, then treated him, and now even considerately arranged a 
carriage to help him get out of the city. Why did this mercenary old fox suddenly become so kind- 
hearted? 


As expected, Elder Ge's sinister voice soon came. "Don't thank me so soon. I'm not a good Samaritan. 
This arrangement is not free." 





12. Haichu(21:00-21:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


The carriage fell into silence. Their heartbeats were the only sounds that could be heard, one steady and 
the other one rapid. Zhang Xiaojing wondered what price Elder Ge would charge this time. More names 
of undercover agents? The defensive disposition of Wannian County? Secrets of dignitaries? 


All these were valuable intelligence, but given the risks Elder Ge had taken by saving Zhang Xiaojing, 
they seemed too low a price to pay. However, Zhang Xiaojing could not think of anything else of value 
he could offer. 


The ox-drawn carriage proceeded at a gentle pace, shaking rhythmically. Elder Ge leaned his upper body 
forward and said in a subtle tone of voice, "There were several explosions near the West Market this 
afternoon. You were involved in this, right?" Zhang Xiaojing squinted his only eye and said, "Elder Ge 
wants to know what that was about?" 


"No, | don't. I'm not interested. All | want is an answer to this question: exactly what was it that was so 
powerful?" 


It was not only government agencies but also underground forces in Chang'an that the explosion had 
alarmed. To their shock, the source of the explosion was merely a couple of wooden barrels. 
Underground forces had a natural interest in dangerous items containing huge power, so they had been 
making inquiries about it all along. 


Even if Elder Ge had no intention of getting this thing, there was no doubt that he could get amazingly 
huge interests just by selling the name of it. 


Due to the darkness, Zhang Xiaojing was unable to see the expression on Elder Ge's face, but he knew 
this ox-drawn carriage would probably go directly to the Yamen(1. A yamen is a governmental office or 
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"| tried to convince you to leave Chang'an the last time we met, but you didn't listen and stubbornly 
continued to work for the Imperial Court. You see how you've ended up? You care about Tang Dynasty, 
but does Tang Dynasty care about you?" Elder Ge's voice was sincere and full of temptation. 


Zhang Xiaojing remained silent. All Elder Ge said was true, and there was nothing he could contradict. 


"This is your last chance. Give me the name of that thing, get out of this city and all what's going to 
happen next will have nothing to do with you. Why are you still hesitating?" 


After remaining silent for quite a while, Zhang Xiaojing finally spoke. "Fine. I'll tell you the name of this 
thing." 
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again and said, "But... getting out of the city is not what | want in exchange." 





"Oh? Then what is it that you want?" 
"| want you to arrange an audience with Shouzhuo Mercenary for me." 


Yuan Zai specially arranged a separate room in Jinzhao Office for Wang Yunxiu, in which bronze mirrors, 
toilet cases and various cosmetics were all available, and he also assigned an obedient and clever 
handmaid to serve her. Though the living condition was not as extravagant as that in the mansion of the 
Wang Family, all her basic needs were met. 


Wang Yunxiu didn't want to go back home looking undignified, which was why she felt that this was a 
very thoughtful arrangement. 


Wang Yunxiu washed her face, re-coiled her hair into a dual bun, but hadn't powdered her face and put 
on flower-shaped hair pins yet. On seeing in the bronze mirror Yuan Zai walk inside, she turned around 
and asked him which hair pin was prettier. 


Yuan Zai respectfully cupped his hands before his chest and said, "You possess celestial beauty, my lady. 
| don't dare to be so bold as to make comments on it." Before Wang Yunxiu could make a response, he 
continued, "I'm here to say goodbye." 


Wang Yunxiu was stunned, "You're leaving?" 


"Since Lady Wang is safe and unharmed, | should return to my duty hunting down those thugs. Zhang 
Xiaojing is still at large after all." 
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catch him!" Yuan Zai said, "Of course. It's just that this guy is sly, ferocious and very difficult to 
overpower, so | specially came here to say goodbye in order to spare myself the regret about being 
impertinent." 


He made no further remarks, a smile on his face. At first Wang Yunxiu was a little perplexed, and then it 
suddenly struck her that Yuan Zai was worried he might die during the investigation and not be able to 
see her again, so he specially came here to say goodbye. Upon recalling that saber wound in his chest, 
her heart lurched and she couldn't help stretching out her hand trying to convince him to stay. "You're 
going to leave just like this? |... Umm, my family haven't decently thanked you yet." 


"It's my sworn duty to fight evil and uphold justice. There's no need for you to thank me." Yuan Zai drew 
a step back and solemnly bowed. 


Wang Yunxiu said unhappily, "Why am | feeling that you're avoiding me?" 
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Upon realizing that Yuan Zai was ashamed of his humble parentage, Wang Yunxiu involuntarily said in a 


cold voice, "I'll have my father cut off the tongue of whoever is bold enough to make carping 
comments!" 





Though Yuan Zai appeared composed as he heard this remark, he was greatly relieved inside, since this 
remark indicated a fifty-fifty chance that Wang Yunxiu would fall for him. What he needed to do next 
was try his best to stay away from and affect to be indifferent to her, which would make Wang Yunxiu 
more eager to win his affections. When the occasion arose, he would be able to get a career ladder. This 
was what Lao-tzu said, ‘To get something from somebody, one has to give something to that person 
first.’ 


Among all interests he gained this night, this was the greatest and most long-term one. 


Yuan Zai was just about to say something else when a messenger said outside the door that he had 
something important to report. This messenger used to work in the main hall of Jing'an Department, 
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superior. Yuan Zai briefly frowned and said to Wang Yunxiu, "This is urgent. I'm afraid | have to be off 
now. The Wang Family has been informed, and soon a carriage will come here to take you home." 


Knowing that she had no reason to keep him here, Wang Yunxiu had Yuan Zai give her an ID plate and 
then affectionately watched him walking out of the room. 


After leaving the separate room, Yuan Zai asked that messenger, "What's so urgent?" The messenger 
said in a hoarse voice that they found an unconscious curator named Xu Bin when they were cleaning 
the back garden of Jing'an Department. 


"Oh? Is there anything special about him?" 


The messenger said gruffly, "Curator Xu has an exceptionally good memory. He's the one in charge of 
the Great Art of Documents. And... Er... He's also the one who recommended Commandant Zhang." 


"Oh? Let's go and see." 
On hearing this, Yuan Zai became interested. 


They arrived at a hall in the rear of Jinzhao Office, which used to be a mess hall but had been 
temporarily converted into a place where the injured were tended. The moment they walked inside, 
they were greeted by constant groans and a funky odor that filled the hall. A group of physicians 
provisionally dispatched here were treating the injured in a great bustle. 


Xu Bin was of relatively higher status, so a corner of the hall had been exclusively assigned to him. He 
was lying on a stretcher, a big patch of bruise on his forehead. Yuan Zai walked over and asked about his 
condition. A physician told him that Xu Bin was found lying in a thick growth of grass in the back garden, 
that there were neither burns, saber wounds nor bolt wounds in him, but there was a severe injury 
caused by the force of a violent impact, which suggested that he probably had fallen over, bumped his 
head on a tile on the ground and passed out. 


Yuan Zai's eyes rolled briefly. "He's a curator. Why did he go to the back garden? All others were dead, 
why is he alone unharmed?" 


None of those people standing around him dared to reply. They all kept silent. 





‘He's the one who recommended Zhang Xiaojing, so he must be a mole as well! It was probably him who 
let those Termites into the back garden.’ Yuan Zai felt that this deduction was watertight, that today was 
really his lucky day, since everything he needed just walked up to him on their own account. 


With a grim face, Yuan Zai said to his subordinates standing beside him, "Get more guards here and 
keep this mole under close surveillance." Then he turned his head back and said to the physician, "Is he 
awake?" The physician answered that Curator Xu was responsive to voices and capable of having simple 
conversation but his consciousness hadn't been fully restored yet. Yuan Zai walked over, stooped down 
and called, "Curator Xu? Curator Xu?" 


"Ur...Ur... " Feeble grunts issued from Xu Bin's lips. With difficulty, he made a couple of upward 
movements of his eyelids but his attempt to open his eyes failed. 


"Do you know where Zhang Xiaojing is?" 
"Persian Temple." 

"Do you know where Wen Ran is?" 
"Jing'an Department." 


Xu Bin was indeed a master of memory. Though he was in a state of half unconsciousness, he could still 
answer questions in a distinct manner. But Yuan Zai was very disappointed, since these two answers 
were outmoded and totally useless. However, Xu Bin was indeed not the one to blame for this, because 
he had passed out before the attack, and he didn't even know about the attack on the main hall. 


After thinking for a while, Yuan Zai asked the third question, "Are there any secret places in Jing'an 
Department where people can hide?" 


Xu Bin kept silent for a while. Yuan Zai could feel that Xu Bin knew something but was not sure whether 
he should tell him. Yuan Zai stooped down to his ear and said in an extremely mild voice, "This concerns 
the safety of Sicheng Li and Commandant Zhang." 


Finally, Xu Bin told him. "A thatch-roofed hut beside Cibei Temple. There are wooden ladders there used 
for climbing over the wall. The hut is right on the other side." 


On hearing this, Yuan Zai was stunned but soon realized that he had made a mistake. Those who rushed 
into Jing'an Department didn't have to stay in Jing'an Department. That man and Wen Ran must have 
climbed over the wall and hidden themselves in Cibei Temple. 


He couldn't quite understand why Jing'an Department had made such arrangements in a thatch-roofed 
lO emia Oi] ol iMK-1an)e)(-¥m olU] mua) Meco) alavii(olamel(olamemalfale(-laualleamine)eame-].d[al-mlanleat-lelt-1xom-(eid(elamm A0l-1aW4-] ml oy-le(-) 
his men to have their eye on Xu Bin, emphasizing that this was an important accessory. Then he left the 
hall, mustered a batch of guards and headed for the thatch-roofed hut in Cibei Temple. 


Halfway there, Yuan Zai suddenly stopped, raised his head and flicked a glance at the big watchtower. 
With a sullen look on his face, he dispatched half of the guards to quickly climb up the tower and bring 
Yao Runeng down. 





'The reason why Wen Ran managed to escape must be that this bastard somehow sent her a message. 
Even if he didn't, it's not the right thing to do to let this person stay on the big watchtower which is a 
facility of such great importance.’ Yuan Zai suddenly discovered that he was too kind-hearted, that all 
people related to Zhang Xiaojing should be ruthlessly eliminated irrespective of whether they were 
guilty or not. 


They knocked at the front door of Cibei Temple and a monk opened it. Then they had a receptionist lead 
the way, heading directly for the thatch-roofed hut. There was another team progressing along the wall 
between Jing'an Department and the temple to cut off any potential retreat of the targets. 


Soon the vanguard reported that there were indeed someone in the thatch-roofed hut. This time Yuan 
Zai didn't make any rash decisions. Patiently, he waited for all guards to be in position, and it was not 
until the thatch-roofed hut was surrounded in a tight ring and even the Free Life Pond in front of the hut 
was guarded that he gave the order to break into the hut. 
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wooden door open. A woman's scream and a man's angry rebuke came from inside the hut, followed by 
chaotic footsteps and sound of struggle. 





12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


The hunt finished in an instant. Yuan Zai was satisfied to see that Cen Can and Wen Ran were escorted 
out of the hut, each with two soldiers gripping their arms. He walked over and curiously scrutinized this 
young woman. 


She had a small and exquisite face, but her eyes were big. Her lips lightly curved upwards, making her 
seem stubborn. 'She's indeed a beauty — no wonder Prince Yong's got his eye on her. But she looks very 
haggard. She probably has suffered a lot during the past half a day.’ 


In fact, this girl counted as his benefactor. If it weren't for that Feng Dalun abducted Wen Ran, how 
would the series of subsequent events have happened? And how would Yuan Zai have got sucha 
meteoric rise? 


Yuan Zai suddenly felt an impulse to play a prank. He walked up to Wen Ran and said, "Lady Wen, | was 
requested by someone to take you home." 


Wen Ran raised his head, hope gleaming in her eyes. "Was it my benefactor?" 


Yuan Zai burst into laugh. "Absolutely. He's already dead. Before he died, he entrusted you to Prince 
Yong." 


He observed her with an amused look. Wen Ran's ruddy face visibly paled and then went ashen. As if her 
bones had suddenly been pulled out of her, soldiers lost their grip on her arms and she limply slumped 
down to the ground. 


"So this is the reaction someone would have when they lose all hope." Amazed, Yuan Zai clicked his 
tongue. While he was still thinking about this, Wen Ran suddenly stood up and rushed to butt him like 
an angry little deer. Blindsided, Yuan Zai tilted backwards and fell into the Free Life Pond with a splash, 
followed by Wen Ran. 


It was early spring. Water in the Free Life Pond was not deep. There was only a thin layer of ice on the 
surface which was smashed by the two people. At first, Yuan Zai was flustered and kept swinging his 
arms and kicking his legs, but soon his feet touched the bottom of the pond and he was slightly relieved. 
But right at this moment, Wen Ran quickly approached him, conveniently grabbed a piece of pointed ice 
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The scene was instantly thrown into total confusion. Soldiers hurriedly tried to get down to save him, 
but when they saw the threat Wen Ran posed to him, none of them dared to approach. 


This time it was Yuan Zai whose face paled. The sharp, icy piece of ice against his skin gave him an 
exceptionally distinct feeling that death was so close to him. His lips involuntarily started trembling. 
‘How could this happen? How could this happen? Everything's been so perfect during this day. How 
could | die became of a minor mistake?’ 





Standing in waist-deep icy water, Wen Ran snapped to soldiers around, "Back off! All of you!" Yuan Zai 
also hurriedly yelled, "Hurry. Do as she said." 


Soldiers had no choice but to draw back. Then Wen Ran, with the ice against Yuan Zai's throat, walked 
out of the Free Life Pond and ordered them to release Cen Can. Yuan Zai urged the soldiers and they 
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Cen Can walked over, took a deep look at Yuan Zai and shook his head. "You could have won if you 
hadn't dallied with people's heart." Yuan Zai kept silent. 


Wen Ran coerced Yuan Zai into walking towards the outside of Cibei Temple step by step. Those soldiers 
followed them closely but didn't know what to do. Yuan Zai said, "Our men are out there everywhere. 
You won't make it out of here. If you drop the knife, | can help clear you and your benefactor of false 
charges." 


"Shut up!" 


Wen Ran ignored him. Suddenly, she turned her head back and said to Cen Can, "Please leave, Master 
Cen. You have nothing to do with these things after all." Cen Can was stunned. "You want me to leave 
you here alone? | can't do that." 


"You've already done enough for us, master. Some day you'll become an official. Don't let yourself be 
incriminated by me." Wen Ran held the ice tightly, the look on her face rueful but firm. 


Cen Can intended to insist on staying, but he suddenly noticed that water was quietly dripping down the 
ice in Wen Ran's hand. He abruptly realized that it wouldn't be long before the ice melted spontaneously, 
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Cen Can gritted his teeth. "Is there anything | can do for you? | promise I'll do it, whatever the cost." 
Wen Ran gave a wry smile and said, "Help me put away the signboard of Wen's Incense Store and burn 
it along with the wish-tablet | set up for my benefactor. That'll be enough. | only hope that what 
Buddhist monks said was true, that there's indeed a heaven where kind people will go to after they die." 


All sorts of feelings welled up in Cen Can's heart as he heard this. A string of brilliant lines of verses 
containing intense indignation and sorrow were at the tip of his tongue, but he was unable to make a 
single remark. He solemnly folded his hands in front, turned around and left. 


Those soldiers wanted to stop him, but since Yuan Zai was still under her control, none of them dared to 
move. After Cen Can's figure disappeared at the front gate of Cibei Temple, Wen Ran heaved a deep sigh, 
tossed aside the ice knife the most part of which had melted, and limply sat onto the ground. 


Yuan Zai, who narrowly escaped death, rapidly ran over ten steps away from her, and then bade soldiers 
to grip Wen Ran. It was not until this moment that he found that his back was soaked with cold sweat. 
When wind blew by, his whole back was icy. 


Yuan Zai angrily raised the front part of his robe to wipe off the water on his face, a ferocious look in his 
eyes. 





For a man like Yuan Zai, the feeling of imminent death was extremely miserable. That Cen Can was 
insignificant, but this Wen Ran nearly irreversibly stained this perfect night. By no means would he let 
her get away with this. 


They escorted Wen Ran out of Cibei Temple, heading for Jinzhao Office. This time, with four soldiers 
gripping her arms and another four ready to whip out their sabers at any moment, Wen Ran had no 
chance to escape at all. Yuan Zai kept a distance away from her in order not to repeat a disastrous 
blunder. 


Soon this procession, all members of which were acting as if they were confronted by a formidable 
enemy, arrived at the gateway of Jinzhao Office, from which a high, magnificent horse-drawn carriage 
happened to be about to depart. When the carriage was passing by the procession, someone suddenly 
craned out of the window, her face a mixture of surprise and delight. 


"Consultant Yuan." 


Yuan Zai saw that the person was Wang Yunxiu. It turned out that the carriage of the Wang Family had 
arrived and was now taking her home. He gave a smile and was just about to speak when Wang Yunxiu 
yelled in a pleasantly surprised tone of voice, "Wen Ran? You also survived?" 


Wen Ran, who was under escort, abruptly raised her head and finally burst into tears. 
"Sister Wang!" 
Yuan Zai's smiling face instantly froze. 
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end of the street with a calm look on her face. 


This was the most uproarious place in Chang'an. This was not only the place where the largest, most 
gorgeous cluster of lantern holders and the most talented entertainers were, but also the place where 
the Emperor, at Sigeng(01:00), would walk to the top floor of the Industriousness and Pragmatism 
Pavilion to share his happiness and enjoy this festival with all residents. There was less than two Hours 
to go. Residents were gathering around from all sides, crowding the place to such an extent that not a 
drop of water could have trickled through. 


But all this hustle and bustle didn't concern her. 


In the distance, six cavalrymen in gold armor appeared at the end of the street, followed by eight 
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With that, a luxurious four-windowed carriage drawn by four purplish red horses progressed over, 
escorted by a dozen guards in brocade clothes. 


This guard of honor had already been simplified to the greatest possible extent, but facing this 
boundless sea of people, it still appeared bloated. The procession had no choice but to slow down to the 
lowest speed and tried to force their way through crowds of residents, heading for Xingqing Palace. 
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Heedless of those guards around her who whipped out their sabers, she grabbed the cross board at the 
rear of the four-windowed carriage, yelling at the top of her voice, "Your Highness! Jing'an Department 
is at stake!" 


There was a deserted temple called Guan Zhong Temple. Nobody knew when it was built or when it was 
abandoned. It was said that Guan Zhong was the first one to run a brothel, so it was not surprising that a 
temple named after him stood here. A bookstore of Shouzhuo Mercenary was right next door to this 
abandoned temple. 


Over twenty Shouzhuo mercenaries were standing beside a broken censer in front of the temple, each 
having a fierce look on his face and a weapon in his hand. Their captain was in the middle of them. They 
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moving on the unsurfaced road emanated from the path in the distance. Many Shouzhuo mercenaries 
subconsciously raised their weapons, but the captain remained still, the look on his face unchanged. 


An ox-drawn carriage slowly progressed to the front of the temple. The driver reined in the ox and 
parked the carriage. Elder Ge and Zhang Xiaojing got off the carriage. The former seemed senile and 
weak, and the latter was still recovering from injury, the two of whom showed a stark contrast with the 
group of murderous men on the other side. 


The captain flicked a look at the position behind the carriage and found that there seemed to be no 
other men. He asked, "Elder Ge, what can | do for you?" 


Elder Ge shook his head and said, "| have nothing to say to you. It is this man who wants to talk to you." 
Then he stepped aside and with that Zhang Xiaojing jumped off the carriage from the rear. His face was 
still pale and he was faintly unsteady due to serious injury. 


There was a commotion on the other side the moment he showed himself. A lot of Shouzhuo 
mercenaries wielded their weapons and could barely forbear to launch an attack immediately. The 
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"Yama Zhang? How dare you come here?" 


The captain knew his nickname. Clearly he had done some research into his background. With a fearless 
look, Zhang Xiaojing took a step forward and said, "It is somebody else who killed the Fire-master." The 
captain smiled wryly, not believing him at all. Zhang Xiaojing said, "If you don't believe me, ask those 
who were in the blacksmith's next door whether another person had gone inside before me and never 
come out." 


Having seen that he said this so assertively, the captain summoned a couple of his men and asked them 
about it in a low voice. Then he raised his head and said, "What you said is true, but it can't prove that 
you're not the one who killed him." 
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here to figure out one thing: who hired Shouzhuo Mercenary to kill an elder in Persian Temple?" 





The captain smiled sarcastically, "A commandant of Jing'an Department? Wanted posters of you are 
everywhere in the whole city. Even if Snouzhuo Mercenary stands by, you still have nowhere to go." 


"That doesn't concern you. Who hired Shouzhuo Mercenary to killed an elder in Persian Temple? 

"Why should | tell you?" 

"Because this matter is related to the safety of the whole Chang'an City! Elder Puzhe of Persian Temple 
is suspected of a horrible conspiracy to destroy Chang'an. Your refusal to be cooperative is synonymous 
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his only eye, and his tone of voice became threatening. 


"You're an escaped criminal. Who gave you the right to exaggerate things just to scare people?!" 





12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 
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Xiaojing, who didn't try to dodge, was instantly pressed onto the bronze censer with his face against its 
uneven surface with patterns, which was very painful. 


Elder Ge stood by indifferently. He only agreed to bring Zhang Xiaojing here to have an audience with 
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Gripping Zhang Xiaojing's hair, the captain hit his head onto the censer several times, blood flowing 
down from his frontal angle. Zhang Xiaojing didn't resist. When the captain stopped, he said ina 
terrifyingly calm tone, "Have you heard about the explosion in West Market in the afternoon?" 


Stunned, the captain involuntarily loosened his grip. He hadn't seen the explosion himself but he'd sent 
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failed to get any inside information. 


Zhang Xiaojing straightened himself, leaned against the censer and said with a grin, "There are dozens of 
this kind of explosion brewing up in Chang'an right now, and the only clue is Elder Puzhe. You 
assassinated the elder, so you will be the scapegoat." 


One of his cheeks was full of marks caused by the bulging patterns on the censer, and the other half was 
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hell. 


The captain knitted his eyebrows tightly together. This person's words were unverified, but he couldn't 
ignore them. The reason why Shouzhuo Mercenary survived so many years' trials and tests was not 
because they were powerful and ferocious but because they were prudent. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "Originally, | had already convinced the assassin named Seventeen Liu to take me to 
you, but the caravan was intercepted halfway there. Seventeen Liu was killed on site, which indicated 
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investigation carried out by the authority will only lead to you." 


The captain had heard about this thing as well. The intersection where the attack happened was not far 
away from Pingkang Fang. Apart from Seventeen Liu, a couple of military officers were also victims. 


"So let me ask you this again: who hired Shouzhuo Mercenary to assassinate an elder in Persian 
Temple?" 


The captain answered stiffly, "| don't know. The contact between clients and the Fire-master had always 
been one-way. The Fire-master was the only one who knew what the client looked like." 
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After a long silence, the captain answered reluctantly, "The Fire-master kept a secret account book as a 
precaution, but only | and Fire-master know where this account book is." 


No wonder he hesitated so long before telling him this. If clients knew that Shouzhuo Mercenary 
secretly kept an account book with detailed information about them, they surely wouldn't trust them 
that much any longer. 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "| need to read this account book." 
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away from you, but | didn't take the offer. Instead | came back here to find you guys — do you know why? 
Because this thing is too big. It's so big that I'm too concerned to think about my personal gains or 

losses." 


Elder Ge nodded, indicating that he was telling the truth. Then he curled his lip, suggesting that he 
scorned his choice. 


"It's the same for you. This thing is too big. It transcends your so-called rules or feelings of gratitude or 
resentment," said Zhang Xiaojing. "It's your call whether to give me the account book or not. But you 
have to be mentally prepared for the consequences of your choice you'll have to face." 


After consulting with a couple of his men in a low voice, the captain said, "We'll let you read the account 
book, but you have to do it with our presence, and you're only allowed to read the part we designate." 


Zhang Xiaojing agreed without any hesitation. 


The captain had two men tie Zhang Xiaojing up and take him to the bookstore. Elder Ge and most of 
other Shouzhuo mercenaries waited at the entrance of the alley and were not allowed to approach. At 
the doorway of the bookstore, the captain signaled Zhang Xiaojing to wait outside. He himself went into 
the house. After a while, he came out with a reddish brown scroll. 


Ugly, small and fairly unobtrusive, this scroll was indeed a good choice as a secret account book. 
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suddenly he heard a whoosh coming from above him. He raised his head and a black figure abruptly 
descended from mid-air and snatched the scroll from his hand in a flash. 


At the same time, Zhang Xiaojing let out a cry, freed himself from the ropes and pounced on the black 
figure. The knot in the rope turned out to be a slip knot which could be undone with a soft pull. Having 
not expected this, the black figure started drawing back rapidly but the cob wall of the bookstore 
blocked his retreat. 


The black figure had a brainstorm in this urgent situation. Holding the scroll with one hand, he aimed a 
kick at the uneven surface of the cob wall and surprisingly, with the help of the row of small holes, he 
managed to narrowly dodged Zhang Xiaojing's attack, intending to leap onto the top of the wall. 





At this moment, with a couple of yells, three or four fishing nets were thrown upwards from both sides. 
No matter how good the black figure's lightness skills were, he was unable to escape from these nets 
overspreading the whole place. He leaped up with a fishing net on his head but was soon dragged down 
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Zhang Xiaojing walked up to the black figure and kicked the scroll off his hand. The scroll instantly 
scattered and all papers were blank without a single word. 


"Shouzhuo Mercenary values credibility the most. How is it possible that they've been secretly keeping 
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you wouldn't have fallen into this trap," Zhang Xiaojing said sarcastically. 


It turned out that all this was a trap they laid. 


This black figure had killed the Fire-master first, and then Seventeen Liu. The task his organization had 
assigned to him must be to cut off all potential clues. But this guy was too fast for them to catch up with, 
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As aresult, under the mediation of Elder Ge, the captain, who didn't know whether to believe it or not, 
cooperated with Zhang Xiaojing and set a trap. They predicted that the black figure would no doubt hide 
himself nearby waiting for the occasion to arise. 


They pretended that there was a secret account book containing clues to the identity of the client. Thus, 
the black figure was tricked into believing that he must snatch the account book before Zhang Xiaojing 
got it. Sly as he was, he hadn't expected that Shouzhuo Mercenary and Zhang Xiaojing, who had become 
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Lanterns were lit all around, shedding a glow over the black figure. This person still bore an old man's 
face, but his skintight sackcloth clothes failed to disguise his well-proportioned, muscular body. He was 
lying prostrate and still beneath the fishing net like a fish that had been dragged ashore for a long time. 


The captain walked up to him with an iron hammer in his hand, a piercing look in his eyes. "So this is the 
killer who murdered the Fire-master?" 


"In the flesh." 


The captain aimed a kick at the black figure but there was no reaction. With greater force, he gave him 
another few kicks in a row. Zhang Xiaojing said blandly, "Don't kill him yet. | have some questions for 
him." The captain raised his hammer high and said, "His mouth is all you need, | suppose?" Then he 
heavily swung the hammer at the knee of the black figure. Unexpectedly, the man suddenly curled up, 
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"Deathbed struggle," the captain smiled wryly and turned his hammer, intending to give another blow. 


However, right at this moment, a Shouzhuo mercenary hastily ran inside from the entrance of the alley, 
yelling, "A great number of soldiers are coming our way!" 





"Um? How come they knew about this? Who blew the whistle?" The captain furrowed his brow and 
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eyes onto the fishing net. It struck him who did this. 


This killer had never been merely a killer. He was a man who knew how to make full use of all external 
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mercenaries into misunderstanding Zhang Xiaojing with a series of clever tactics, and then took 
advantage of the confusion and fled. 


This time he played the same old trick again. Before coming here, he had reported to the authorities in 
advance that Zhang Xiaojing had been hiding in the bookstore. Thus, no matter he succeeded or not, 
swarms of soldiers would flood into the alley and throw the situation into total confusion. 
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The captain resentfully put away his hammer, bade his subordinates to draw in the net tight and then 
said, "This guy must come with us." Zhang Xiaojing's face fell. "We have a deal, don't we? You can do 
whatever you want to him after | get the answer." 


The captain pointed at the entrance of the alley and said, "Maybe you should handle those guys first. 
Under no circumstances would Shouzhuo Mercenary provide shelter for a wanted man." Zhang Xiaojing 
sneered, "'Return every favor. Repay every debt' my ass. It turns out that only the latter half is true." A 
faintly embarrassed look appeared on the captain's face, but eventually he merely waved his hand, 
saying, "Come and seek us out if you manage to escape from the hunt." 


Shouzhuo Mercenary's foe must be handled by Shouzhuo Mercenary. It was a matter of reputation. But 
they didn't want to mess with the government. 


For fear that Zhang Xiaojing would try to stop them from taking the man away, the captain blocked his 
path and urged his subordinates to transfer the assassin. On hearing this, Zhang Xiaojing anxiously said, 
"Break his legs first!" 
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and nothing could go wrong. However, the moment the fishing net was opened, the black figure 
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Blindsided, the four people were spattered with the liquid and screeched in unison, their movements 
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towards the top of the wall, splashing green liquid all around. 


Zhang Xiaojing, who had very quick reflexes, stretched out his hand and grabbed his pant leg, droplets of 
green liquid falling onto his skin giving him burning pains. Due to the pull, the black figure paused in mid- 
air, and the captain's hammer had been swung at him. Instead of trying to dodge the blow, the black 
figure raised his left arm to parry it. The hammer hit his arm hard and broke it with a snap. But the black 
figure bought himself an opportunity at the expense of this arm of his, with which he violently waved his 
left hand and splashed some green liquid into the captain's eyes. 





The captain let out an anguished roar, dropped the hammer and started madly rubbing his eyes. Making 
use of this interval, the black figure took another flying leap and landed on the top of the wall. 


When described in words, this series of changes seemed to have taken a long time, but actually they 
happened in an instant. The black figure was really a tough and callous man. In order to seize the 
initiative, he actually sacrificed an arm of his. On landing onto the top of the wall, he turned around and 
looked in the direction of Zhang Xiaojing. A voice as hoarse as the sound of wind blowing past tiles came. 
"Zhang Xiaojing, |, Fishgut, swear to God I'll take your life." 


After saying this, with a twitch of his body, he disappeared into the dark night. 





12. Haichu (21:00-21:59) Part 7 


Translator: DragonRider 


Zhang Xiaojing ignored the captain who was rolling on the ground, sniffed at the green liquid on his 
sleeve and identified it as copperas oil, which was a material used by Taoist alchemists to make pills. It 
corroded paper, wood and skin very quickly. Many assassins had sleeve bags hidden in their sleeves, 
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‘Who's this guy going by the name of Fishgut exactly...’ Zhang Xiaojing was secretly startled, the look on 
his face concerned in the extreme. 


He had exhausted his ability and finally found a faint gleam of hope under such difficult circumstances, 
but eventually he still failed to stop Fishgut from escaping. Fishgut wouldn't be tricked for a second time, 
which meant that the last trail went cold. 


With the disappearance of hope, huge pressure instantly came at him from all sides. As firm and 
persistent as Zhang Xiaojing was, he was still exhausted both mentally and physically. He began to 
suspect that maybe this was divine will. Just like that gory fight happened the year before, he did 
everything he could but still couldn't save the situation single-handed, and neither could he save the life 
of his comrade-in-arms. One person was no match for an organization, not by any means. 


Besides, currently, he was under attack from two powerful forces at the same time, the Imperial Court 
of Tang Dynasty and Kailu Hodo, from both the front and the rear. 


All his efforts were doomed to be in vain at the very moment they were made. Elder Ge's words 
repeated themselves in his mind again and again, as if some demon inside him was talking to him, 'You 
care about Tang Dynasty, but does Tang Dynasty care about you?’ 


Zhang Xiaojing managed to open his only eye. His vision had begun to blur. Soldiers hastily rushed into 
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Shouzhuo mercenaries carried their captain and retreated. Elder Ge had also quietly left. In no 
circumstances would they help him. 


He was in a genuinely hopeless situation, both inside and outside. 


"Runeng, I'm sorry, but | won't be able to keep my promise of hanging in there." Zhang Xiaojing's 
shoulders dejectedly drooped. Leaning against the cob wall, he seemed to have been aged considerably 
in an instant. 


Suddenly, with a twitch of his ears, he hurriedly raised his head and saw that the black figure leaped 
down from a roof not far away heading squarely his way. Having never expected that this guy would 
come back, Zhang Xiaojing shot out his elbow backwards at him out of force of habit. Surprisingly, the 
black figure failed to parry the blow and was elbowed right on the nose. With a pained groan, he fell to 
the ground. 





Finding that the voice was not right, Zhang Xiaojing fixed his gaze on the figure only to discover that it 
was Es who had been missing for a long time. Ever since this guy wandered off on Rosefinch Street, he 
had never shown himself again. Zhang Xiaojing had thought that they had got rid of him. Unexpectedly, 
he materialized at this place. His eyes, which looked like those of a Persian cat, brimmed with tears due 
to the pain. 


"Say no more. Follow me!" Too anxious to explain, Es turned around and started climbing up the wall. 


Zhang Xiaojing discovered that those dents, heads of rafters, edges of tiles and cracks seemed to be out 
of order, but under Es' feet, they were like an invisible ladder, which could be easily climbed if one made 
use of those footholds in the right order. Remarkably, he followed suit and soon climbed to the top of 
the wall without much difficulty. 


Leading Zhang Xiaojing, Es dexterously progressed across one roof after another by climbing over beams 
and eaves. It seemed as if he was walking on level ground. Soon, they jumped into a deserted, secluded 
courtyard, leaving those pursuers far away behind them. 


Before Zhang Xiaojing could ask, Es started spilling words out. 


It turned out that he didn't wander off on Rosefinch Street. It was just that he competitively wanted to 
render meritorious service before Zhang Xiaojing, so Es climbed over the wall and got into Pingkangli 
first with his grotto-running skills. Unexpectedly, though he had excellent lightness skills, his sense of 
direction was poor. He mistakenly entered a brothel and wasted a lot of time. When he got rid of those 
people in the brothel and returned to the street, as luck would have it, he witnessed Fishgut's raid on 
the carriage in which Seventeen Liu was escorted. 


Astounded, Es hurriedly followed him in a covert manner. Remarkably, with his grotto-running skills, he 
neither lost the target nor got exposed. Stalking Fishgut, he arrived at the bookstore located at the end 
of the alley. 


And then there were several twists and turns which happened so quick that Es was unable to react. He 
wanted to pursue Fishgut when he saw him fleeing, but then he observed that Zhang Xiaojing was about 
to be caught by those soldiers. He had to make a choice between the two. Eventually, Es clenched his 
teeth and chose to save Zhang Xiaojing. 


"What a pity! What a pity!" Es regretfully scratched his head. 


Zhang Xiaojing made no redundant remarks. He directly asked, "You'd been stalking him for quite a long 
time. Did you find any clues to his identity? — Cut to the chase!" 


"Er... This guy is definitely from the Western Regions. At least he stayed in the Western Regions for quite 
some time. His grotto-running skills are on a par with mine," Es observed in a very modest manner. 


"What about his whereabouts? Does he have any dens?" 


"No. He'd been moving around like a swift cat on rooftops in Pingkang Fang all along. But | got this... " Es 
fumbled in his clothes and then fished out a small stuff. 





It was half a bamboo chip, about the size of a nail, shaped like a aniseed. 


Es said that, in order to facilitate jumping, Fishgut wore a pair of customized fishbone shoes, which had 
a lot of fishbone-like ridges on the soles. This half a bamboo chip used to be fixed between two ridges. 

Sharp-eyed Es observed that something dropped from the sole of Fishgut's shoe when he was taking a 

leap on a rooftop, so he conveniently picked it up. 


"| told you so. Nothing in Chang'an escapes my notice." 
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and said to Es dejectedly, "Thank you, but there's no way we can stop the Kailu Hodo now. You'd better 
go back to the temple and tell your fellow monks to leave the city and find shelter." 


Es was taken aback. "Isn't this a clue?" 


"It's just a ubiquitous bamboo chip. What do you think we can deduce from it?" Zhang Xiaojing 
answered, dispirited. 


Es moved his face closer to him and said unhappily, "Ubiquitous? Are you questioning my discernment? 
If it's really just a ubiquitous bamboo chip, you think I'd specially picked it up? You see. Somebody must 
have meticulously carved it into this octagon, and there's also an indentation in the middle. This thing is 
not ubiquitous in Chang'an... " 


As he heard Es' remarks, Zhang Xiaojing's despondent face faintly brightened, as if having been injected 
with a trace of vigor. 


He was right, the way this bamboo chip had been carved was very rare — not because few craftsmen 
were good enough to do this but because it was uneconomical. Making this thing required fine 
workmanship and was very time-consuming, and nobody would spend so much time carving a bamboo 
chip of so little value, unless it was part of a larger component of something. 


The look in Zhang Xiaojing's eyes gradually grew serious. He abruptly recalled something. 


After the explosion in Changming Fang, some staff members of Jing'an Department had collected a lot of 
fragments at the scene and taken them back for research. He had once carefully checked them and 
found Cao Poyan's necklace. Now he recalled that there seemed to be a lot of pieces of bamboo among 
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But back then he had only given a careless glimpse at those pieces, so he didn't remember many details, 
and neither did he know whether there was any connection between those pieces of bamboo and this 
ey Janleleremeal| oMiamalcwmar-laleMuyar-lat-ap.¢r-le)|lal:ainalelet-4 a) mdar-lem al-m\\Zol6] (0M al-hV{-mkom xem of-[o icons) [a\-ar-lamD\-ley-laueal-lalmli 
he wanted to figure this out — but those proofs probably had already been burnt. 


Thinking about this, he felt another twinge of disappointment. At this moment, Es suddenly held Zhang 
Xiaojing's hand, stuffed the cross he wore into his palm and said urgently, "Commandant Zhang, 
perseverance means victory. It's still too early to give up. You see. Even | still have my fight." 





His innocent, gemstone-like eyes seemed to possess some kind of mysterious power. Zhang Xiaojing 
couldn't help giving a smile, and with that his spirits became slightly higher. "Actually this matter doesn't 
concern you. Why do you care about it so much?" 


Es said with a solemn look, "Whether Persian Temple can regain its rightful Nestorian name solely 
depends on commandant, so | naturally should try my level best." 


Zhang Xiaojing pulled a wry face and said, "Currently | cannot even be sure of my own safety. I'm afraid 
you'll be disappointed." But Es said, "Nestorian doctrin stresses that as long as one prays to God with 
persistence, retains hope for delight and endures hardship with a strong will, he or she will surely be 
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I'm sure you'll be somebody in the future and you'll no doubt be of great help to Nestorianism." 


Zhang Xiaojing said in surprise, "If it were for money and fame, | can understand. But it's just a name, is 
it really worth taking such a risk?" 


"It is. Without the right name, people might not take our words seriously," Es answered earnestly, as if it 
was the most important thing in the world. Seeing the faintly unconvinced look on Zhang Xiaojing's face, 
he pointed at his own eyes and said, "Does Commandant Zhang know any details about my pretty 
eyes?" 


"Persia?" 


"Only legitimate Persian royal members have such crystal clear green eyes." Es' tone of voice was full of 
pride, but with that he sighed, "Unfortunately, in the reign of Emperor Taizong and Emperor Gaozong, 
Arab Empire invaded Persia and subjugated it. Under orders from our emperor Beiluss, all our people 
migrated to the territory of Tang, where Beiluss was appointed Right Weiwei General. All royal members 
lived in various cities in the Western Regions. | was born a people of a conquered nation and had been 
suffering from discrimination for many years. If it weren't for God, | probably would have died and been 
buried in the desert long ago." 


Zhang Xiaojing grunted, "Um." No wonder he sometimes claimed that he was a prince of Persia. Zhang 
Xiaojing had thought that he was joking. Unexpectedly, it was true. 


Es suddenly raised his head and crossed himself. "My identity had witnessed vicissitudes and the cycle of 
nations. Neither power nor wealth endures. Serving God is the only way to eternity. The rectification of 
his name is the very thing I'll be pursuing for the rest of my life, and | will not hesitate to lay down my 
life if need be!" 


His eyes twinkled with enthusiasm. Finding that there was no way he could decline, Zhang Xiaojing had 
no choice but to say, "Okay, okay. I'll figure out a way to get back to Jin'an Department and see what | 
can find out about this bamboo chip — it's a shot in the dark, but it's the only thing we can do." 


He had just finished the last word when lanterns on watchtowers on all sides started flashing on and off 
constantly at the same time. Zhang Xiaojing furrowed his brow, raised his eyes and discovered that this 
was the most urgent communication situation where all watchtowers would keep sending the same 
message repeatedly until the next order was given. He soon decoded the message. It came from the big 
watchtower, and its contents were repetitions of four words. 





| DYom ale) me) pa(om o}-(e1 eum LOM alo) mee) ea{= ml of-[e1, em Blom aleleee) salou el-lel.@ 





13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


After saying this, Long Bo moved his eyes off this ex-Sicheng of Jing'an Department, turned around and 
ascended the staircase leading to the entrance of this cellar step by step. When he stepped onto level 
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Haizheng, 14th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
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"Squeak—" 


The door of a wooden cage, which hadn't been opened for a long time, was forcibly swung open with a 
jerky, unpleasant squeak given by the pivot. Li Bi was violently pushed inside and nearly fell to the 
ground, shackles on his ankles, his hands tightly tied up at the back. There was also a strip of material 
between his upper and lower teeth, which was tied at the back of his head, lest he commit suicide by 
biting his own tongue. 


After enjoying that "spectacle" made with Fierceflame bombs, he was taken into a cellar near the 
courtyard. A giant wooden cage stood here, which probably had once been used to cage some exotic 
precious beast by the owner. A faint funky odor was emanating from the cracks in the wood. 


Li Bi was standing bolt upright, keeping a long distance from every fence. He had no intention of sitting 
or lying down, since that was what a caged animal would do. He was tightly holding on to the last bit of 
his dignity. 


The whole cellar had only a small window for letting air in, so the air inside was murky and old. 
Intentionally or unintentionally, the two guards was standing near the entrance of the cellar where 
there was a stone staircase leading upwards to the ground, and where they could breathe slightly more 
comfortably. 


The guards appeared very relaxed. They didn't worry that Li Bi would try to flee, since he was a frail 
scholar who knew nothing about fighting. Even if he managed to free himself from the shackles and 
ropes, he would still be trapped in the wooden cage; and even if he managed to get out of the cage, he 
would still be stuck in the cellar — to say the least, even if he managed to get out of the cellar, there 
were still a lot of guards outside in the courtyard, so by no means could he escape. As a matter of fact, 
their only duty was to prevent Li Bi from killing himself. 


Li Bi knew very well that he probably wouldn't be able to survive this. What he desperately wanted to do 
was not find a way to survive but sent out a message. At least he had to inform Zhang Xiaojing what 
Termite's tactic was. 





Li Bi was not afraid of death. What he was worried about was the East Palace and all residents of 
Chang'an. 


He looked around again, trying to find even the minutest flaw, but once again, Li Bi was disappointed. 
The security here was too tight. Besides, this was an underground location from which he couldn't even 
see the situation outside, not to mention sending out a message. 


‘If Zhang Xiaojing were here, what will he do?’ Li Bi couldn't help thinking, but he failed to find the 
answer no matter how hard he tried. There was no means by which someone who grew up in a rich, 
noble family could figure out what a veteran who cheated death in the Western Regions would do under 
such circumstances. 


‘Your Highness, this time | might not be able to keep my word...' an inner voice said repeatedly, and it 
refused to stop, despite his best efforts. 


At this very instant, footsteps came from the entrance of the cellar. Li Bi raised his head and, to his 
surprise, found that Long Bo returned. This man was still chewing on mint leaves, his cheek muscles 
rippling vigorously, a ghost of subtle smile on his face. 


He walked up to the wooden cage and said, "Sicheng Li, | specially came here to congratulate you." 


Li Bi remained silent. He knew this man must have brought some bad news again — but how much worse 
could the current situation possibly be? 


"My subordinates just reported that Jing'an Department has been rebuilt. Sicheng Li has to shoulder this 
heavy burden no more." Long Bo fixed Li Bi with a stare. Watching his eyebrows were gradually knitted 
together again, he felt very pleased. It was a pity that Li Bi had a strip of material in his mouth. 
Otherwise he would probably have been even more pleased after hearing whatever it was Li Bi had to 
Say. 


"It is said that your successor is a Palace Privy Censor named Ji Wen. The first thing he did after taking 
office was to order a citywide hunt for Zhang Xiaojing, whom he said was a mole. Jing'an Department's 
triple-feather order has been circulated throughout the whole Chang'an." 


Long Bo, needless to say, knew that Li Bi surely understood the undertones of this message. Prime 
Minister Li had aggressively intervened. Jing'an Department's had fallen into the hands of the opposition. 
And the last glimmer of hope of eliminating Termite was being cut off by his own men. 


The very reason why he specially came to this cellar was that he wanted to give his prisoner the last 
blow. Long Bo believed that Li Bi would thoroughly give up resisting after hearing this unexpected 
"good" news. With a big smile on his face, he looked at Li Bi. As expected, Li Bi's knitted eyebrows never 
loosened again. 


Long Bo raised his finger and signaled the guards to remove the strip of material from Li Bi's mouth. Li Bi 
exhaled deeply. He didn't bite off his own tongue. Under the circumstances, suicide had become totally 


pointless. 


"So Prime Minister Li is the one behind you Termites?" Li Bi blurted. 





Long Bo burst into laugh. "Sicheng Li flattered us. We're not worthy of the favor of a great personage 
like him... but though the new superior sent by Prime Minister Li is not an undercover official, he's 
better than an undercover official. Thanks to his instructions, nobody is after us now. Everybody's eyes 
are on Zhang Xiaojing. We should send him a thank-you plaque." 


Li Bi ignored this crack joke. "What about Zhang Xiaojing? Did he get caught as well?" 


"He will be sooner or later. If Zhang Xiaojing is smart enough, he would have figured out a way and got 
out of the city by now," Long Bo said, radiant with joy. 


Li Bi's lips twitched but he didn't contradict him. Zhang Xiaojing had lost the guarantee that he'd been 
granted an amnesty after this thing was over, as well as the authority to investigate into this case, which 
meant that he had no reason to keep doing this. If he were in Zhang Xiaojing's shoes, he would have 
made the same choice. 


A look heavy with dejection gradually appeared on his well-featured face, and his eyes went dull. The 
defeat had become a sure thing. Long Bo knew this man had lost the impetus to resist, because he 
couldn't see even the slimmest gleam of hope. 


"So there's no need for Sicheng Li to have any fond hope. Just have a good rest, recite some sutras and 
say Mass to some departed souls. Maybe you will actually ascend and become an immortal. In that case, 
you'll have to thank me for giving you the chance to find your celestial destiny." 


After saying this, Long Bo moved his eyes off this ex-Sicheng of Jing'an Department, turned around and 
ascended the staircase leading to the entrance of this cellar step by step. When he stepped onto level 
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touch. A figure was lurking there. He was the very person who had just brought the latest news. 


Before Long Bo spoke, Fishgut's unique hoarse voice was heard. "I'm leaving." 


"Um? All clues to Shouzhuo Mercenary have been cut off, right? Where else do you want to go?" Long 
Bo was stunned. 


"I'm going to kill Zhang Xiaojing." His voice was still bland, but it was heavy with killing aura. 

Long Bo knew that Fishgut had always been a conceited man. This time he nearly fell into the trap Zhang 
Xiaojing laid for him, and he also lost an arm. This crowning humiliation must be wiped out. With a 
frown on his face, he said, "Zhang Xiaojing probably has already got out of the city by now. He's not that 


stupid." 


"He is exactly that stupid. | saw him return to Jing'an Department. If it weren't for that | had to come 
here to report, | would have pursued him," Fishgut answered stubbornly. 


"Jing'an Department?" This news greatly surprised Long Bo. "He wants to hurl himself into the net?" 


No response came from the dark. Fishgut also didn't know the reason for Zhang Xiaojing's abnormal 
behavior. 





Long Bo flicked a glance at the hourcopper in the courtyard and saw that it was a quarter past 
Haizheng(22:00). He said to Fishgut, "Don't get distracted by this guy. Soon the last task will begin. Let's 
finish the job first. As regards Zhang Xiaojing, just let him be. He's unlikely to be a threat to us." 


"Suit yourself, but I'm doing it myself." 


Fishgut's voice disappeared. He had left the courtyard. After standing on the spot for a while, Long Bo 
stretched out his hand and stroked his belt only to find that he had run out of mint leaves. He regretfully 
smacked his lips and bade his subordinate on the side to prepare a strong mule for him. 


Standing below a lighted lantern, Long Bo mumbled something in a muted voice nobody else could hear. 


On hearing the commotion outside, Li Heng, the Crown Prince, couldn't help putting down the yak tail in 
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on to the cross board at the rear was yelling at the top of her voice. 


Due to the darkness, he was unable to see the woman's countenance, but her words took him aback. 
"Your Highness! Jing'an Department is at stake!" 


Faintly alarmed, Li Heng glanced left and right. Since she yelled so loud, the guard of honor as well as all 
nearby residents might have heard her words. Did she have any idea how big trouble she could have 
caused? 


Having quick reflexes, those guards had already came at her. A couple of them gripped Tanqi and 
violently dragged her away from the carriage. Someone beside her even raised his saber. At the same 
time, the driver flapped the reins and speeded up. This was a normal response that the guard of honor 
was supposed to make when something unexpected happened. Li Heng hastily stood up, swung his arms 
and yelled, "Halt! Halt!" 
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violently reined in the horses. Unfortunately, this carriage was drawn by four horses which had different 
reflexes. The abrupt speed-up and slowdown caused the shafts to malfunction. The wheelers had 
stopped but the leading horses were still running. Because of the uneven force exerted on the shafts by 
the four horses, they tilted to the right side and knocked down several pedestrians in a row. There was 
also a violent sideways movement of the carriage, which then rubbed against a fang-wall, leaving a long 
gash in the exquisite wall of the carriage painted with lacquer. 


Crown Princess Wei, who was also on the carriage, hurriedly held on to the front railings and asked his 
husband in a displeased tone of voice, "What's wrong?" Too concerned to answer her, Li Heng yelled at 
those guards behind the carriage, "Don't hurt her! Bring her here!" 


On hearing the The Crown Prince's order, those soldiers, who had been taking Tanqi away from the 
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make sure that she wasn't carrying any weapons, they also roughly frisked her. Several silk ribbon 
buttons were undone during the process. 





By light of the lanterns hanging on the side of the four-windowed carriage, Li Heng saw Tanqi's face and 
identified her as Li Bi's personal handmaid. ‘Ils her name Tanqi?' But unlike the poised and graceful 
woman she usually seemed, currently she looked very undignified. Her hair bun had been pulled loose 
with her long black hair drooping, and her clothes was untidy. 


Beneath the suspicious gaze of his wife, Li Heng got off the four-windowed carriage. He didn't walked up 
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and clear the spot. Don't let anybody get close." 


The place he was pointing at was a tea booth. It was a temporary bamboo shack against a fang-wall, 
with a couple of chests covered by tarpaulin as a makeshift counter. Behind the counter was a broad 
cart, on which there was a small cart stove. The owner used inferior tea leaves, ginger, salt and crisp 
pepper to make tea. Thirsty audiences would come here to buy tea. Though the tea was bland, it was 
convenient. 


On hearing the Crown Prince's order, guards immediately walked up to the tea booth and had both the 
owner and guests clear off. Then they put up some curtain barriers and made a compartment in the 
booth. When there was nobody else in the space behind curtain barriers, Li Heng asked Tanqi what was 
going on. 


On seeing that there was only surprise no anxiety on the Crown Prince's face, Tanqi immediately 
realized that he didn't know about the attack on Jing'an Department at all. She wondered whether it 
was because Li Heng trusted Li Bi too much or because somebody had stopped the message from being 
delivered to the East Palace... 


She collected herself and gave him a sketchy account of the previous events. After hearing it, Li Heng 
uncontrollably drew a few steps back to lean against the cart, the look on his face so shocked that he 
seemed to have just been struck by lightning. After quite a while, he urgently asked, "Wha—What about 
Changyuan?" 


Tanqi shook her head. She hadn't returned to Guangde Fang, so she didn't know what had happened, 
but there was no doubt that something had happened to her master. After pacing up and down for a 
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to figure out what had happened there as soon as possible. 





13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


"Yes, Your Highness," the Crown Prince's trusted follower answered and immediately left. At this time, 
Crown Princess Wei walked inside and asked what was going on, a worried expression on her face, but 
surprisingly, Li Heng lost his temper and thundered at her ordering her to leave. He closed the curtain 
barrier himself and then began twisting his belt with his fingers, pulling knick-knacks like stationary bag, 
knife, whetstone etc. left and right -- Li Heng had a habit of doing this when he was fidgety. 


Jing'an Department was the fruit of his painstaking labor, and Li Bi was his trusted subordinate, neither 
of which Li Heng could afford to lose. This was such a serious incident, but he had been unaware of it 
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felt faint panic. 


Tangi silently watched him, signing repeatedly in her mind. 'His Highness has so few henchmen he could 
trust. Without Li Bi, he couldn't even get access to the most basic intelligence.’ 


Li Heng flicked a glance at Tanqi and then mumbled, "Changyuan is too intelligent to let anything 
happen to himself... right?" By this remark, he was more like encouraging himself than consoling Tangqi. 
Tanqi took a step forward and observed in a muted voice, "Your Highness, currently, our priority is not 
my master but Zhang Xiaojing." 


"Zhang Xiaojing?" It took Li Heng a few moments to recall this name. Because of this prisoner, Li Bi had 
nearly fallen out with He Zhizhang. Till this day, He Zhizhang was still in a coma. 


"Currently, Commandant Zhang is our only hope of resolving the crisis of Kailu Hodo, but for some 
unknown reason, Jing'an Department issued a warrant for his arrest. There's a citywide hunt for him 
ongoing. Your Highness, you must figure out a way to handle this! Otherwise the whole Chang'an... and 
my master will be doomed!" 


But Li Heng asked in disbelief, "Haven't those Turks already been wiped out?" 
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Highness, those Wolf Guards were under the command of a mastermind. The crisis facing Chang'an 
hasn't been resolved yet, and Commandant Zhang is the only one who can put an end to it!" 


Li Heng frowned, "Is this man really as good as you said he is? Ur, our first priority should be to figure 
out what happened to Changyuan...ur, and Jing'an Department. Let's just wait for my trusted man to 
report." 


Tangi felt that the Crown Prince was too indecisive. Currently, they couldn't afford to waste any time, 
and neither could they afford to misjudge the urgency of the problems they were faced with. She was 
just about to prod him when Crown Princess Wei opened the curtain for the second time. She skeptically 





gave an appraising glance at Tanqi and then informed Li Heng, "Your Highness, the spring banquet is 
about to commence." 


It was after hearing this remark that Li Heng recalled this event. An embarrassed look appeared on his 
faces. 


This spring banquet was not just any spring banquet -- it was the Lantern Festival Spring Banquet held by 
the emperor in the Xingqing Palace. The banquet would start at Zi Hour (23:00) and last until Chouzheng 
(02:00). All members and relatives of the imperial family as well as high-ranking officials in the capital 
city would participate. After filling their bellies with food and wine, the emperor and all high-ranking 
officials would gather at the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion to enjoy the Ba-lantern 
performances of entertainers selected and sent to the capital city by various provincial governments. 
This was the case on Lantern Festival every year. 


On such an important occasion, the Crown Prince must not be late or absent. 


Li Heng said to Tanqi, "Get on my carriage. Let's go to the Xingqing Palace first. I'll make a decision after 
my man reports to me." 


Hearing this, Tanqi had no choice but to resignedly walked outside and stood beside Crown Princess Wei 
impersonating her handmaid. Crown Princess Wei, who had just been scolded by her husband and was 
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affair with this woman, so she felt uninterested in her. 


The four-windowed carriage and the guard of honor departed again. They split the uproarious crowds 
heading for the Xingqing Palace which was not far away. The closer they got to the palace gate, the 
more glaring lantern light was. Tanqi could already see that there was a gigantic lantern pavilion over 
fifty meters high on the square in front of the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion. In the shape of a 
gourd, decorated with colorful silk ribbons as well as gold and silver baubles, it silently stood in the dark. 


Tanqi had watched many lantern-shows held on Lantern Festival over the years, but there had never 
been any lantern pavilions as huge as this one within her memory. She felt that it was literally more 
imposing than the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, that even the Wild Goose Tower was 
overshadowed by it. 


It was not Chouzheng yet, and the lanterns hanging on the lantern pavilion still stood unlighted, but its 
majesty could already be distinctly felt. Tanqi could not imagine what a splendid scenery it would be 
when all the lanterns on it were lit. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Es, after leaving Pingkang Fang, headed straight for Guangde Fang. Es had found a 
wide-brim pointed Persian-style hat in some store and put it on Zhang Xiaojing. He had also drawn two 
circles around his eyes with ink. Thus, Zhang Xiaojing looked like an entertainer specializing in 
performing Brahman drama. The funny eye makeup perfectly concealed the fact that he was one-eyed, 
which was a striking characteristic of his. 


With this disguise, nobody would be able to recognize him unless he was stopped and scrutinized. 





Currently, the whole Chang'an had fallen into revel. Every street and every corner were crowded with 
people jostling one another. They had feasted their eyes on the first part of the lantern show and were 
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crowds in the streets were like dozens of fast-flowing rivers crossing each other. 


In these circumstances, strong mules were better means of transportation than tall horses. The two of 
them each stole a mule and started their journey through the city. They specially chose to go wherever 
there were relatively fewer people, worming their way through the crowds. Sometimes, they gave up 
the main road and went through a Fang gate to traverse the whole Fang instead. 


Thanks to the excellent makeup skills of Es, they managed to get through over half a dozen guarded 
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carry out the order for arrest issued by Jing'an Department. Most guards were merely going through the 
motions. Only one Fang soldier, seeing Zhang Xiaojing dressed like an entertainer, wanted him to tell a 
joke from Brahman drama. Of course Zhang Xiaojing had no expertise in this. Fortunately, Es proffered 
his good offices and muddled through. 


Zhang Xiaojing's lips had been clamped tightly together all along, anxiety glinting in his eyes concealed 
by eye makeup. 


The changes of Jing'an Department that had happened in the past four hours were too strange, and 
messages from watchtowers were too vague, so he felt that the only way to figure out what had really 
happened was to go back to the department. 


Especially that message of warning sent by Yao Runeng -- "Do not come back. Do not come back. Do not 
come back." Zhang Xiaojing believed that it must have been in extreme despair that the stupidly naive 
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‘Exactly how bad the situation in Jing'an Department is?' Zhang Xiaojing wondered. 


Zhang Xiaojing was in deep concern. Apart from Yao Runeng, Xu Bin and Li Bi were also unaccounted for. 
And then there was Tanqi, who had been left in Pingkang Fang. Where could she have gone to? What 
concerned him even more was the safety of Wen Ran, who was the only child of his army comrade. If 
anything happened to her, how was he supposed to face Wen Wuji in the underworld after he died? 


All those who had been risking life and limb trying to save residents of Chang'an had been devoured by 
this dark city one after another. Zhang Xiaojing felt that he was entangled in despair like his ankles in 
vines, that darkness was closing in on him like falling walls, isolating him from all light. 


This was the same feeling that he had the year before when he walked into the Wen's Incense Store, 
saw the whole place in total disorder, saw Wen Ran weeping with her head down, saw the document 
with the seal of the Ministry of Mining and the signature of the Vice County Magistrate of Wannian 
County on it, saw Wen Wyji placed on the ground covered with a piece of torn cloth. Zhang Xiaojing felt 
as if he was sinking deeper into a mire and powerless to take a single step forward or make the faintest 
sound. 





The tension in Zhang Xiaojing kept building up as he walked forward, since he had no idea what was 
waiting for him ahead, but the next instant, his squinted his only eye and a ferocious look appeared in it 
-- this was fierceness resulted from subdued anxiety that had fermented to the extreme. 


‘If worse comes to worst, | might as well risk it once again,’ he thought. 


Es was unaware of the resolution that Zhang Xiaojing had just made. He had been looking around all the 
time until he caught sight of the front gate of Guangde Fang. 


At this moment, there were dozens of guards standing at the front gate, and the security check was very 
tight. Since there had been a serious attack in this area not long ago, the level of alert here was much 
higher than that of other places. Es volunteered to make some inquiries. However, after only a short 
while, he returned in dejection, saying that all Hu people were forbidden to enter. 


Zhang Xiaojing was greatly surprised. This order was too unwise. It was not only of no practical 
significance whatsoever but also prone to cause people to suspect each other. Only the laziest official 
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Es was not allowed to get in. Zhang Xiaojing couldn't enter as well, because his only eye was too obvious 
a personal characteristic, which undoubtedly wouldn't escape the notice of those guards. While the two 
of them were pondering trying to figure out a way, a petty official of Hu origin happened to walk out of 
the front gate, looking depressed, a pack in his hands. 


Zhang Xiaojing recognized him. He was a staff member of Jing'an Department. But Zhang Xiaojing didn't 
dare to go and talk to that man. On this occasion, Es proved himself helpful. He was handsome, had a 
learned style of conversation and seemed like an eminent monk in the eyes of outsiders. Es stopped the 
petty official, made some inquiries and wormed the information he needed out of the petty official 
without much effort. 


The official told him that the attackers of Jing'an Department were from an organization going by the 
name of "Termite". They had also abducted Li Bi in passing, and then a censor named Ji Wen had taken 
over the whole Jing'an Department, who was also the very person that had ordered the hunt for Zhang 
Xiaojing and the dismissal of all officials of Hu origin. Currently, the new Jing'an Department was being 
rebuilt in the compound of Jinzhao Office. Unfortunately, the batch of experienced officials of Hu origin 
who had survived the attack were removed from office. 


As regards the whereabouts of Yao Runeng, Xu Bin and Wen Ran, the petty official was unable to 
provide any useful information. 


Zhang Xiaojing's face stood tense as he heard the news. The severity of this upheaval had exceeded that 
of the worse-case scenario he had imagined. The background of this organization called Termite was still 
unknown, but there was no doubt that it was extremely powerful. And from the vantage point of the 
present, he wouldn't be able to get any help from Jing'an Department. Instead, the whole department 
had become his most formidable enemy. 


He was faced with two enemies at the same time, which was such a terrible situation. 





Standing outside Guangde Fang, Zhang Xiaojing watched the black smoke rising into the night sky from 
the depths of Guangde Fang. 'It should be from the burning hall of Jing'an Department,’ he thought. 
Even the one who had trusted this matter to him and promised to pardon him was gone, not to mention 
this hall. Zhang Xiaojing had lost legitimate authorization and was now completely on his own. 


Under the circumstances, why would a convict condemned to death risk his own life continuing the 
mission? 


If Zhang Xiaojing turned around and left, nobody would blame him for being disloyal or failing to fulfill 
moral obligation. In fact, whether anybody in Chang'an would be able to survive this night to remember 
his name was still unknown. 


Standing on the side, Es was a little confused. He could feel that the air about Zhang Xiaojing was 
fluctuating constantly, as if there was some kind of inner battle ongoing inside him. Es didn't dare to 
disturb him, so he crossed himself and prayed for him silently. 


After a short while, Zhang Xiaojing slowly raised his hand, lightly brushed his eye socket out of force of 
habit and, surprisingly, gave a smile. 


"Deacon Es, one time when you were talking with Tanqgi, you mentioned that the Nestorian God pitied 
mortals having to endure all kinds of sufferings, so he descended to our world with the intention to 
atone for the sins of mortals. Was that true?" 


"Yes." Es was puzzled as to why he suddenly brought up this matter. 


"| remember Tanqi also said that there was a Ksitigarbha Bodhisattva in Buddhism, who swore that he 
wouldn't ascend to heaven to become a Buddha until the Underworld was empty. Even these deities, no 
matter in Nestorianism or in Buddhism, were willing to take responsibility for their choices and 
descended to the mortal world even the Underworld, why couldn't we mortal people do the same?" 


As he said this, Zhang Xiaojing's only eye lit up again, clear and bright, with no perplexity in it 
whatsoever. "Yes. | was mistaken about it. Given the current circumstances, I, a convict condemned to 
death, should not be wondering whether this is worth risking my life, but come to realize that I've been 
rid of all misgivings." 


After saying this, he burst into laugh. His laughter, which was full of heroic spirit, resounded in the night 
sky. Slightly confused, Es squinted his eyes, feeling that the man before him seemed to have something 
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"Let's move." Zhang Xiaojing gave a wave of his hand. 





13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


Entering Guangde Fang through either of the two gates was clearly not an option. The two of them, 
leading the mules, detoured to the side of Guangde Fang. Zhang Xiaojing remembered that there was a 
water channel leading to the back garden of Jing'an Department at this place. But on their arrival, they 
found that the water channel was also guarded. Over ten soldiers were standing on the banks, allowing 
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From this position, they could get a better view of the main hall of Jing'an Department. It was still ablaze. 
Thick smoke was billowing out of the two side-halls as well, which threw Zhang Xiaojing into deep worry 
that evidence found in Changming Fang might have been burnt to ashes. 


The main watchtower survived. There were a couple of obtrusive purple lanterns hanging on it, but the 
disposition of them was disorderly. He could tell with half an eye that it was the work of a layman. ‘It 
seems that Yao Runeng is no longer there.’ 


"Let's get our entry by climbing over the wall!" 


Es suggested in a genteel manner and rolled up his sleeves, itching to have a try. The intensity of his 
interest in climbing over walls was second to only that of his reverence for the Nestorian God. However, 
Zhang Xiaojing shook his head in disapproval. Those soldiers near the water channel were a manifest 
indication that other areas of Jing'an Department were also heavily guarded. If they precipitously 
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In his sight, this new Jing'an Department was also an enemy that he had to keep an eye on at all times. 


It suddenly occurred to Zhang Xiaojing that there should be a ladder between the thatch-roofed hut in 
Cibei Temple and Jing'an Department, so they quietly drew back from the water channel and detoured 
to a Fang corner formed by two Fang walls near the Cibei Temple. 
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the upper edge was decorated with flange of bodhi patterns, which not only provided a foil for the 
extensiveness of Buddha dharma but also made it easier for people to climb. More importantly, there 
was nobody on guard on the other side of the wall. It seemed that Jing'an Department did not list Cibei 
Temple as a target to be guarded against. 


Es uttered "God bless me", spat at his hands and was just about to climb up the wall when Zhang 
Xiaojing suddenly pressed on his shoulder. "Deacon Es, it might be dangerous in Guangde Fang. There's 
no need for you to get involved in this. All you need to do is help me get over the wall." 


Due to the injury, he was unable to use his full strength and needed Es to give him a pull. But even 
Zhang Xiaojing himself had no idea what might happen next, so he believed that it was unnecessary to 
drag Es into this matter. 
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enough to be helpful?" 
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longer, only a convict condemned to death. If you're seen being with me, not only will you not be able to 
carry forward Nestorianism, but also you'll be incriminated." Es held up two fingers and pointed at his 
own eyes, saying, "| once washed my eyes with autumn water. In Chang'an City, there's nothing | cannot 
see through. According to my judgement, following commandant is definitely the right thing to do." 
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afford to waste a single moment, so he replied blandly, "As long as you're willing to take responsibility 
for your own choice." Then he also started climbing the wall. 


It took some doing for the two of them to get into Cibei Temple. At this time, there was a deathly hush 
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The thatch-roofed hut was empty, but there were traces of rummage both inside and outside the hut. 
On the ground was an oily, upended wooden plate, which was the very one that Tanqi had used to serve 
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The searchers should have left already. There was nobody lying in ambush near the hut. Zhang Xiaojing 
walked to the yard wall and found that, as expected, the ladder had been detached from the wall and 
taken away. 


There had been only a couple of people who were aware of the existence of this hut. This place being 
searched indicated that either Yao Runeng or Xu Bin had been captured by enemies and forced into 
disclosing this secret. Zhang Xiaojing crouched down beside the Free Life Pond and saw the big hole in 
the ice surface as well as dozens of wet footprints nearby, believing that there had probably been a fight 
in this place, but he didn't know who had been involved in it. 


Having seen these traces, Zhang Xiaojing felt that the leader of this new Jing'an Department was not 
only incompetent but also uncommonly malicious, that this person had long schemed to counteract all 
efforts and arrangements Li Bi had made during his term of office. 


The yard wall between the thatch-roofed hut and Jing'an Department was not easy to climb over. 
Fortunately, Es was a master of grotto-running. Taking advantage of a cypress nearby, he successfully 
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Softly landing on his feet raising a small cloud of dust, Zhang Xiaojing returned to Jing'an Department 
once again. 


The last time he had been in Jing'an Department was at noon on that day. He Zhizhang had just left in 
indignation after having a fierce quarrel with Li Bi. Li Bi, who was in sole charge of the department, sent 
him to Pingkangli to conduct investigation. At that time, all elite staff members of Jing'an Department 
were at work. The watchtower network, the Lubi Army and the Great Art of Documents were all 
functioning with high efficiency, which Zhang Xiaojing found were amazingly helpful, as if he had a team 
of a thousand people at his back. 





However, after merely twelve hours, this place had been reduced to flaming ruins. Both buildings and 
people he was familiar with had gone. Unfortunately, Zhang Xiaojing didn't have the time to grieve for 
them. Without any delay, he headed straight for the evidence chamber. 


The evidence chamber was in a storehouse near the left side-hall. Inside it stored various items found on 
scenes of all kinds of events, which might prove useful in the future. This was also the place where Cao 
Poyan's necklace had been restored. Zhang Xiaojing and Es cautiously moved along the edge of the 
scene of the fire. Enduring scorching heat, they made it through the side of the main hall and, along a 
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The fire in the left side-hall was no less fierce than that in the main hall. The files and documents stored 
in this place were extremely easy to burn. Since the left side-hall was also on fire, it was very unlikely 
that this place could survive. 


When Zhang Xiaojing and Es arrived, the fire was still very big with continuous cracks. By the light of the 
fire, they could faintly see that the evidence chamber was shrouded in thick smoke, which made the fate 
of the items stored inside the chamber unmistakably obvious. 


It seemed that Jing'an Department had given up their attempt at putting out the fire. All staff members 
had been evacuated, leaving the houses to burn. But Zhang Xiaojing was not reconciled to the situation. 
He looked around and suddenly observed that there was a corpse lying on the ground not far away. 


ml at-Maat-laMaalecimm at-\V{emel{<lom-Manlit-)a-] 0) (Me l-t-1n apm Maomer-) o-Maat-lo(-Me)mnlUlolalul-lameleldem (ala: e) ele) ment-1e-lar-] MUCiclomin 
feudal China) on him and the Mada (A firefighting tool with a bundle of hemp stems tied on the top of a 
long wooden handle) in his hand suggested that he was probably among the first batch of guards who 
had arrived at the scene to perform firefighting. Judging from the footprints on him, it was very likely 
that he had been stamped to death by crowds of people running for their lives. 


Zhang Xiaojing removed the fireproof cape from the body and put it on, then picked up the Mada and 
held it tightly with his hands. This Mada was actually a long wooden pole with a large bundle of hemp 
stems and strips of material tied to the top of it. People could dip it into water or mud and then use it to 
put out fire. 


Zhang Xiaojing informed Es, "If | don't make it, you are to double back and leave this city as soon as 
possible." Not knowing what to say, Es observed that he would pray for him. To the voice of Es' pray, 
Zhang Xiaojing undid his pants belt, peed onto the top of the Mada, adjusted his fireproof cape, took the 
Mada, lowered his head and charged into the fire. 


Even the ground was burning hot. Though wearing leather boots, Zhang Xiaojing still felt as if he was 
stepping on needle tips. He identified the approximate direction of the evidence chamber and made a 
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Near a corner of the outer part of the left side-hall, the evidence chamber was disconnected with the 
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being buried under collapsed roofs or walls, which could be deemed as a silver lining. He kept waving 
the Mada to force hot air and smoke aside. Sometimes, when the smoke was too thick, he would cover 





his mouth and nose with urine-soaked strips of sackcloth. Compared with the suffocating smoke, the 
foul smell of pee did not feel so bad. 


Finally, he made it to the doorway. Zhang Xiaojing saw that there were fierce flames everywhere in the 
chamber. The wooden frame of the chamber, though still complete, was on the verge of collapse. Given 
the few and primitive equipment he had in hand, it was impossible for him to make a passage into the 
chamber. He made several attempts to enter, all of which failed due to the heat waves. 


Bamboo ware was flammable. Zhang Xiaojing feared that those documents and files made of bamboo 
slips had been the first batch of items to be burnt to ashes. Even if he somehow managed to get in, it 
was very likely that his efforts would end up in vain. Though unreconciled to the situation, Zhang 
Xiaojing had no alternative but to double back. Suddenly, when he was halfway to the outside, a long, 
blood-curdling squeak emanated from this left side-hall. 


"Damn it!" Zhang Xiaojing came to realize that it was the sound of the main crossbeam breaking, which 
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blocks falling everywhere, which was the most dangerous scenario a firefighter could expect. 


He flicked a glance at the distance and saw that there were at least thirty paces between him and the 
safe area. In the knowledge that it was impossible to cover that distance alive with a sprint, Zhang 
Xiaojing made a prompt decision. He directly lay prostrate beside a parterre opposite the left side-hall 
and then erected the Mada. If by any chance any large parts of the building fell in his direction, they 
would at least hit the Mada first and then land slightly sideways instead of landing on his head. 


He had just finished taking this precaution when the roof of the left side-hall, with an almighty bang, lost 
the support of the main crossbeam's ribs and sloping bracing struts, broke apart and collapsed to the 
crackling of lumber. Numerous flaming blocks of wood were flying in all directions. One of the burning 
rafters warped under the pressure and, after several spins in mid-air like the fire-stick of a Qiuci 
entertainer, landed smack beside the parterre... 


Zhang Luo was one of the curators of the Ministry of Mining. On this night, unlike his colleagues who 
were out there on the streets enjoying the festival, he had to keep a close watch on those large-size 
festive lanterns in various parts of the city. 


Generally, business owners could hire craftsmen to build their own large-size festive lantern holder, but 
only artisans licensed by the Ministry of Mining were qualified to build large-size lantern holders. When 
there was an accident concerning a large-size lantern holder, both the artisans who built it and the 
officials who granted the permission would be implicated in it. 


Unlike other things, large-size festive lantern holders were obtrusive and always in the limelight. If 
anything went wrong with them, nobody would be able to cover it up. On top of this, status-conscious 
business owners in Chang'an, heedless of the high expenses, were rather keen on having lantern 
competitions. Over the years, the sizes of festive lantern holders they built had been getting larger and 
larger, and the designs and styles had also been getting increasingly diverse, which had repeatedly 
doubled the risk of accidents. Zhang Luo, in his nervousness, had specially dispatched a dozen petty 
officials to patrol the streets lest anything go awry. 


This was not the only matter that had been making him feel under pressure. 





Apart from commoners, the imperial family would also prepare festive lanterns, and they must be 
presentable enough, or in other words, extravagant enough. Under no circumstances should they be 
overshadowed by lanterns of commoners. Only in this way would the imperial dignity be embodied. 


The procurement of materials and the making of the festive lanterns of the imperial family had been put 
in the charge of specially-assigned personnel, but Zhang Luo was responsible for the daily maintenance 
and miscellaneous chores, such as replacing candles and refueling. In other words, though staff 
members of the Ministry of Mining had had no part in the making of these festive lanterns, they would 
be held responsible if any accidents happened. Unfair as Zhang Luo felt this was, he didn't dare to 
complain. All he could do was keep his eyes peeled and pay extra attention. 


He didn't know whose idea it was, but on this year's Lantern Festival, a giant lantern pavilion over fifty 
meters high had been constructed on the square in front of the Xingqing Palace. Indeed, it looked 
magnificent, but what the emperor was unaware of was that a great many people had to be assigned to 
maintain it. Leaving aside all other troublesome matters, a large team of people had to climb on to the 
lantern pavilion in advance and stand by to make sure that all lanterns on such a gigantic lantern 
pavilion were lit at the same time when the fourth night-watch, the time for "Ba-lantern", arrived! 
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required materials to the selection of lantern operators, were in the sole charge of Zhang Luo. This was a 
thankless task. If anything went awry, the leader and those councilors of the Ministry of Mining would 
shift responsibility onto others. Inferior curators who were relatively better at finessing things -- Feng 
Dalun, for instance -- had made excuses and evaded being assigned this task. As a result, eventually, 
Zhang Luo, who was not fortunate enough to have any powerful backers, had been given this arduous 
but fruitless assignment. 





13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


At this moment, he was standing at the intersection between Anxing Fang and Chongren Fang. There 
was an arch bridge at this place, below which the Dragon Head Canal was flowing past. Standing at the 
top of the arch bridge with his hands on the handrail, he could see all the festive lanterns nearby. Since 
this bridge was an excellent place for enjoying the beauty of the sea of lanterns, apart from Zhang Luo, 
there were numerous Chang'an residents on the bridge attempting to elbow their way to the top where 
they could get the best view of the scenery. 


In order to keep disturbance away so that he could concentrate on his duty, Zhang Luo had specially 
assigned three tough hombres to stand beside him, who were using wooden staffs to keep residents out 
of the small area around him. But there were too many of them. The whole bridge was jam-packed with 
people jostling each other. The three guards, unable to make much difference, had been pushed back 
again and again and were now merely an inch away from Zhang Luo. 


Zhang Luo checked the time. According to the plan, in a quarter, all the craftsmen that he had selected 
himself, officials of the Ministry of Mining as well as servants wearing black overgarment would 
congregate at a designated spot near the Xingqing Palace and then go to the giant lantern pavilion to 
make preparations for the final candle-lighting. Seeing the bridge getting more and more crowded, he 
decided to leave ahead of schedule and expound to some details about the candle-lighting to his 
subordinates. 


Though they had rehearsed it many times and it was very unlike that anything would go wrong, Zhang 
Luo believed that one could never be too cautious. 


He bade his guards to walk before him and force citizens aside so that he could get through. He was just 
about to leave the bridge when there was a sudden ripple of exclamation through the crowd, and with 
that people were brought into a disturbance. Somebody seemed to be scattering Flowermoney. Zhang 
Luo's eyes widened with anger. ‘Scattering Flowermoney at such a crowded place? The one who's doing 
this should be arrested and then flogged to death!’ 


Soon, the disturbance spread from one end of the arch bridge to the top of it. Citizens on the top of the 
bridge were unaware of what was going on. Some of them attempted to get down to grab some 
Flowermoney. Some just wanted to leave the place as soon as possible. Some others were just moving 
with the crowd, having no idea what had happened. The whole bridge was instantly thrown into total 
confusion. Many people lost their balance, fell off the bridge and landed on others, crying out loud. The 
three guards were also separated. Zhang Luo was pinned against the top of the stone handrail 
decorated in high relief, his upper body beyond the edge of the handrail, alarmed yet unable to move. 


He reprimanded loudly but couldn't make any difference. Right at this moment, somebody among the 
crowd stretched out their hand to Zhang Luo and with that he felt somebody nimbly push him over the 
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With a plump, he fell into the canal splashing water in all directions, but none of the nearby citizens 
noticed this accident. They were still yelling, jostling and arguing. The three guards, who observed their 
superior fall into water, were rather panic-stricken but not in horror or despair, since the Dragon Head 
Canal was not deep enough to cause anybody to drown in it. As long as they managed to get to the bank 
and save their superior as soon as possible, they believed that a couple of rebukes were the worst 
punishment they could get. 


Zhang Luo himself was the only one who knew that he would never be able to make it out of the water 
alive. He didn't know exactly when, but somebody had slit his throat. He could do nothing but keep 
sinking down, unaware of where the canal would take him. Sooner or later -maybe the next day, maybe 
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accidental death by drowning. 


But that wouldn't happen on this night. 
"Hurry! Somebody got hurt!" 


An anxious cry emanated from Jing'an Department. All nearby soldiers on duty looked in that direction 
and saw that a Persian was arduously guiding an injured man black all over out of the hall. That injured 
man was wearing a terribly worn cape made of Huohuan cloth(Fireproof material used in ancient China), 
face covered in soot. 


The solders were very surprised. All those who were able to escape should have escaped from the hall 
long ago. How come there were still people in it? Besides, all people of Hu origin had been forbidden to 
enter this department. How come this Persian was still here? 


"|... the prison... out... this man... alive..." Es said in poor Tang language, gesticulating. The soldiers 
understood the general meaning of his words. This guy was originally in the prison, and the door was 
locked, so it took him some time to get out. On his way out, he saw this man who was still alive and 
dragged him out in passing. 
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identities of those that had been locked up in the prison of Jin'an Department. Besides, who would 
specially venture into the scene of the fire and then tell such a lie? Added to this Es' handsome looks and 
sincere tone, they immediately believed his story. 


This injured man was wearing a fireproof cape, which suggested that he was among the first batch of 
people entering the hall to perform firefighting. Realizing this, all soldiers flicked a glance of admiration 
at Es. 'This Persian prisoner saved a stranger while he himself was running for his life. He must have 
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heartedness.' 
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of the Jingzhao Office where all injured people were receiving medical treatment. 


While walking, Es secretly prayed in his mind for God's forgiveness for his lying. A while ago, Zhang 
Xiaojing had indeed been hit by a rafter near the parterre. Fortunately, that rafter had hit the Mada first 
and slightly changed its direction. Otherwise, Zhang Xiaojing would have been killed. However, the 





flames on the rafter had caused some terrible burns in his back, which was why those soldiers raised no 
further questions about his identity. 


At this time, the confusion outside Jin'an Department had basically subsided. Most rescuers had arrived 
and were performing their respective duties. Isolation strips, emergency passages and common 
passages had also been properly designated. The injured man and Es were soon led to the Jingzhao 
Office. Some apprentice physicians were responsible for performing preliminary examination. After that, 
they would send the injured to different areas according to the severity of their injuries and then send 
for physicians to treat them. 


On this night, there were too many injured people, and all those apprentice physicians were terribly 
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arrest issued by Jingzhao Office. As a result, when an apprentice physician saw Zhang Xiaojing, he merely 
checked his front and back with an emotionless face, and then wrapped a strip of brown cloth around 
his foot, which meant that the injury was minor. As regards Es, he was given no strip of cloth. 


Zhang Xiaojing was guided into the hall. All desks had been emptied out. On the ground lay dozens of 
wounded people at random, who were letting out groans constantly. A dozen physicians in blue robes 
and the same number of apprentice physicians were walking around among the patients. All of them 
were sweating buckets. 


A physician walked over and noticed that this man lying there was rather strange. Apart from the burns 
in his back, he also had many fresh saber wounds in him. The physician was just about to ask about it in 
detail when he suddenly smelled a foul odor of urine given off by the man's face, knitted his eyebrows in 
disgust and gave up the intention of asking. He roughly turned Zhang Xiaojing over letting him lie 
prostrate on a felt blanket, snipped open his shirt to reveal his back, poured some raw colza oil over the 
burns, scattered some powder made from rhizome of Chinese atractylode, and then informed him 
brusquely, "Leave it to dry!" After saying this, he hurriedly walked away. 


Es, who was unharmed, was only given a teacup of mulse to ease his discomfort in the throat. 


It would take some time for the colza oil to soak into his skin, so Zhang Xiaojing had no choice but to lie 
still on the felt blanket. Es looked around curiously and suddenly observed that, at a corner of the hall, 
there were two screens inlaid with mother-of-pearl, which happened to have made a small private 
space of the corner. Outside the two screens stood two guards on duty, as if some big name was lying 
inside, so he walked up to the corner. 


Es, endowed with the ability to gain people's trust, managed to have the guards let their guard down 
after merely chatting with them for a few moments. They told him that the one lying inside was a mole 
planted in Jing'an Department, who had to be under close surveillance. While chatting with them, Es 
took advantage of this opportunity and stole a glance inside through the gap between the screens, 
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described to Zhang Xiaojing the look of the man that he had seen. 


"That's Youde..." In the knowledge that the man was Xu Bin, Zhang Xiaojing heaved a sigh of relief. At 
least he was still alive. As regards Xu Bin's being regarded as a mole, Zhang Xiaojing believed that Xu Bin 
probably had been incriminated by him. He greeted his teeth trying to pick himself up but was stopped 
by Es. 





"Commandant, if you go there right now, they will surely find out who you really are. As chance would 
have it, | happen to have just had an idea..." 


Es whispered something into the ear of Zhang Xiaojing and then quietly walked to another corner of the 
hall, where there were a bunch of servants busy making colza oil with a wooden trough. The bottom of 
the wooden trough was wrapped in a piece of silk, which was used to strain off the oil. Below the trough 
was a basin used for containing the freshly-made oil. On the side, there were also four small stoves. 
Water in the pots was boiling. 


Since there were too many patients on this night, even hot water and this kind of most primitive 
medicine were in shortage. 


All people were busy doing their jobs with their heads down and none of them noticed Es. He tiptoed to 
the corridor outside the hall, walked to a position close to the corner of the hall, softly stretched out his 
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big bag of cloth waste out of his front inner pocket, which had been used for dressing wounds and 
collected by Es a few moments ago. He rolled those strips of material into a ball, stuffed a piece of 
glowing charcoal into it, which he had just taken from one of those small stoves, and then jumped down 
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After a short while, thick black smoke wafted from the corridor into the hall. At the sight of the smoke, 
people in the hall, who had just survived a big fire and were still in horror, could not see the source of 
the smoke and instantly came to believe that the fire next door had spread over. 


Taking advantage of the disturbance, Es, in pure Tang language, yelled, "Fire!" All people in the hall were 
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the smoke. The two guards guarding Xu Bin were also alarmed. In the knowledge that Xu Bin was still in 
acoma and unable to flee, they left the corner to offer help. 


SASmnY ' aLOM a= (om oX=t-1aM al(oll alsa al=t-10 ol mm SX=t=1 oi al cea la alan(=xel fine] Nis) 4-10 mal cme) e)elelauelalinvar-lalemelSl(o.dhmnielaaat=ve alk 
way into the space behind the two screens. 


Xu Bin was still lying on a couch, his eyes closed. Es walked up to him and stooped down to whisper into 
his ear, "An old friend from Fuyuan entrusted me with the task of delivering a message to you." Xu Bin's 
eyeballs abruptly rolled in response to this remark. 


Fuyuan was a tavern that Xu Bin and Zhang Xiaojing went to on regularly, which was known to 
themselves only. This remark of Es brought Xu Bin to the immediate realization that this man was sent 
here by Zhang Xiaojing. Es said, "The situation is dire, and it's inconvenient for commandant to come 
here himself. He sent me here to ask you if there are any other lost items found in Changming Fang that 
are stored elsewhere." 


Xu Bin opened his eyes and looked at him in perplexity, as if not having understood. Es repeated, 
"Chang'an is face with the danger of imminent destruction. Where else could we get some lost items 


found in Changming Fang?" 


Xu Bin kept silent for a few moments. Though he didn't know who Es was, he had trust in Zhang Xiaojing. 





"The evidence chamber in the left side-hall." 


"Is there another place apart from that?" Es flicked a glance at the outside and went anxious. The guards 
seemed to have already found the source of the thick smoke and was probably going to return soon. 


After a silence longer than the last, Xu Bin replied, "Jingzhao Office..." 


Eyes of Es lit up in the knowledge that there was indeed another location where proofs found in 
Changming Fang were kept. He persisted, "Which room of Jingzhao Office?" Xu Bin answered, "The 
consultation hall in the right wing." 
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cases directly, but if there was a case in which either of the two county governments was unable to pass 
judgement, they would submit it to Jingzhao Office. As a result, in the complex of Jingzhao Office, there 
was a specially designated consultation hall. 


There had been too many physical evidences that Jing'an Department had found in Changming Fang. 
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Jingzhao Office. Firstly, staff members of Jingzhao Office were on vacation and a lot of rooms were 
unoccupied. Secondly, by doing this, Jing'an Department could give Jingzhao Office the feeling that the 
two departments were dealing with this case collectively, so that they wouldn't feel a mere figurehead. 


Xu Bin was the one who had handled these bureaucratic trifles, and even Li Bi might not know the 
details about them. 


Having got this message, Es hurriedly walked out of the screens. He had just turned around when the 
two guards came back. Seeing this Persian had shown up for the second time, the guards appeared 
suspicious. Es hastily stammered an explanation. "Fire... He can't walk... Carry him away..." 


A moment ago, when someone yelled "Fire!", the Tang language that person used was very pure, but 
this Persian Buddhist monk was stuttering, so the guards had no suspicion whatsoever that he was the 
one who caused the confusion. They merely believed that he was here trying to save the man inside out 
of kind-heartedness, so they waved their hands signaling him to leave. 


Es told Zhang Xiaojing the message he had got from Xu Bin. Subduing the sharp pain in his back, Zhang 
Xiaojing turned over and sat up. Though he was in deep worry about Xu Bin, there was nothing he could 
do to help him, given the current situation. ‘At least he's still alive.’ 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't know where, but Es had managed to find a dirty blue physician's overgarment. Es 
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people who saw them all believed that he was transferring a patient and nobody asked any questions. 





13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


Currently, in the complex of Jinzhao Office, the main hall and the vault were the only places that were 
restricted. All other facilities were open to staff members of the new Jing'an Department. Various 
scribes were bustling around and they might not have been acquainted with their colleagues yet, so 
they certainly couldn't recognize any outsiders. The two of them progressed without any trouble and 
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But when they were walking in that direction, two personal guards with cold, ferocious faces blocked 
their path and roughly asked them where they were going. Es hurriedly explained that he was taking a 
patient to get medical treatment. One of the personal guards impassively pointed in the direction of the 
designated hall and told him that he was not allowed to approach this place. Es pretended to be 
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Seeing Es refused to leave, the personal guard snapped, "This is the office of Jing'an Department. 
Intruders are to be killed on sight!" 


It turned out that after Ji Wen moved Jing'an Department into Jinzhao Office, the first thing he had 
intended to do was find a comfortable room to be his exclusive office. When he had been working for 
the Censor Department, he had been merely a Palace Privy Censor and had to share an office with more 
than half a dozen colleagues, which had always been a vexation for him. But of all the chambers in the 
complex of Jinzhao Office, the main hall lacked fresh air and light, and the storage room was too small. 
After comparing them for quite some time, he had found that the consultation hall, both spacious and 
decent, was the best choice. 


His vanity had been fed, but Zhang Xiaojing and Es encountered enormous trouble due to this decision 
of his. 


The two of them retreated to a corner. Es informed Zhang Xiaojing, "Just now | performed careful 
observation and my eyes beheld some rockeries in the courtyard next door. If we climb onto the eave 
and then walk on the rooftop to the consultation hall, we might be able to infiltrate into it." 


But Zhang Xiaojing shook his head. This was Jinzhao Office. Unlike other departments, there were no 
doubt archers and crossbowmen hiding on the rooftops of these houses. If Es tried to perform grotto- 
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At this time, someone walked past, unintentionally glimpsed at them and uttered a sudden "Eek?". With 
that, he fixed Zhang Xiaojing's face with a long stare. In the inkling that things were about to go awry, Es 
hurriedly stepped forward to block the man's view, but that man had already blurted, "Zhang—Zhang 
Xiaojing?" 
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corner. The man struggled violently in horror. Zhang Xiaojing threatened him in a low, ferocious voice. 
"One more movement and you'll die where you stand!" 





"Mimm...It's me..." 


Zhang Xiaojing knitted his eyebrows and soon recognized the man. Surprisingly, it was Staff Officer Zhao 
of the Praetorian Guards Department. Four hours ago, Tanqi and Yao Runeng abducted Staff Officer 
Zhao and rescued Zhang Xiaojing from the Praetorian Guards Department. Before leaving, Staff Officer 
Zhao had requested them to knock him out to evade responsibility for his actions. Unexpectedly, they 
met again so soon. 


"Why are you here?" 


Staff Officer Zhao sighed, "After the Termite attacked Jing'an Department, there are less than one fifth 
of the staff members left. Sicheng Ji is drafting officials from various other agencies. | was seconded here 
to help." 


Staff Officer Zhao was indeed responsible for Zhang Xiaojing's escape. Though Gan Shoucheng had not 
laid blame on him, Staff Officer Zhao knew very well that the higher authorities were definitely not 
happy about it, so he had volunteered to come to Jing'an Department to offer help. Firstly, he could 
make amends for his previous faults by some good services. Secondly, he might be able to escape 
potential punishment. It had never crossed his mind that he would encounter this dangerous man again. 


"You are wanted by the whole city. Why did you come back?" Staff Officer Zhao gazed at Zhang Xiaojing, 
a faint pain in the back of his head. Not in the mood for explaining to him, Zhang Xiaojing asked him, "I 
need to get into the consultation hall. Any suggestions?" 


"That's almost impossible! Sicheng Ji is working in the consultation hall. That place is heavily guarded. It 
won't be easy for you to assassinate him." 


"Who said | want to assassinate him?!" Zhang Xiaojing growled at him in a low voice. 


Staff Officer Zhao widened his eyes in astonishment. "You don't? He's issued an order for your arrest 
and you have no intention of killing him? It's not like you to let this go!" Zhang Xiaojing grabbed the 
front of his overgarment. "Listen, I'm not going to the consultation hall to kill anybody or steal. It's just 
something insignificant that | want. Since you are now an authorized official in Jing'an Department, you 
might as well give me a hand." 


The last remark sent a cold shiver of fear through Staff Officer Zhao and drained all the color from his 
face. "No, no, | can't do this. | have but one head." Zhang Xiaojing observed in a flinty tone of voice, "It's 
true that you have only one head. Either | take it from you right now or Ji Wen takes it from you a while 
later." In terrible horror, Staff Officer Zhao, waving his fat hands, repeatedly stressed he was not a good 
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While he was speaking, his eyes suddenly lit up and he came up with an excellent excuse. "Since you 

have nothing on me, if | leave here, | will definitely report to my superior, which will get you into trouble. 
How about this? Like what you did the last time we met, you give me a blow on the head, and then I'll 

be in my coma and you'll get to do what you've got to do —a win-win situation." 





Though preoccupied, Zhang Xiaojing still couldn't help but give a chuckle. 'This guy's surprisingly 
straightforward.’ At this time, Es whispered something into his ears. Zhang Xiaojing inclined his head in 
agreement and told Staff Officer Zhao, "Let's do it this way —-you don't have to steal for us. All you have 
to do is make whatever excuse you can make and distract Ji Wen for the duration of a burning joss 
stick." 


"I'll definitely yell and alert the guards the moment | step into the consultation hall, which will put you in 
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Es and asked, "Do you have any idea who he is?" 


Staff Officer Zhao had some time ago noticed that there was a Persian man standing beside Zhang 
Xiaojing, who was handsome and had limpid sparkling eyes. Zhang Xiaojing informed him, "This is a 
warlock | hired from Persia. He specializes in extracting people's souls with his eyes. If you dare to alert 
the guards, he will take your soul with that magic pendant around his neck in less than three days, and 
you'll never be able to reincarnate." 


Zhang Xiaojing was not making this up. There had always been rumors among Chang'an citizens that in 
the Western Regions lived many wizards and witches, who frequently enter the central mainland to 
make trouble. Every year, a couple of people would be arrested for spreading hearsay of this kind. Zhang 
Xiaojing, who had handled numerous cases, could easily give an example. 


The corners of Es' mouth involuntarily twitched briefly. He was such a handsome man, yet Zhang 
Xiaojing had described him as a wizard using dark magic and Gu(A poison made with poisonous insect, 
worm or beetle), but he couldn't defend himself, so he gave a smile and looked at Staff Officer Zhao 
with his sparkling eyes. Remarkably, Staff Officer Zhao did have a hallucination of something messing 
with his soul. 


As expected, Staff Officer Zhao was scared into cooperating. In concern, he exhorted again, "If you are 
to take action, please be sure to double-check the death of the target. Otherwise I'll be incriminated." 


"| never said a single fucking word about killing him!" Zhang Xiaojing was only too anxious to give him a 
kick. 


After a short while, Staff Officer Zhao, in jitteriness, walked into the consultation hall. Ji Wen was writing 
a letter to Prime Minister Li about his meritorious service. He erased a sentence and had just come up 
with an excellent one when suddenly footsteps came as an interruption. He raised his head and saw 
Staff Officer Zhao standing respectfully in front of him. 


He was somewhat displeased, but Staff Officer Zhao was only one grade and two levels lower than him 
in rank and was also drafted from the Praetorian Guards Department, so he couldn't just ignore him. 
"What's up, Staff Officer?" 


Staff Officer Zhao replied, "I'm here to report to you a matter concerning Zhang Xiaojing." Ji Wen's eyes 
lit up as he heard this name. Instantly, he put down his writing brush and said, "Go on." Staff Officer 
Zhao looked left and right and, with an awkward expression on his face, observed, "This matter involves 
General Gan and should be kept secret, so | can only report it to you in private." 





On hearing that Gan Shoucheng was involved in the matter, Ji Wen instantly became interested. He 
gestured Staff Officer Zhao to step forward and then craned close to him. Staff Officer Zhao perked up 
and started telling Ji Wen about Jing'an Department's illegal action of rescuing a prisoner from the 
Praetorian Guards Department. 


Staff Officer Zhao, who had experienced this matter himself, deliberately dramatized some details. Ji 
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At the same time, a rope was slowly dropped down from the crossbeam, approaching the ground inch 
by inch. While speaking, Staff Officer Zhao, out of the corner of his eye, saw a figure sliding down along 
the rope, which abruptly sent his heart fluttering. 
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was a half-hall. It shared the main crossbeam with the document chamber next door which was used for 
storing files and documents, and which nobody would come to. As a result, Es had sneaked into the 
chamber, climbed onto the main crossbeam and then quietly infiltrated into the consultation hall. 


Thus, as long as Staff Officer Zhao kept Ji Wen busy, Es would be able to do whatever he wanted to. 


This was the most thrilling and most exciting grotto-running experience that Es had ever had in his life. 
He softly landed on the ground, less than seven paces away from Ji Wen, cautiously keeping his 
breathing shallow. If Ji Wen by any chance slightly raised his head, he would instantly catch sight of the 
uninvited visitor in this hall. 


Es looked around. Apart from a writing desk, a sedjadeh and some bookshelves, there were also a pile of 
brocade-covered wooden chests at a corner, which were behind a screen. This new superior probably 
had felt that those chests made this room seem untidy, but he didn't know where he should transfer 
them to, so he had had all of them stacked up behind a screen. Es tiptoed behind the screen, opened 
one of those chests and, unsurprisingly, inside it were a pile of sundry items, which should had been 
collected from Changming Fang, but there were no pieces of bamboo in it, so he opened a second one. 


Outside, Staff Officer Zhao, who saw that Es was still searching, had no choice but to try his best to buy 
him some time. For several times, Ji Wen had wanted to turn his head back. Every time Staff Officer 
Zhao saw the sign of his turning back, he would immediately raise his voice and fabricate a suspenseful 
plot so as to draw Ji Wen's attention back onto his story. Privately, he was deeply distressed. As a legend 
fan, he had never expected that some day he would have to make up one himself. 


Behind the screen, Es, who worked very quick, had opened the third chest. After moving aside a pile of 
small pieces of wood, broken sticks and so on, he found at the bottom a crash bag the opening of which 
was tightly tied. He undid the knot and saw that it was full of pieces of bamboo. Overjoyed, Es reached 
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faint sound. 


It was not loud but sounded rather distinct in the quiet house. Ji Wen jerked his head around and 
cocked a suspicious eyebrow in that direction. Es hastily moved his upper body against the screen and 
held his breath. Ji Wen raised his hand signaling Staff Officer Zhao to wait a moment, then took a couple 
of steps towards the screen. This house was very spacious. The only area out of his sight was the one 





behind the screen, so he believed that there was an eighty-percent chance that the sound had 
emanated from that spot. 


Es was only a screen's thickness away from Ji Wen, sweat softly oozing from the end of his nose. He was 
considering whether he should overpower Ji Wen and then get out of this place by taking Ji Wen 
hostage. In the inkling that an unfavorable turn of events was imminent, Staff Officer Zhao suddenly 
held his head and painfully crouched down, groaning out loud, "That damn Zhang Xiaojing knocked me 
out and the pain is still killing me! It's so unbearable! My goodness!" 
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ground and blacked out for only an instant before quickly springing to its feet and rushing towards the 
outside. 


As chance would have it, Ji Wen twisted his head aside at this moment and saw the rat sprinting past, 
which dissolved the suspicion on his face. He believed that the sound had been made by the rat. 


Es, carrying the bag, retreated to the document chamber and then rendezvoused with Zhang Xiaojing 
outside. At this time, Staff Officer Zhao, sweating buckets, also walked out. It turned out that Ji Wen, 
after hearing the story, had found that Staff Officer Zhao had merely been spilling out his troubles and 
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13. Haizheng (22:00-22:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


Es gave Zhang Xiaojing's sleeve a pull, signaling him to leave, but Zhang Xiaojing looked at Staff Officer 
Zhao and asked, "Do you know the whereabouts of Yao Runeng? The man who got me out of the 
prison." 


Staff Officer Zhao was in charge of internal affairs of the new Jing'an Department, so he was very 
familiar with matters of this kind. "He was arrested not long ago and is now in custody in the prison of 
Jinzhao Office. The crime he was convicted of is... collusion with you." 


Another piece of unfortunate news had just been confirmed. Zhang Xiaojing, who didn't have the time 
for lamentation, asked another question. "There is a girl named Wen Ran. Do you have any idea where 
she is?" 


After thinking for quite a while, Staff Officer Zhao shook his head. "No. I've never heard of her." 


Es standing on the side heard a distinct sigh given by Zhang Xiaojing. In a muted voice, he asked, "Should 
we go to the prison in passing and bust him out? Or should we rescue Curator Xu first?" 


Zhang Xiaojing firmly shook his head. "We don't have the time. They can but wait for the moment." 


Faced with this dire crisis in Chang'an, Zhang Xiaojing had no alternative but to discard matters lower on 
the list of priorities. He couldn't help but tighten his grip on the bag full of pieces of bamboo with his big 
hand. On this night, he had been making choices all the time. As regards whether he had made the right 
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"| can take care of him for you if you wish. Though | don't have the authority to release him, at least | 
can spare him infliction of torture." Staff Officer Zhao cleverly made an offer of his own accord. Then he 
stole a glance at Es' eyes and immediately took his eyes off them. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't stay any longer. He released Staff Officer Zhao and then walked towards the 
outside of Jinzhao Office with Es. 


They really didn't have much time, because there was a key figure they must pay an immediate visit to. 


The Xingqing Palace was located at the northeastern corner of Chang'an, near the Chunming Gate. Its 
original name was Xingqing Fang and used to be the Emperor's residence before he ascended the throne. 
After the Emperor mounted the throne, he incorporated half of each of Yongjia Fang, Shengye Fang and 
Daoye Fang into Xingqing Fang, extended the palace considerately and named it "Nan'nei". Xingqing 
Palace, Taiji Palace and Daming Palace faced each other across a great distance. Since the Emperor 

spent more than half of the year in this place, it was actually the core of Chang'an. 


Xingqing Palace was very different from common palaces. In the northern part of it was a palace 
complex, and the southern part an imperial garden. The most magnificent buildings were the two 





pavilions located in the south-west. One of them had been named the Flower and Calyx Pavilion, and 
the other one had been named the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion. The Lantern Festival Spring 
Banquet was going to be held at the latter. 


At this time, there were lanterns ablaze everywhere in the pavilion, the light of which was reflected by 
bronze mirrors. Guests were toasting each other, creating an uncommonly uproarious atmosphere. 
Maidservants in festive colorful gowns were walking between dinner tables in continuous streams, 
serving wine and courses. Dozens of entertainers were dancing the Yellow Lion Dance to drumbeat and 
music, which had been designated an imperial dance only the Emperor had the privilege to enjoy. If it 
weren't for this festive occasion, other officials wouldn't have had the chance to behold this 
performance. Some officials and foreign envoys, who were in high spirits, even rose to their feet and 
danced together with those entertainers, sending ripples of applause through their colleagues. 


Li Heng, the Crown Prince, holding a wineglass made of a rhinoceros horn, was trying to calm himself 
down, but his wrist was quivering uncontrollably and the Chinese sake in his wineglass was being spilled 
out constantly, staining the carpet repeatedly. The expression on his face was extremely discordant with 
the festive atmosphere in the hall. 
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in Jing'an Department, had reported to the Crown Prince a while ago. It had never crossed Li Heng's 
mind that the situation was far dire than Tanqi had described —Li Bi had been abducted by Termite, and 
Jing'an Department had been taken over by Prime Minister Li, both of which had resulted from the 
collusion between Zhang Xiaojing and his enemies. 


Li Heng couldn't help but start blaming Li Bi in his mind. If it weren't for the fact that Li Bi had insisted on 
the appointment of this convict condemned to death, all this would never have happened. Li Heng 
flicked a glance at the man sitting on the left-hand seat. He couldn't imagine what consequences he 
would have to face if news of this matter reached his father's ears. 


Tanqi took up a wine pot and, pretending to refill the wineglass, said to Li Heng in a low voice, "Your 
Highness, given the current situation, you should at least figure out a way to revoke the order for 
arrest." 


Li Heng glanced at those sitting in right-hand seats. Li Linfu, the prime minister, was sitting bolt upright 
in the front of the couple of rows of seats. He resignedly shook his head. "Whether Zhang Xiaojing is 
really in collusion with the enemy is still unknown. I'm afraid I'd only be giving Prime Minister Li more 
excuses if | precipitously revoke the order for arrest." 


Back then when He Zhizhang and Li Bi were still at his disposal offering him advice, Li Heng had been 
pretty confident about dealing with Prime Minister Li, but now with both of them absent, facing the 
attack launched by Prime Minister Li, the Crown Prince had no alternative but to cower back like a 
frightened hedgehog. 
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sure that he never colluded with any enemies!" 


Li Heng misunderstood her and thought that the two of them were in a relationship. He gave her a flinty 
look and asked, "Aren't you supposed to be more concerned about the whereabouts of your master?" 





Tanqi, who instantly grasped the undertone contained in his words, flushed and immediately slumped to 
her knees. "It is neither him nor my master but Your Highness and the safety of all residents of Chang'an 
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Termite." 


"Humph. Let us assume for a moment that Zhang Xiaojing is innocent. Given what has happened, | think 
it's safe to say that he has already fled some time ago. What difference does it make whether | revoke 
the order for arrest or not?" 


"No. Commandant Zhang won't give up! He just needs free passage in the city to hunt those criminals 
down," asserted Tandqi firmly after raising her head. 


Li Heng gave a wave of his hand. "A convict condemned to death is pursuing the investigation into this 
case when wanted by the Imperial Court? Even | myself couldn't believe it. How am | supposed to 
convince anybody else to?" After saying this, he softened his tone a little. "I'll go and talk to Prime 
Minister Li in a while. Currently, | only hope Jing'an Department can find Changyuan as soon as possible, 
whatever the cost is. If the worst comes to the worst, I'll give up the title of the Crown Prince." 


He felt himself honorable and selfless, but Tanqi felt a wave of anger sweep over her and could barely 
forbear from splashing the wine on his face. Those people out there were racking their brains and risking 
their lives trying to rescue Chang'an from the crisis, but all what the Crown Prince cared about was this 
kind of matters. 


"Those members of Termite are still at large. Kailu Hodo might destroy the whole Chang'an at any 
moment!" Tanqi's voice was somewhat loud and drew the attention of guests sitting nearby. 


Li Heng's brow furrowed. "Hush! There will be dire consequences if anybody else hears it! I'll handle this 
matter. You are to stay out of it." After saying this, he heavily put the wineglass down on to the table, 
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Being pressurized by a handmaid made the Crown Prince feel that he had lost face. It was on Li Bi's 
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On her knees, Tanqi moved a few steps back, her shoulders trembling. The Crown Prince seemed to 
have made up his mind to stand by, which threw her into panic. Given her low status, there was nothing 
she could do to make a difference if the Crown Prince decided to stay out of this. 


‘Wait. There is yet another way. 
Seeking an audience the Emperor?’ 


Tanqi was startled by this thought of hers. How crazy could that be? But when she raised her head and 
looked in the direction of the Crown Prince's left side, she saw that the Emperor was sitting on the 
platform only dozens of paces away. If she was really to run up to the Emperor, this was her best chance. 
Tanqi knew that approaching the Emperor without consent was a felony, that she might even be killed 

on the spot by the imperial bodyguards —but at least she would be able to have the Emperor know that 
Chang'an was faced with an imminent crisis. 





The message delivered via lantern signals —"Do not retreat. Do not retreat. Do not retreat" —came to her 
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Tanqi was reduced to shortness of breath. She was an orphan, who would have starved to death young 
if Li family hadn't adopted her. For her, except for her master, there was nothing worth living for in this 
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when faced with this situation. 'As regards that wastrel... he must also be fighting in some dark corner, | 
suppose?’ she thought. 


These two men had one thing in common -they had never regarded Tanqi as a woman with beautiful 
appearance. They believed that she was capable of things of far greater value than that of serving 
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And now it was the time to prove them right. 
Tanqi kowtawed to Li Heng, took her leave and then leaned against the wall. 


All walls in the palace were covered with gauze embroidered with auspicious clouds with gold thread. 
When wind blew by, the gauze would ripple with it, as if clouds were floating in the palace. Every 
maidservant in the palace wore a cappa. And all their cappa were made of the same material. When 
their service was not needed, they would stand by the wall, looking like fairy maidens. 


With her back against the wall, Tanqi impassively moved forward. She softly pulled the silk braids to 
hitch up the hemline lest she trip during the sprint she was going to make. 


When the architect had been designing the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, he had taken into 
account the occasion when the Emperor and officials had a banquet in this place, so the floor was not 
flat but slightly inclined. The Emperor's table was at the top of the gentle slope, from where he could 
see all his guests. On the two sides of this gentle slope were paths for maidservants carrying courses. 
Guests who needed to use the privies or take their leave would also take one of these two paths. 


Since this was a festive day, the Emperor was wearing Yanyi clothes (informal dress), which was a 
gesture of his willingness to share his joy with his officials. As a result, there was no screen, only a 
Xuanshui bed curtain, around his table. Along this path, Tanqi slowly walked upwards. Looking over the 
upper edge of the shiny bed curtain, she could see that unique Tongtianguan Crown (a hat in the shape 
of a mountain) the Emperor was wearing, and she could even distinguish the twelve ridges on it. 
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of the Emperor. It would take her a mere sprint to make it to the front of the Emperor before they could 
react, but she would only be able to yell one sentence. 


The contents of this sentence was of supreme importance. Tanqi did some careful thinking and then, 
with subdued nervousness, braced her legs, poised to sprint. 


Right at this moment, a white, delicate hand rested on her shoulder. Tanqi gave a shiver, subconsciously 
twisted her head around and saw that behind her stood a female Taoist priest, a piece of silk on her 
elbow, a horsetail whisk in her hand, looking at her with curious eyes. 





The female Taoist priest was well-shaped and had charming eyes, a light yellow hair ornament in the 
shape of a flower overhanging the middle of her forehead, which made her seem radiant with beauty. 
Tanqi blurted, "Sister Taizhen?" 


She had just finished the last word when a roll of night-watch drumbeat came from outside suggesting 
that it was Zi Hour. 
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pushing the joyousness of the banquet to a new high. 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


Taizhen rejoiced to see Tanqi. She had been living in the palace for quite a long time and a chance 
encounter with an old friend had always been something of a rarity for her. She held Tanqi's hand and 
said, "It's been such a long time since the last time we've met each other. How have you been doing?" 


Zichu, 15th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
Guangde Fang, Chang'an County, Chang'an City. 
Yuan Zai returned to the front gate of the Jinzhao Office, looking slightly frustrated. 


He had gone to so much trouble to catch Wen Ran, but it had never crossed his mind that Wang Yunxiu 
would run into her. What was further beyond his expectation was that the two of them were old friends, 
pretty close ones actually. 


Those Wolf Guards, who had meant to abduct Wang Yunxiu, had mistakenly abducted Wen Ran, while 
members of the Fires Gang, who had intended to abduct Wen Ran, had mistakenly abducted Wang 
Yunxiu. These two coincidental mistakes had inflicted panic and fright of different forms on these two 
girls. 


Yuan Zai was fully aware of the context of this matter, which was why it was giving him bad headaches. 
If he was to forcibly take Wen Ran away, he would definitely have to give Wang Yunxiu a plausible 
explanation, but if he explained it to her, his story of Zhang Xiaojing abducting Wang Yunxiu wouldn't 
hold water. 


It was a noteworthy fact that though Wen Ran was a common girl, the abduction of her, if exposed, 
would implicate a lot of people, from members of the Fires Gang to Prince Yong. 


Wen Ran was only a bonus, but Wang Yunxiu was a deciding factor in how much he would gain from this 
situation. As a result, he couldn't afford to let his plan aimed at the latter go awry. After weighing up the 
pros and cons for quite a while, Yuan Zai had no alternative but to release Wen Ran for the moment and 
let Wang Yunxiu take her to the residence of Wang Family. 


To make sure that no more accidents would happen, Yuan Zai also got into the horse-drawn carriage of 
Wang Yunxiu. Wen Ran was very scared, but Wang Yunxiu was quite happy. Since Yuan Zai had granted 
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It was not until Yuan Zai saw them to the front gate of the residence of Wang Family that he took his 
leave and went on his way back. He felt it regrettable that this night, which he had wanted to be perfect, 


still witnessed a minor setback. 


"Now, there is but one loose end —Zhang Xiaojing." 





Pondering, he got off the horse-drawn carriage. He was just mulling over what kind of tactics he should 

adopt to catch this ruffian whose ferocity had never been matched since the very start of Chang'an City, 
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somewhat strange. Yuan Zai, who had always been a careful observer, squinted his eyes and found that 
it was a Persian who, surprisingly, was wearing a blue physician's overgarment. 


By convention, physicians working in hospitals in Chang'an had always been Tang people. There had 
been very few physicians of Hu origin, and they only worked in private clinics. Under no circumstances 
would any of them be wearing a blue overgarment specific to hospitals. Besides, Sicheng Ji had already 
banned people of Hu origin from entering the department. How did he come to still be here? 


"Is he by any chance...an assailant infiltrated into Jinzhao Office?" 


Thinking of this, Yuan Zai was instantly on the alert and continued looking at that man. The longer he 
observed, the more suspicious he got. 'Why isn't there a physician's bag on his belt? Why is he wearing a 
pair of cattail boots instead of leather boots that a physician normally wears? The most suspicious part 
was the position of the stains on the blue overgarment. When a physician treats a patient who suffered 
trauma, he often has to bend down, so the upper front of his overgarment is the most stain-prone, but 
the upper front of this man's overgarment is clean, and the stains are below his chest, which is almost 
impossible —unless this overgarment was originally not his but that of someone shorter.’ 


Then Yuan Zai shifted his gaze to the man beside the Persian. He looked like a patient, and there was 
nothing special about his clothing. It was just that his face was covered in soot, too dirty for anybody to 
have a clear view of his features, but his pace terrified Yuan Zai —almost every pace of his was of the 
same distance as that of the last, and he was uncommonly sure-footed. 


There was but one kind of men who walked in this way —soldiers. 


It occurred to Yuan Zai that more than one people had said those attackers of Jing'an Department's 
main hall seemed to be from military background. 'Were these two men among them?' he wondered. 


He didn't alarm them, since they were but two men, and it wouldn't make much difference even if he 
managed to catch them. He believed that it would be far wiser for him to have someone follow these 
two men and see if they would lead him to any targets of greater value. Yuan Zai was delighted. 'I've 

been having unbelievably good luck tonight. Am | by any chance going to find the den of Termite and 
catch them all in passing?’ 


Yuan Zai secretly summoned a member of the Indecent and whispered something into his ears, making 
arrangements. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Es walked straight out of Jinzhao Office without any trouble, which they felt was a 
or] URY= 0 KON a=1[0) (02 


After leaving that place, Es asked Zhang Xiaojing what they should do next. Zhang Xiaojing shook the bag 
full of piece of bamboo and replied that they were to pay a visit to a hotshot who was going to help 
them appraise these pieces of bamboo. On hearing this, Es, unconvinced, raised his chin and asked, 
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Zhang Xiaojing raised his head, looked at the black smoke rising from the main hall and sighed, "In the 
main hall of Jing'an Department, there used to be a sand table, a miniature of Chief Zhang City, which 
was precise in proportion in almost every detail, as if made by God himself. It is the craftsman who had 
made that sand table that I'm going to visit." 


Tanqi had once told Zhang Xiaojing that back at the time when Li Bi was making preparations for 
establishing Jing'an Department, he wanted to build a big sand table which was supposed to be a 
miniature of Chang'an City. It was an extremely difficult task, which deterred many renowned artisans, 
but at last, a craftsman named finished the masterpiece. 


What was interesting was that Chao Fen was not from central mainland. He came originally from 
Chuyun, Japan. As a member of a team headed by a Japanese envoy, he came to Chang'an to learn Tang 
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master was Chao Heng, the Deputy Commander of Imperial Guards, whose name was known far and 
wide, and who was a Japanese as well. 


Chao Fen lived in Zhiye Fang, which was not far away from this place. If anybody in Chang'an was 
capable of finding any clues from these pieces of bamboos, it would be nobody else but Chao Fen. 


The two of them left Guangde Fang and joined the sea of people once again. Before long, they reached 
Zhiye Fang. Next to the west side of the Rosefinch Street, it was an area of high commercial value, with 
numerous mansions and stores. At the doorway of these houses were row upon row of lantern holders, 
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For some reason, the design of festive lanterns in this area was more ingenious than that of those in 
other areas. For instance, the scales of those dragon lanterns would slightly open when wind blew by, as 
if the dragon came to life. Some lanterns were in the shape of the god of longevity holding a peach of 
longevity, and the leaves below the peach would flap in the breeze, which were very lifelike. Compared 
with the design of common festive lanterns, these changes, though not really considerable, were a clear 
indication of craftsmen's ingenuity, like the finishing touch that brought a work of art to life. 


As aresult, there were also significantly more residents enjoying the beauty of lanterns in this place. Es 
observed in concern, "Judging by the craftsmanship of these festive lanterns, | think all of them were 
made by that skilled artisan. How is it possible that he is staying at home on this occasion? He must be 
on one of the streets enjoying his work —all his geese are swans." 


Zhang Xiaojing, who had some time ago given up making efforts to correct his usage of idioms, replied 
with a frown, "We do what we've got to do, and let God decide what shall come out of it." 


The two of them elbowed their way through the crowd and entered Zhiye Fang. There were also many 
smaller festive lanterns hanging on the two sides of the street in this Fang, which were very cute. Since 
Chao Fen was a celebrity of some kind in this Fang, it took them only a couple of inquiries to find out 
about where he lived. 


It was an ordinary dwelling located at the northeastern corner of the Tenth Street, the front door of 
which was rather plain. If it weren't for the lantern with the words "Chao's Residence" on it, nobody 
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Chang'an. 





Zhang Xiaojing walked up, held a knocker on the door and knocked. Soon an apprentice-like man 
opened the door and said that his master shifu was inside. The two of them went into the house and 
were involuntarily stunned. 


There were bamboo, wood, rock and dirt of different shapes and sizes all over the front yard, leaving 
them barely any room to stand. Apart from those, there were also large piles of bronze wine cups, 
wooden figurines, iron pots and porcelain pillows, all of which were half-finished. Beside the front yard 
stood a kiln built with yellow bricks, inside which there was fiercely burning fire. A stocky man was 
staring fixedly at the opening of the kiln, his bronze rippling muscles covered in sweat reflecting the light 
of the flames. 


Es was greatly surprised. 'Today is the Lantern Festival. Instead of going outside to have some fun, this 
guy is staying in his yard laboring around a kiln. What a weirdo.' 


Zhang Xiaojing took a step forward and gave a cough, but the shortie didn't even twist his head around, 
as if not having heard him. The apprentice on the side explained in an undertone, "Once my master shifu 
stares at the kiln, his eyes will be fixed on it for days. He won't rest or sleep, and neither will he talk to 
anybody..." 


Zhang Xiaojing, who didn't have any time to waste, took another step forward. "I'm Zhang Xiaojing, a 
commandant working for Jing'an Department. | came here tonight because | need your help to appraise 
something." 


On hearing the name "Jing'an Department", Chao Fen finally twisted his head around and asked in an 
apathetic tone of voice, "What do you want me to appraise?" 


"Some pieces of bamboo." Zhang Xiaojing raised his bag and gave it a shake in front of his eyes. 


"I'm not interested. Please leave." Chao Fen gave a rather explicit refusal. The apprentice explained in a 
muted voice, "My master shifu has always been like this. Recently, he has been quite obsessed with 
pottery and can't be bothered to even look at anything other than porcelain." 


Zhang Xiaojing said, "This matter concerns the safety of the whole Chang'an and it's of utmost urgency. 
Please take a look at these things. This is not a request. It's an order!" 


Surprisingly, after being told that this matter concerned the safety of Chang'an, Chao Fen still stood 
indifferent, his eyes fixed on the opening of the kiln, as if what was inside was more important than the 
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but given how short time was, he couldn't let this guy act so wilfully. Zhang Xiaojing reached out his 
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Zhang Xiaojing's palm aside. Zhang Xiaojing, who had always been confident about his strength, failed to 
last a single round with Chao Fen. 


Having been dedicated to craft in Chang'an for so many years, Chao Fen had amazingly strong arms. 





Seeing this, Es also went anxious. "Jing'an Department was attacked by formidable enemies. More than 
half of the staff members were either killed or injured. Sicheng was abducted. The main hall was burnt. 
This is our only clue..." 
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eyes. "Say it again!" 


"Jing'an Department was attacked by formidable enemies, with more than half of the staff members 
either killed or injured, Sicheng abducted..." 


"The next sentence!" 
"The main hall was burnt." 


Chao Fen abruptly gripped Es with his hands. Es, feeling as if he was being held by a vise, couldn't even 
move a single inch. Chao Fen demanded in a deep voice, "What happened to my sand table after the 
main hall was burnt?" 


"It was also burnt to ashes, of course." 


Zhang Xiaojing answered the question. He had found the Achilles heel of this man. Chao Fen was a 
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must hit a raw nerve. 


As expected, on hearing that the sand table had been destroyed, Chao Fen knitted his thick eyebrows 
tightly together, as if it was even more regrettable than the news of Chang'an facing a crisis. Suddenly, 
he let out a growl, released his vise-like grip on Es and gave the wooden plank beside him a hard jab 
with his elbow. Shockingly, the high-quality cedarwood plank snapped in half. 


"| lent that to Jing'an Department! | was planning to take it back to Japan and build another Chang'an! It 
was destroyed just like this?! Who?! Who did that?!" 
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important clue to the whereabouts of the culprit." 


Chao Fen stretched out his big hand covered in callus, his eyes blood-red with rage. "Give them to me!" 


Es handed the bag to him. Chao Fen emptied those pieces of bamboo out of the bad and started 
checking them one by one. The apprentice hurriedly clipped the tip of the wick, making the candle burn 
brighter. Though short and thick, Chao Fen's fingers were very nimble. Those small pieces of bamboo 
were being moved constantly between his fingers, but not a single piece dropped to the ground. Chao 
Fen took a piece of thin, transparent, polished jade, squinted one of his eyes and looked through the 
jade to observe. 


"These pieces were cut off by different craftsmen. There were twelve of them, each with different 
strength, which is why the hacks on these pieces of bamboo are of different depths." 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 


Es' tongue clicked with amazement as he heard this. He had always been very confident about his sharp 
eyes, but this time around, he secretly admitted that Chao Fen bested him. Chao Fen added, "This 
bamboo-whittling technique is not used by Chang'an craftsmen but probably by those living in areas 
further north. Bamboos in the north are thin, and artisans there tend to swing their knives inwards 
when cutting bamboos. Besides, many of these pieces have two hacks at the edges, which is an 
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they are from Shuofang." 


His reputation as a first-class craftsman was well-earned. He had found so much information from these 
pieces in such a short time. But Zhang Xiaojing was slightly disappointed, because these messages were 
not helpful in solving the crisis of Kailu Hodo. 


"What about this one?" He handed Chao Fen the piece of bamboo that had fallen from the shoes of 
Fishgut. 


He flicked a glance at it and immediately replied with assurance and composure, "It's octagonal in shape 
and has an indentation in the middle. You see, this piece is flat and narrow, and there are burns on it. 
This is typical technique of the House of Fang to the south of the Five Ridges (the Five Ridges are five 
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Guangdong and Guangxi on the other), but there are also traces of the Xiaoxi technique typically used by 
people of the House of Lin in Sichuan..." Over the years, Chao Fen had spent a lot of time researching 
and analyzing techniques of artisans from different areas. As a result, none of these details escaped his 
notice. 


"Are there any connections between this and those pieces of bamboo?" 


"Combining this with the information found on those pieces, | can only tell you that all of them are 
remains after something large was finished." 


"Can you tell who did the cutting?" Zhang Xiaojing felt that this might be a clue. 


Chao Fen cast a glance at him. "There are tens of thousands of craftsmen in Chang'an. I'm not a fortune- 
teller. How am | supposed to know?" Zhang Xiaojing fell speechless in the knowledge that this request of 
his was indeed over-demanding, that Chao Fen had to become an immortal first to give an answer to his 
question after merely glancing at it. 


Chao Fen slowly added, "But | can tell you what this thing is used for." 
He bade his apprentice to get him two lengths of bamboo, casually picked up a weird-looking long knife 


and wielded it to process the bamboo in an amazingly skillful manner. Zhang Xiaojing and Es watched 
and found that those pieces of bamboo fallen to the ground were, for all intents and purposes, identical 





with those they had brought here. Before long, Chao Fen made two eccentrically-shaped bamboo tubes 
with serrated ends, which could inosculate with each other and even turn. 


Remarkably, Chao Fen had managed to make this thing after merely looking at some pieces of bamboo. 
Zhang Xiaojing and Es felt that this man's craftsmanship was almost divine. 


"What does it do?" 


"It's a Kylin Arm (Kylin is a unicorn existed in Chinese mythology), used for connecting beams or columns 
when building houses, or for transference of driven force in a cart or carriage. To my knowledge, there is 
but one man in Chang'an whose work requires components of such precision," Chao Fen stroked the 
bamboo tube and sighed, "who's also the sole person | have not yet surpassed." 


"Who is it?" 
"Mao Shun, Mao Poluo's son." 


Mao Poluo was an expert of Wuzhou Dynasty (690-705 AD), who excelled at drawing and carving and 
used to be the head of the Shangfang Department (an agency responsible for making items used by an 
Emperor or an Empress in feudal China). At that time, Wu Sansi, otherwise known as King Liang, along 
with the chiefs of the four foreign tribes, with an attempt to curry favor with Empress Wu, had 
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afterwards put in front of the Duan Gate. Mao Poluo had been the one who had built this ornamental 
column. 


Mao Shun, Mao Poluo's son, was even better at craft than his father and held a very high position in the 
circle of artisans in Chang'an. The compliment paid by Chao Fen alone was an unmistakable indication of 
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Zhang Xiaojing had also heard of this name before. His mind raced after he heard this reply. Previously, 
what he had been puzzled about was what use could the missing mountain tallow could be of to those 
members of Termite. But now, after hearing Chao Fen's explanation, he believed that it was probably 
closely related to some design of Mao Shun, that he would find the answer as long as he caught Mao 
Shun. As a result, he hurriedly asked, "Master, may | ask what kind of design of Mao Shun do you think 
this component is from?" 


Chao Fen responded, "Mao Shun is divinely talented and his skills are superlative, so His Majesty thinks 
pretty highly of him. Before this year's Lantern Festival, he offered to build for His Majesty a lantern 
pavilion called Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion, which was to be used for the Ba-lantern 
Ceremony. This pavilion is over fifty meters in height and sixteen meters in width, with colorful thin silk 
as its cover and lantern figurines inside. It's of extremely complicated structure. Once the lanterns inside 
it are lit, the wheels will turn nonstop, and the light will illuminate a radius of several miles around it, 
which will be an unprecedented scenery. His Majesty was very pleased and granted him the permission 
to build it —now it's already finished, awaiting for the final candle-lighting." 


There was distinct admiration in Chao Fen's voice. Which craftsman didn't want his painstaking design to 
be turned into real object? He failed to notice that Zhang Xiaojing's face had changed several times. 





"So Kylin Arms were used in this lantern pavilion?" Zhang Xiaojing asked in a quivering voice. 


"Exactly. That Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion has twenty-four lantern chambers, each of 
which has different lantern figures inside. In order to have those lantern figures move automatically, 
Kylin Arms are indispensable components." 


Zhang Xiaojing took the Kylin Arm from Chao Fen, scrutinized it and found that it was hollow. Chao Fen 
explained, "Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion is too high. Wood and stone are too heavy. Only 
hollow moso bamboo is the suitable material to build it with." 


"But doesn't this make Kylin Arms highly damage-prone?" 


"Bamboo is very light, so it's very easy to replace damaged components. Besides, the lantern pavilion 
only needs to hold for three days, so this is not going to be a problem." 


The light dawned on Zhang Xiaojing. Though ill acquainted with the technique, he had had a shrewd idea 
what those members of Termite were planning to do. They would first cut bamboo tubes shaping them 
into Kylin Arms, and then fill them with mountain tallow turning them into small-sized Fierceflame 
bombs. After that, those members of Termite would enter the lantern pavilion posing as craftsmen and, 
on the pretext of examining and repairing the pavilion, replace the components with these "Kylin Arms" 
right under guards' noses. 


In that case, the whole Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion would be transformed into a huge 
Fierceflame bomb, which, once detonated, would destroy everything within a radius of several miles. 


"Where's the lantern pavilion?" 


"On the square in front of the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, to the south of the Xingqing 
Palace." 


The emperor would hold the Ba-lantern Ceremony in the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion at 
Chouzheng (2:00 a.m.) on this night, and all civil officials and military officers, along with envoys from 
numerous nations and tribes, would be present. The Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion was only 
thirty paces away from the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion. 


The ambition of the Termite was as clear as if it were exposed to view —they sought to wipe out the 
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Zhang Xiaojing was thrown into shock, but a characteristic of Fierceflame bombs suddenly occurred to 
him -they had to be heated beforehand to detonate, which meant that those members of Termite could 
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before the ceremony. The ceremony was going to be held at Chouzheng, and currently it was Zichu, so 
there was less than three hours left. 


‘Those Termites are probably in the lantern pavilion installing bombs right at this moment!’ 





Zhang Xiaojing abruptly jumped up. Too anxious to say anything else to Chao Fen or give Es an 
explanation, he sprinted for the doorway. This was the last chance. If he didn't go there right now, 
things would reach the point of irreversibility. 


But he was just about to reach the doorway when the front door was swung open with a loud bang. 
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encircled the place circle upon circle. 


Yuan Zai, standing in the distance behind these soldiers, a smug expression on his face, watched these 
"members of Termite" who were about to be brought to justice. 


On this night, it was the Mighty Dragon Army who were responsible for the security of the perimeter of 
the Xingqing Palace. As the emperor's most trusted Capital City Garrison unit, they had already checked 
every corner of the square in front of the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, made arrangements 
for soldiers to guard all entrances and exits and also set up blockades to make sure that nothing would 
go wrong on this night. 


Every year, these were the most trying times for the Mighty Dragon Army. 


In two hours, Ba-lantern carts carrying entertainers selected by local governments of different areas as 
well as their fans would drive into the square for the final competition. By then, this place would be so 
crowded that even a drop of water wouldn't be able to trickle through. All nearby streets and corners 
and even the top of the walls would be packed with people. What was even more trickier was that the 
Emperor would be standing on the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion enjoying the moment when 
the sea of his subjects yelling "Long live Your Majesty!", which, in the eyes of the Emperor, would be a 
gesture of sharing his joy and enjoying this flourishing age with his people, but which in the sight of the 
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Such was the specialness of this day that soldiers of the Mighty Dragon Army could not forbid 
commoners from getting close. They could but concentrate their manpower on securing some 
important targets, which, apart from the Jinming Gate, the Chuyang Gate and the Tongyang, also 
included the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion —a building the likes of which had never been 
seen in previous years. 


The name "Taishang-xuanyuan" was the title conferred on Lao Zi (philosopher in the Spring and Autumn 
Period, founder of Taoism) by Gaowu Emperor. The incumbent emperor was into Taoism and thought 
very highly of Lao Zi, so he had given this lantern pavilion this name. 


This lantern pavilion was huge, which spared the soldiers from the worry of it being stolen, but they did 
fear that some curious commoners would show up to steal the beads or other golden ornaments on the 
pavilion. As a result, the Mighty Dragon Army had set three layers of guard around it, and nobody 
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A dozen horse-drawn carts typically used for transporting firewood entered the square to the south of 
Xingqing Palace from the east side. Since the whole city had virtually been paralyzed by traffic, drivers of 
these carts had no choice but to take the passage between the eastern city wall and those Fangs to 
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had noticed these carts some time ago, raised their hands signaling the drivers to stop. The gesture 





brought the fleet of carts to a halt. Someone got off the first cart, walked up to the soldiers, claimed to 
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"We're here for the candle lighting of the Lantern pavilion," said the man. 


The guards had some time ago been informed that some craftsmen would enter the lantern pavilion to 
conduct the candle lighting, so they were not surprised by the arrival of these people. They took the 
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On these bamboo plates, there were names of artisans, description of their looks, their native places, 
names of their masters, their addresses as well as what they had been authorized to do. And there were 
also signatures of the head of the yamen. There was nothing suspicious with those ID plates. The squad 
leader put down the bunch of bamboo plates and looked at the fleet of carts. Suddenly, he felt 
somewhat strange. 


"Where's Curator Zhang?" 


According to the regulations, the presence of an official of the Ministry of Mining was compulsory for a 
task as important as lantern pavilion maintenance to be conducted. The owner of the construction 
company craned closer to the squad leader and informed him in a low voice, "Alas, | really feel 
embarrassed to tell you this, but Curator Zhang was pushed off the bridge by the crowd and fell into the 
canal when enjoying the lantern show. Currently, he is still unaccounted for. We took the liberty of 
coming here ahead of schedule without him for fear of being delayed by the traffic." 


The squad leader, who was surprised to hear this message, replied with an awkward expression on his 
face, "You and your men need to be accompanied by a curator of the Ministry of Mining to get into the 
lantern pavilion." 


The company owner responded anxiously, "It wasn't me who pushed Curator Zhang off the bridge! 
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"Rules are rules. Maybe you can request the Ministry of Mining to assign another official here," advised 
the guard. As a member of the Mighty Dragon Army responsible for the safety of the Emperor, he must 
follow the rules rigorously. 


"All people are enjoying the lantern show. Who am | supposed to find them..." The company owner was 
getting more and more anxious, restlessly rubbing his hands with a distinct rustle. "We are two hours 
away from Chouzheng. If we don't get started right now, we won't be able to finish the job in time. His 
Majesty has been looking forward to seeing the light of this lantern pavilion symbolic of this flourishing 
age. If by any chance we fail to light the lantern pavilion at the intended moment... Just because the 
Mighty Dragon Army refuse to let my craftsmen to approach it?" 


These remarks threw the squad leader into hesitation. No matter how important the rules were, they 
could never outweigh the mood of the Emperor. He flicked a glance at the fleet of carts and said, "Fine. 
I'll let your artisans get through, but what are you carrying on these carts?" 


"They are all replacements for potential damaged components." The company owner removed the 
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leader gave a wave of his hand and assigned a subordinate to each of those carts to check them 
carefully. On all those carts were indeed bamboo tubes, the ends of which had been cut into strange 
shapes, looking very similar to those of some components of the lantern pavilion. There was nothing 
else apart from bamboo tubes. 


But these bamboo tubes were very hot, as if having been heated only a short while ago. The squad 
leader, who had little acquaintance with craft, speculated that this was some kind of secret processing 
raateadalele Pl ulm olUsamo(o)iVZamnal-moy-lea)ololomablol-mlamalcmar-lalem-lalepr-\:).<-lom-]alelual-1me10 (11010) aman Mal-mer-lalel(-talf-4aialaroan 
only two hours away, yet you still have so many components to replace?" 
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Mao about this." The squad leader raised his eyes and saw a thin old man sitting at the front seat of a 
cart, who was impassively gazing up at the lantern pavilion —-he was nobody else but Mao Shun, the 
Supervisor of Palace Lighting. 


The squad leader instantly fell silent. Given the high rank of Mao Shun, on no account would he, a 
common soldier of the Mighty Dragon Army, dare to question him. He dismissed all doubts from his 
mind, bade his subordinates to move the blockades aside and let the fleet of carts slowly get through. 


They got through two layers of guard without any trouble. Though Zhang Luo was not here to vouch for 
these craftsmen, which was against the rules, the presence of Mao Shun, a renowned master, was more 
than enough to deter all soldiers from raising suspicions. As a result, the fleet of carts smoothly reached 
the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion. 
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been reinforced with loess before the giant gourd-shaped bamboo structure was built on the top. The 
passageway leading to the lantern pavilion was inside the temple. 


All artisans jumped off the carts. Each of them scooped up a couple of Kylin Arms and then walked into 
the lantern pavilion along that passage. There were also soldiers of the Mighty Dragon Army on guard at 
this place, but they had been informed of these artisans' arrival, so they didn't ask any questions and 
even helped carry those bamboo tubes. 


Mao Shun was the last to get off the cart. He was very slow, as if absent-minded. The company owner 
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owner and said in a low voice, "Now I've got you here as promised. Would you please free my family?" 


"There's no hurry, Supervisor Mao," smiled Long Bo. "We still rely on your knowledge to help with the 
reconstruction of the lantern pavilion." 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 


It had never crossed Tanqi's mind that she would chance upon Taizhen in the Industriousness and 
Pragmatism Pavilion. 


Speaking of this woman, she was actually a legend whose story had always been a popular topic of 
conversation among residents of Chang'an even until this day. Her original name had been Yang Yuhuan. 
She was a concubine of Prince Shou, Li Mao. It had been during a spring outing of all princes that Tangi 
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fell off her horse and hurt her ankle. Tanqi, who was good at massage, offered her medical treatment 
and the two of them hit it off straight away. The concubine of Prince Shou, who did not think little of 
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Unexpectedly, a couple of years later, the Emperor summoned Yang Yuhuan to the imperial palace, told 
her that he needed someone to pray for divine blessings for his mother, the Empress Dowager Dou, and 
had her become a Taoist priest, whose monastic name was Taizhen... Nobody in the imperial palace had 
ever disclosed any details about this matter to any outsiders, but the whole Chang'an City knew what 
had really happened. And it had become a wide-spread fantastic story. 


Think about it, she realized that she had not seen Taizhen for years, and this chance encounter with her 
at this Lantern Festival Spring Banquet had come as a complete surprise. The sight of the graceful Taoist 
cassock she was wearing brought Tanqi to the realization that though she was serving the Emperor, she 
had not yet been acknowledged as the Emperor's concubine, which was why she was still dressed as a 
Taoist and it was not convenient for her to openly showed up at this banquet —Prince Shou was sitting 
right down there. 


Taizhen was overjoyed to see Tanqi. She had been in the imperial palace for quite a long time and there 
had been very few occasions when she chanced upon an old friend. As a result, she instantly held 
Tanqi's hand and said, "It's been such a long time since the last time we've met each other. How have 
you been doing?" It had taken Tanqi quite some efforts to summon up her courage, but now, what she 
had been poised to do was instantly interrupted, leaving her at a loss how to answer Taizhen's question. 


Taizhen, who mistakenly believed that she was just too excited to speak, drew her aside and cordially 
started talking about her daily life. Heart torn with anxiety, Tanqi casually responded to Taizhen but her 
eyes kept flicking in the direction of the other side of the bead curtain, where that Tongtianguan Crown 
was repeatedly moving to the beautiful melody of the background music of the Dance of Rainbow- 
colored and Feathered Costumes. 


Seeing the absent-mindedness on the face of Tanqi, Taizhen was rather surprised. She had just looked 
around and found that the Crown Prince was present, but Li Bi was absent. 'Has Li Bi by any chance sent 
his family handmaid to the Crown Prince as a gift? But given her dirty clothes, she doesn't seem to be 
here to attend this banquet.’ 


"Younger Sister, why are you dressed like this? Did anything happen?" 





Tanqi's eyes abruptly lit up as she heard this remark. 


She was well aware that Taizhen's becoming a Taoist priest praying for God's blessings had been a sheer 
cover-up of the Emperor, that he actually favored Taizhen very much. She had also heard that the 
Emperor, when in the imperial palace, had been calling Taizhen darling treating her as his concubine all 
along. 'Wouldn't it be much more effective to have her talk to the Emperor than to force my way over to 
the table?’ 


Tanqi's mind raced. Suddenly, she grabbed Taizhen's sleeve and pleaded in a tearful voice, "Elder Sister, 
you've got to help me!" 


Taizhen hurriedly raised her to her feet and said mildly, "What makes you so alarmed? Tell me what's 
going on." Though she was only a female Taoist priest, there was faint gracefulness and confidence in 
her tone. 
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without the permission of our parents, but an evildoer framed him out of jealousy. Now he is wanted by 
all soldiers in the city. I've been on the run all night but nobody was willing to help. At the end of my 
rope, | risked death coming here to ask the Crown Prince for help, but the Crown Prince also..." Tanqi 
was unable to finish her sentence, as if about to weep. 


Tanqi knew Taizhen very well. She was an innocent woman who wouldn't be able to understand the 
destruction of Chang'an or anything like that. She liked only legends likethe Song of Courtship, Ode to 
the Goddess of the Luo River, Butterfly Lovers,the Night Journey of Hongfu, all of which were love 
stories. If she was to touch Taizhen and have Taizhen come to her help, she had no choice but to 
fabricate a love story about her and Zhang Xiaojing. 


As expected, Taizhen was reduced to tears by her story, feeling that this story was so touching and 
poignant —her pledge to marry without parents' consent, her lover's meeting with misfortune, her 
efforts to save him at considerable risk to her own life, each of which made Taizhen feel deeply moved. 
She used to be a concubine of Prince Shou, but now she was serving the Emperor. Having been deprived 
of choice again and again, she had always been having a faint longing for the experience of the 
protagonist of a story of this kind. 


Taizhen hugged Tanqi who was limp, and found that there was dirt even on her neck. In the knowledge 
that she had been having such a hectic night, Taizhen felt a twitch of terrible heartache. 


"Don't worry. I'll talk to His Majesty. What is the name of the man you love?" 


"His name is Zhang Xiaojing." After giving the answer, Tanqi hurriedly shook her head. "A sledge- 
hammer should not be used on a gnat. Every instant of His Majesty's time should be spent with good 
cause. How can | bother him with such a petty matter? He might think differently of you because of it, 
Elder Sister." 


Very touched that Tanqi was still considering her under the circumstances, Taizhen consoled her, "Rest 
assured. | request His Majesty to reward my family a lot, and he never refused. It'll be very easy to have 
him grant an imperial pardon." 





Tanqi said in a muted voice, "Requesting an imperial pardon from His Majesty will get a lot of officials of 
the Imperial Court involved. | cannot implicate you, Elder Sister. If you really want to help, please just 
remind His Majesty to ask his men about Kailu Hodo. That'll do." 


"What's that?" Taizhen was completely confused. 


Tanqi replied with a wry smile, "That is the matter my lover is involved in. Some evildoers have been 
keeping the truth back from His Majesty. So once this matter is brought to His Majesty's notice, my 
lover's trouble will come to an end." 


Taizhen thought for a few moments and felt that this was even easier than a request for reward, and it 
wouldn't arouse anybody's suspicions, so she gave her an approving nod. Tanqi attempted to kneel 
down to express her gratitude but Taizhen stopped her when her knees were halfway to the ground and 
raised her up. "Except for a couple of sisters of mine, you are the only friend | have outside the imperial 
palace. There's no need for this." 


Seeing the sparkling tears in Tanqi's eyes, Taizhen felt a sudden sense of achievement. By merely a few 
moments' talk with the Emperor, she would be able to help two lovers get the happiness they deserved, 
which, to some extent, would also help herself fulfill a long-cherished wish. She said to Tanqi a few more 
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Tanqi stood where she was, troubled and uneasy. 
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the necessity of getting Zhang Xiaojing out of trouble nor that of returning Jing'an Department to the 
East Palace would be enough to convince the Emperor, because both of them were petty matters in the 
eyes of the Emperor. It would take a sharp poison needle, one that inflicted instant pain on contact, to 
alarm the Emperor. 


And this poison needle was nothing else but Kailu Hodo, the Kailu Hodo that was threatening to destroy 
Chang'an. 


Currently, the Crown Prince intended to stand by, and Prime Minister Li intended to fight for what he 
wanted. Both sides had, intentionally or unintentionally, ignored the threat of Kailu Hodo. What Tangi 
could do was overturn the table and make some noises. Once the Emperor took a personal interest in it, 
everything would go public. 


Tanqi had no idea whether she would be able to save Zhang Xiaojing by messing up the situation in this 
way, but she was certain that the situation wouldn't go worse. However, she was also aware that, by 
making this move, she would offend both the Crown Prince and Prime Minister Li, that she probably 
would have to face a very miserable fate. 


But at this time, she was too nervous to give these matters some extra thought. She just stared 
absorbedly at the other side of the bead curtain. Taizhen's yellow hat slowly approached the Emperor's 
Tongtianguan Crown and suddenly tilted, as if Taizhen twisted her head aside to speak. Before long, 
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those guests. The Crown Prince and Prime Minister Li left their tables and walked up to the Emperor's 





table. The Yuanyouguan Hat (a hat in the shape of a mountain, worn only by a duke or a prince under an 
emperor or empress in feudal China) and the black gauze cap lowered down at the same time, which 
looked like the two men were bowing to the Emperor, but they kept their head down for quite some 
time, and only the Tongtianguan Crown (a hat in the shape of a mountain, worn by an emperor only in 
feudal China) occasionally moved, which suggested that the Emperor was probably criticizing them. 


The music was still ongoing and the atmosphere was still uproarious. Tanqi was unable to distinguish the 
contents of the conversation between the three men at the Emperor's table. She could only lean against 
the wall like a gambler who had bet all they had waiting for the banker to reveal the dice. 


Finally, The Yuanyouguan Hat and the black gauze cap rose at the same time, and one of them gave a 
violent shake, as if the man wearing it was shocked. Tanqi, who was unaware of the result, swallowed 
hard and quietly returned to the back of the Crown Prince's table without waiting for Taizhen to walk 
out. 


Li Heng walked back to his table, a sullen look on his face. As he clapped eyes on Tang, the light 
suddenly dawned on him. "Was it you who told that woman named Taizhen?" 


"Yes," Tanqi answered with straightened back. 


"You..." Li Heng pointed at her, his fingers quivering, too angry to finish his sentence. "You ungrateful 
cheap handmaid! To save a convict condemned to death, you betrayed all of us!" 


A moment ago, when his father asked them about Kailu Hodo, neither of them were able to conceal the 
truth. Prime Minister Li took advantage of the opportunity and accused Li Bi of entrusting the task to the 
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had caused the disastrous defeat of Jing'an Department. Li Heng had no alternative but to steel himself 
to argue with him. Prime Minister Li censured Jing'an Department for being powerless against the attack, 
while he criticized the Censor Department for power grab. Prime Minister Li alleged that Zhang Xiaojing 
was in collusion with the Termite, while he used Zhang Xiaojing's valiant deeds in the West Market to 
contradict the slander. 
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the arguments of both of them were ungrounded. Eventually, the Emperor went impatient and 
reprimanded, "A formidable enemy is eyeing us with hostility. Yet you two are still in the mood for 
squabble?!" He was totally unconcerned with Zhang Xiaojing, but Kailu Hodo was threatening to destroy 
the whole Chang'an. Li Heng and Li Linfu had no choice but to kowtow and apologize to the Emperor, 
stating categorically that they were willing to make peace and join hands with each other to ensure the 
safety of Chang'an. 


Tanqi was unaware of the details, but the words "to save a convict condemned to death" brought her to 
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She couldn't be bothered to explain to Li Heng to resolve the misunderstanding, leaning against the wall, 
eyes closed in exhaustion. After a few moments, she heard footsteps approaching and then felt some 
men ferociously grab her arms dragging her towards the outside. 


‘This is all | can do. You are on your own, wastrel...’ she thought. 





When soldiers flooded into the front yard of Chao Fen, Es was the first one to react. Without saying 
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those Lubi Army soldiers, blocking their view. 
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In the knowledge that he couldn't afford any delays, Zhang Xiaojing knitted his brows, turned around 
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the house in the front loading their bows. If he tried to climb over the wall, he would become a live 
target of feather-ended arrows immediately. 


He hurriedly raised his head and warned Es to get down. Es, who was busy scattering thatch on the roof 
of the shed, failed to hear him. Suddenly, a couple of arrows whizzed over in the dark and with that Es 
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"Eo?l" 


Zhang Xiaojing was taken aback and quickly ran towards him with an attempt to offer help, but a team 
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guards, also walked into the yard. He flicked a glance at Es lying on the ground and then complacently 
yelled at Zhang Xiaojing, "We work for Jing'an Department! You've already been surrounded and there's 
nowhere you could flee to. Why don't you just put your hands over your head and surrender?" 


In order to make his words more convincing, Yuan Zai took a saber himself and jabbed Es, who had been 
seriously injured, in the thigh making him let out a cry of anguish. 


Strangely enough, this time Zhang Xiaojing's face remained impassive. 


Yuan Zai was a little surprised by his composure, but after his eyes swept around, his uncertainty 
dissolved. The front door was the only entrance to this yard, and a great many soldiers holding sabers 
were cautiously closing in on the targets. And there were also archers and crossbowmen on the 
perimeter controlling all commanding elevations. It was like an escape-proof net and these members of 
Termites would never make it out of here, no matter how hard they try. 


But then Wen Ran's abducting him not long ago came to mind and, to be on the safe side, he took a few 
steps backwards hiding himself among the soldiers. 


"Light the lanterns!" Yuan Zai felt that this pleasant moment deserved to be accompanied by some more 
light. 


Immediately, a couple of solders hung some lanterns onto the corridor posts, making the small yard 
brighter. Yuan Zai suddenly tilted his head and clicked his tongue. He finally distinguished the features of 
the man standing ahead, who seemed to be one-eyed, his left eye socket empty. 


"Zhang Xiaojing?" Yuan Zai was pleasantly surprised. He had thought that the targets were two moles 
planted by the Termite. Unexpectedly, one of them was the most wanted criminal. It seemed that he 
was the one who had been destined to perform the most meritorious services on this day. 





Yuan Zai slightly moved forward and reprimanded in a severe tone, "Zhang Xiaojing! You are guilty of 
the most heinous crimes. Not even by dying a hundred deaths can you expiate so great a record of evil 
deeds! Today you are faced with me, a government official. Why don't you just admit your sins and kill 
yourself?" Seeing Zhang Xiaojing remaining silent, he yelled again, "Yao Runeng, Xu Bin, Wen Ran and all 
your other underlings have been apprehended awaiting execution. Soon you shall join them and be 
beheaded with them!" 


Yuan Zai had no intention whatsoever to have Zhang Xiaojing surrender. Since there was no better way 
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a dead man take it. As a result, he was trying to provoke Zhang Xiaojing. Once Zhang Xiaojing fought 
back, he would immediately give the order to kill him where he stood. 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Yuan Zai's words reduced Zhang Xiaojing's shoulders to trembling. The apprentice thought that he was 
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The corners of his mouth curving up, the grin seemed cruel and wry. His silkworm-shaped eyebrows 
lifted to the sides, as if he had just encountered something he found extremely exciting. 


Zhang Xiaojing casually picked up the long knife on the ground that Chao Fen had used to hack bamboo, 
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turned around, training the knife at those pursuers. 


Seeing he had picked up the knife, Yuan Zai, though secretly delighted, snapped, "You are faced with 
imminent death yet still want to put up a last-ditch fight? Guards! Restrain him!" 


On hearing the order, all soldiers came at the target in an attempt to arrest "the ringleader of the 
Termite". Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing gave a strike and, with a gleam of his knife, the soldier at the 
front fell to the ground beheaded, blood spewing out of the wound. Those behind the decapitated body 
paused in fear. Then they exchanged glances and charged at the target all at once. With another two 
gleams of the knife, another two men were downed. 
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through the air non-stop with wicked gleams but without a single word of its wielder. The knife in his 
hand, like the scythe of the Grim Reaper, took a life with every swing of it, sending blood spattering 
around to anguished cries. 
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fright. Only Chao Fen was sitting still before the kiln with his eyes fixed on the dancing flames inside, 
showing a total disregard for the gory, cruel fight happening right around him. 
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not right. Subconsciously, he started drawing back, ordering the soldiers to keep advancing. 


Zhang Xiaojing's attack was still ongoing, as if he had been possessed by death himself. Never once had 
these Lubi Army soldiers ever fought an enemy so frenzied. His near-concrete killing intent and his 
blood-red furious eyes made him seem like a ferocious beast in the dark that would kill anybody on 
contact. This yard was rather narrow and there were many sundries on the ground, which was why 
those Lubi Army soldiers crowding this place were unable to mob the target. They were just enduring in 
horror the attack on a small army from a single man. 


If Feng Dalun were present, he would have given them a word of warning. The year before, Zhang 
Xiaojing intruded into the headquarter of the Fires Gang to seek revenge and caused the gang thirty 
casualties. Even the vice leader and a couple of top-ranking members died to his saber. And this was the 
exact frenzied state that he was in on that day. 





Currently, Zhang Xiaojing was indeed in a state of madness. 


Before this day, he had shown mercy to his enemies whenever he could, no matter how dangerous a 
situation he had been in. But Es' being hit by arrows and Yuan Zai's repeated provocation had given 
Zhang Xiaojing a channel to vent his anger, which had been building up and subdued inside him all along. 


His companions’ being struck down one after another, the enemies' still advancing towards their target, 
the stupid and greedy faces of bureaucrats, the last wish of his old comrade-in-arms, the lives of all 
residents of Chang'an —all these stressful things conspired against him and finally, a raging power that 
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He no longer had to make any choices. If there were a god in his way, he would kill the god. If there 

were a Buddha in his way, he would kill the Buddha, not to mention those fragile Lubi Army soldiers. 


What was more terrifying was that the form of Zhang Xiaojing's frenzy was not mad killing but extreme 
coldness, like that of a rock. He was not making any redundant movements or sounds, and there was no 
misgivings or mercy or even the faintest idea of self-protection in his mind. With no intention of 
defending or dodging, he was like a lifeless and mindless machine the sole function of which was killing. 
Every strike of his was lethal. 


In the only eye that Zhang Xiaojing had left, three scenes —-the gory scene in this yard, the bloody scene 
in the headquarter of the Fires Gang, as well as the sanguinary scene when he was defending the city in 
the Western Regions —overlapped each other. As the slaughter continued, Zhang Xiaojing lapsed into an 
illusion, mistakenly believing that he was still in that small bunker having a life-or-death fight against the 
Turkish army. 


A silent monster of this kind charged into the formation of those soldiers, making the silence even more 
horrifying. Amid yelling and anguished cries, almost every victim was killed by a single blow. A couple of 
bold soldiers tried to intercept him only to find that it was impossible to hold him back. That weird knife 
in Zhang Xiaojing's hand was sharp enough to cut clean through iron as though it were mud, and it was 
also extremely tenacious. After cutting through so many people's bodies, its blade had still not been 
turned. 
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the yard. Soon, the soldiers were forced out of the front door. The Five-Honored Yama's reputation for 
being ruthless, venomous, diabolic, stubborn and cruel was widely known in the 108 Fangs, but on this 
night, Chang'an witnessed the sixth trait of this Yama —madness. 


Those over ten lanterns were still on the corridor posts. By light of the flickering flames, a bloodthirsty 
and lonesome black figure holding a knife was reflected in the pools of blood on the ground. 


Yuan Zai, who had quick reflexes, immediately fled the front yard, feeling his heart hammering so 
violently that it seemed to be about to break through his chest. His pants felt hot and wet —he had 
actually wet himself. The frenzied killing performance of that man, who seemed to have been possessed 
by the Grim Reaper, had shattered Yuan Zai's courage into pieces. 


Now Yuan Zai finally came to understand why Prince Yong and Feng Dalun bore so deep fear of this man. 
'He is no small threat. He is a mortal malady!’ 
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Fortunately, there were another dozen soldiers on the perimeter, who had just hurried over, but when 
they caught sight of the gory scene, their legs started trembling with fear. 


"What are you waiting for?!" Yuan Zai urged the soldiers beside him but found that his voice was weak, 
hollow and short of authority. Lubi Army soldiers tightened their grip on their weapons but none of 
them dared to advance, panic on their faces. Like Yuan Zai, they had been neutered of courage and 
morale by the fight in the yard. 


Step by step, Zhang Xiaojing walked towards the outside of the yard, giving off an aura of despair, 
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yelled in fright, "Use your crossbows! Use your bows!" Ridding himself of this nightmare was the only 
thing he wanted to do, but his muscles were as tense as iron, leaving him powerless to take a single step 
backwards. 


On being reminded of this, Lubi Army soldiers reacted as though having just awoken from a dream. 
Those at the rear immediately fished out their crossbows in the knowledge that no matter how tough 
that man was, he was but flesh and blood, and it was impossible for him to survive these bolts. 


Right at the instant when Zhang Xiaojing was about to step out of the front yard and those soldiers were 
about to pull the triggers, the two door planks, as if being grabbed by a pair of invisible hands, abruptly 
slammed shut. "Puff..." The volley of bolts went into the door sheets and with that a patter was heard, 
as if somebody had just bolted the door with a wooden latch from inside. 


Yuan Zai's face twisted. Without seeing Zhang Xiaojing die with his own eyes, he would probably be 
haunted by this nightmare every night for the rest of his life. 


"Hurry! Knock down the door!" Yuan Zai screamed, heedless of the foul odor of urine emanating from 
his crotch, but nobody followed his order, as if that was the gateway to the underworld. 


On the other side of the gate, Zhang Xiaojing also stopped. He had no idea why the two door planks had 
suddenly swung shut. He raised his vacant right eye and found that behind the two door planks were a 
series of mechanisms which consisted of bamboo poles and threads leading to the far end of the yard. 


At this moment, Zhang Xiaojing was uninterested in these things and intended only to kill. He slowly 
raised his arm and was just about to hack the latch horizontally laid across the two door planks when a 
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"Good. You are very good." Chao Fen, who had amazing strength, directly snatched the knife from Zhang 
Xiaojing's hand. 


The moment the knife left his hand, Zhang Xiaojing's eyes returned to normal. He flicked a glance at 
those bodies on the ground and knitted his silkworm-shaped eyebrows with no complacency 
whatsoever on his face. 





"Do you know what the most beautiful thing in the world is?" Chao Fen's tone of voice was no longer 
apathetic and unconcerned. "It's extreme. It's purity. It's the most thorough obsession. It was the desire 
to behold such beauty that motivated me to come to this country to learn craft." 
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wicked-looking once again. 


"| traveled to a lot of places and tried many things, but the beautify | found always seemed to be an inch 
away from what | desired to see. But just now, in you, | saw what I've been trying so hard to find all 
these years —that was such a beautiful massacre, free from impurities of any kind. Its purity was 
extreme." Excitement gleamed in Chao Fen's eyes as he said this. 


The apprentice had an amazed expression on his face. 'This place has been turned into such a mess, yet 
master shifu still regards it as beauty?’ Trembling, he rose to his feet and ran away. Chao Fen made no 
attempt to stop him. In a contemptuous tone of voice, he observed, "People of his kind seeks only the 
ingeniousness of artifacts. They'll never get enlightenment." 


Zhang Xiaojing kept silent. He still had not rid himself of the influence of that frenzied mood. 


Chao Fen returned the knife to him. "| haven't forged any weapons for a very long time. This is the last 
knife that | forged myself. | thought that it could not create the beauty | desire, but now, it seems that | 
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the one it has been waiting for. Take it." 


Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing pushed the knife back and replied in a wry tone of voice, "I've lost count of 
the number of lives taken by my hands, but never once have | felt happiness in killing. Quite on the 
contrary, every time | killed anybody, my heart was filled with fatigue and sorrow. For you, maybe there 
is beauty in it, but for me, killing is nothing but a painful and torturous method | have to resort to when 
deprived of choice." 


"You may Call it killing or pain all you want. It is beauty as long as it is extreme," explained Chao Fen in 
excitement. "Pity that | cannot go to hell before death. That is the place | dream of going to." He handed 
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"Soon you'll see it." 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't take the knife. He turned around to check Es who was lying in blood. Es had been 
hit by two bolts. Fortunately, none of them hit any vital parts. But the muscle tendon in his legs had 
ol={=1alu o) 0) <=) a PIN aN (ela aal=y- Jal midat-l im Alou ©) ae) oy-]e)hVAN(ol0] (01a mem =\'(-10 0 ol-m-]6)(-mKOM (| omalel mcomant-laid(olaM el-lacelaan 
grotto-running. 


"Commandant, I'm sorry for not being capable and helpful enough..." Es said with great difficulty, 
startling blood stains at the corners of his mouth. The eyes of this descendant of the royal family of 
Persia were still as gentle and sparkling as usual. 


"I'll inform people in the Persian Temple and take you back." This was the only consolation Zhang 
Xiaojing could offer him. 





",,. It's Nestorian temple," Es corrected him in a low voice. Not having enough strength to do anything 
else, he could but watched Zhang Xiaojing with a pitiful look on his face. This time Zhang Xiaojing 
understood. He pulled that cross out of Es' clothes and put it beside his lips. Es heaved a sigh of 
satisfaction and started mumbling prayers for Zhang Xiaojing. 


This was the only thing he could do. 


Zhang Xiaojing, without making any redundant remarks, rose to his feet and said to Chao Fen, "I'd 
appreciate it if you informed a hospital and got him medical treatment." 


"Where are you going?" 


"The Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion." Zhang Xiaojing's voice sounded even sharper than 
Chao Fen's blade. 


"But there are so many soldiers waiting for you outside." 


"| either successfully leave this place or die trying. And things would be a lot easier for me if the latter is 
to be the case." 


Chao Fen withdraw the knife. "Since you don't want this knife, let me provide you some information." 


More Lubi Army soldiers gradually arrived at Zhiye Fang and the total number of them increased to 
thirty plus, but Yuan Zai still felt that it was not safe enough. He believed that he needed at least two 
hundred men to ensure Zhang Xiaojing's death. 


Since even the superior was so afraid, all those soldiers were unwilling to take risks with their lives. They 
had encircled Chao Fen's dwelling ring upon ring and even a bird wouldn't be able to make it out of this 
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he was going to take. 


It had been ascertained that the owner of this abode was Chao Fen, a renowned craftsman, and his 
master was that Japanese named Chao Heng, the Deputy Commander of Imperial Guards —an official of 
the first level of the fourth grade. In the knowledge that it was inadvisable to take any rash actions, Yuan 
Zai switched his tactic from a pre-emptive attack to a siege. 


There were no secret passages in this yard. If Zhang Xiaojing was to get out of the yard, he would have 
to do it through the front door, and when he did, he would become a live target, since there were 
dozens of crossbows and long bows waiting for him. 


Sweat was oozing out of the forehead of Yuan Zai continuously and, despite his effort to wipe it clean, 
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He couldn't understand how a single man came to make him feel under so great pressure. The very 
thought of his wet pants brought Yuan Zai's mood into alternation of shame and resentment. 


‘I've got to kill him! I've got to kill him!’ 





But right at this moment, a messenger hastily delivered a letter to him, telling him that it was a Triple- 
feather Document from the Secretariat. Yuan Zai, who was very surprised to hear that this letter was 
from the Phoenix Pavilion, took the letter, read it and was dismayed. 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


There was no name of designated addressee on the envelope of this letter. Inside it was a copy of a 
document that was in circulation among all Fangs and streets in the city. The messenger had delivered it 
here because he had happened to see that there were a lot of soldiers of Lubi Army outside this 
residence. The contents of the document were rather simple: all units shall suspend the hunt for Zhang 
Xiaojing and devote all manpower to the search for members of the Termite.Apart from the signature of 
Li Linfu, there was also that of Li Heng at the end of the document. 


‘Since when did these two forces joined hands?' Yuan Zai wondered. 


He didn't really care whether or not Zhang Xiaojing had really been in league with the Termite. However, 
all the preparations he had made were based on the theory that Zhang Xiaojing was a mole planted by 
the Termite. Once this foundation was shaken, his whole plan might fall apart. 


The current situation was not too bad, since the order for arrest had merely been suspended, not 
revoked, but he had an inkling that the wheel of his luck seemed to have taken an unfavorable turn of 
the direction it was going in. This feeling deeply concerned him. 


At this time, the door of the yard was opened with a bang and Zhang Xiaojing came into their sight once 
again. Soldiers nearby and Yuan Zai swallowed hard at the same time and their bodies involuntarily went 
slightly more tense. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't have a knife in his hands this time. Faced with so many enemies, having neither 
fear nor any intentions of dodging potential attacks whatsoever, he just calmly walked forward. Yuan Zai 
knew that this nightmare would be over if he gave the order to shoot right away. 


However, the two signatures on the document were still bothering him. 


‘Why did Li Linfu and the Crown Prince cooperate with each other? Does the suspension of the order for 
arrest mean that people of the East Palace have determined to provide shelter for Zhang Xiaojing? And 
what is the attitude of the Phoenix Pavilion? It seems that they've compromised, though grudgingly.’ 
Suspicious by nature, he was very sensitive to faint traces of any form concerning politics. After quite 
some careful thinking, Yuan Zai came to the sudden realization that he must not kill Zhang Xiaojing! 


‘This is a trap! It is expressly stated in the document that all units are to devote all manpower to the 

hunt for members of the Termite. By killing Zhang Xiaojing right here, | will be disobeying an order 

issued by superiors. If by any chance members of the Termite commit any crimes causing severe damage, 
this might be used as an excellent pretext by others to make me a scapegoat. They will say, ‘It's 

definitely your fault that those criminals succeeded in doing that, because you defied the order!" 


This was not some kind of ungrounded conjecture. Yuan Zai believed that he would definitely do this if 
he were in the shoes of any of his superiors. The very thought of this brought another layer of cold 





sweat to the broad brow of Yuan Zai. 'Things had been going too smoothly tonight and | almost made a 
careless mistake,’ he thought. 


‘What about capturing him?’ 


Soon Yuan Zai dismissed this thought from his mind. He could tell from the determined expression on 
Zhang Xiaojing's face that it was unmistakably impossible to catch him alive. This man had made up his 
mind to either get out of this place or die trying, and there was not a third option. After weighing up the 
pros and cons again and again, Yuan Zai found that letting Zhang Xiaojing go was the least risky course of 
action. 


‘After all, this is an order from my superiors and I'm just following it.’ 


Zhang Xiaojing kept walking forward without a single sideways glance. The soldiers raised their bows 
and crossbows, their wrists trembling. They were waiting for their superior's instruction. However, after 
quite a while, there was still no order, which made them feel under even heavier pressure. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked another ten steps closer to them and they could even see distinctly his only eye 
and scar-ridden face, but there was still no reaction from Yuan Zai. Soldiers of Lubi Army stood still, since 
their formation would fall into disorder if they moved. Finally, after Zhang Xiaojing took another five 
steps forward, Yuan Zai gave the order through gritted teeth. "Unload your weapons and make way!" 


The soldiers were just about to pull the triggers when this instruction brought a shudder to their fingers. 
‘What? Unload our weapons? Did | mishear?' 


Yuan Zai yelled once again, "Make way! Make way! Step aside! Now!" Soldiers of Lubi Army were indeed 
well-trained. Though confused, they still rigorously obeyed the order. 


They lowered their crossbows in unison, moved to the sides and made way. Zhang Xiaojing was briefly 
stunned. He had readied himself for another bloody fight, but surprisingly, the enemies made way for 
him of their own accord. 'What's going on?’ he wondered. 


Zhang Xiaojing was perplexed but didn't halt until he walked to the front of Yuan Zai. In extreme 
nervousness, Yuan Zai felt that he was being eyed by a venomous snake. He drew back a few steps so 
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"I'll get even with you later for what you did to my friends. Now give me a fast horse," remarked Zhang 
Xiaojing flintily. 


Yuan Zai was somewhat annoyed. 'You should be grateful to be allowed to walk away in one piece after 
taking the lives of so many of my men. Yet you have the nerve to ask me for a horse?’ However, when 
his eyes met Zhang Xiaojing's, he involuntarily shortened his neck in fear and completely lost the 
courage to defend himself. 


Soon a soldier led a fast horse to the scene. Zhang Xiaojing mounted it, lowered his head and informed 
Yuan Zai, "If any of you still have a bit of your senses left, you should go to the square in front of the 
Xingqing Palace as soon as possible. All members of the Termite are right there." 





After saying this, he turned around the horse and galloped away. 


Currently, roads between the Zhiye Fang and the Xingqing Palace were the most congested ones in 
Chang'an, since the Wuben Fang, the Pingkang Fang, the Chongren Fang and the East Market, all of 
which were between the two places, were all places where the most lantern show audiences 
congregated. This year, the imposing Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion standing in front of the 
Xingqing Palace was even more obtrusive than the Wild Goose Tower, stirring up people's curiosity to 
such a pitch that they couldn't stop their feet from moving towards the square. Seen from the sky, the 
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over the city, which was a scene similar to that of numerous rivers flowing into the ocean. 


In order to ease the traffic congestion, all Fangs opened their gates to allow sightseers to go through 
along the main streets, but even so, the traffic was still rather heavy. 


After Zi Hour, in particular, the bustle and noise in the streets, instead of decreasing, rose to a new 
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end. The smells of candles and cosmetics pervaded every inch of space. All streets were full of residents 
wearing silks and satin and shiny jewelries. These ubiquitous stimulants were like a gigantic invisible 
hand of Lantern Festival, which was devouring lantern show audiences incorporating them into the 
festive atmosphere. These excited and fascinated people, as if under some kind of spell, were blindly 
following those ahead of them, dancing to the music. Even a bright-colored silk ribbon thrown across 
the street would send a ripple of exclamation through the crowds. 


Zhang Xiaojing's horsemanship was excellent, and the horse was pretty good, too. However, neither of 
the two could be of any use on an occasion of this kind. Even taking a detour from the south side was 
not an option, because all residents in this city were moving towards the square, leaving no roads 
whatsoever uncongested. Zhang Xiaojing forced a few steps forward but soon came to realize that it 
might take him over two hours to get to the destination if the traffic situation stayed this way. 


For Zhang Xiaojing —no, for Chang'an, two hours was way too extravagant. 


Zhang Xiaojing simply jumped off the horse and looked around with his only eye, trying to find out if 
there was another way to get through quickly. Unfortunately, fortune disappointed him. The main road 
connecting this place and the Xingqing Palace was so crowded with people that even a mouse might not 
be able to get through, not to mention a horse. Then he shifted his gaze onto the nearby fang-wall, 
which was about 2-foot thick and barely allowed one man to walk on the top. However, currently, even 
the top of the fang-wall was full of people, who were either standing or sitting looking like a row of ridge 
statues of different heights. 


Zhang Xiaojing's only eye swept around several times but he still couldn't figure out a way to quickly get 
through. If he went there by foot, it would still take him at least an hour. At this time, a resounding and 
silvery female voice came from the distance. Surprisingly, like the sharp sound of a whip, it instantly 
drowned out all noises. No sooner had the female voice died down than waves of applause and cheers 
given by thousands of audiences rippled outwards; even flames of the candles placed on those wheel- 
like lantern holders on the sides of the street quivered. 


Zhang Xiaojing raised his head and looked in the direction of the source of the voice. It turned out that 
two groups of entertainers on carriages participating the Ba-lantern competition were competing on the 





street. One of those carriages had been remolded into the shape of a tiger, and even the wheel-horses 
were decorated with brocade that looked like tiger fur. In the middle of the carriage was a big hump 
shaped like a tiger's arched back, on which three tough hombres were standing, each holding a set of 
military-style cymbals and drums. People could tell with half an eye that it was a dance named "The 
Victory of the Emperor Taizong" (a famous court dance in Tang Dynasty) which they were imitating. 
However, the three of them appeared dejected and despondent. Clearly, they had suffered a defeat. 


The winner was standing on a high carriage on the opposite side, the rear of which was decorated with a 
giant fan made by sticking together over a thousand colorful feathers with glue. It had been meant to 
look like the tail of a phoenix and make the carriage a scene of birds paying homage to the phoenix. In 
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was a narrow platform. A female singer in a rainbow-colored costume was standing on it. It had been 
from her lips that the bright-toned melodious soprano making the welkin ring had emanated just now. 


Numerous audiences nearby chorused aloud, "Xu Hezi! Xu Hezi!" This was the name of the female singer. 
Her performance was greeted with prolonged cheers. During a Ba-lantern competition, the one who 

won the loudest and longest cheer from audiences would be deemed the victor. The song of this 
entertainer named Xu Hezi had brought hundreds of thousands of audiences into chants of her name. 
Clearly, the defeat of her opponents was overwhelming. 


Xu Hezi, who had just won this competition, pointed her round silk fan, which had the pattern of a 
goldspink on it, at the Xingqing Palace, suggesting that she was going to be the winner of the final 
competition this night. This declaration of victory made in advance sent audiences even more excited. 
With a complacent look on her face, Xu Hezi got off the platform and entered the carriage to have some 
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the street. 


The horse-drawn carriage started driving forward at a gentle pace. Around this carriage with a phoenix- 
tail-like decoration at the rear were a great number of fans moving with it, chanting the name of the 
female entertainer, who had fierce determination to help their goddess get the title of the number-one 
entertainer of the Lantern Festival with their cheers. 


Of all the followers, the most fanatical one was a young man who, judging by his clothes, was a childe 
from a noble family. At this time, scarf awry, the front of his garment open, a fascinated look on his face, 
he was walking forward with his hand on the wall of the carriage and was just about to throw his sachet 
into the carriage when suddenly he saw a one-eyed man force his way up to him. The childe was just 
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elbow. The childe immediately lay prostrate onto the ground in pain. 


The man unfastened a knife from the childe's belt, stamped on his back, took a flying leap and landed 
onto the carriage with a phoenix-tail-like decoration at the rear. 


The carriage was a customized one with no gap in any of the four sides, so the entertainer sitting inside 
didn't have to worry that any crazy fans would climb in. However, this one-eyed man ignored the 
carriage, went to the front of it in a few strides and pressed the blade of the knife against the driver's 
neck. 


"Keep driving forward. Don't stop unless | tell you to," Zhang Xiaojing instructed in a low voice. 





Frightened, the driver stuttered, "This is the Ba-lantern carriage of the Lady Xu. What if someone 
mounts a challenge?" According to the rule of the competition, when two competitors encountered ona 
street, they had to compete. The winner should move forward and the loser should take another path. 


Zhang Xiaojing pressed the blade of the knife slightly harder and repeated, "Keep driving forward. Don't 
stop unless | tell you to." 


The carriage driver was unaware of why this man wanted him to do this, but the life-threatening blade 
against his neck was very real. Having no alternative, he flapped the reins and had the wheel-horses 
speed up. With that, fans around the carriage picked up their pace, chanting the name "Xu Hezi". 
Residents on the streets hearing this made way on their own account. 


This doing of Zhang Xiaojing's seemed one of madness, but he didn't really have any chance. The road 
was too congested. Carriages of entertainers were the only vehicles that could get to the square 
smoothly. Residents wanted to watch these entertainers compete, so nobody would block their path. 
Crazy fans would even clear the road for the carriages of their idol. 


al=mar-lom aloe alo)(o(-W 010] mxo ali t-(e@,CUM nl-y4icMer-|aal-}-4-m10] qael0l ale (10M o)’mcYomaat-lalvm ol-6) 0) [=e 





14. Zichu (23:00-23:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


As people in the front moved aside to make way, this carriage with a phoenix-tail-like decoration at the 
rear gradually picked up speed, making it difficult for those fans to keep up with its pace. It quickly drove 
past the intersection between the Wuben Fang and the Kaihua Fang, and then the one between the 
Pingkang Fang and the Chongren Fang, heading squarely towards the East Market. 


At this time, a string of dr'umbeats suddenly came from the right side of the carriage. A Chunhu carriage 
of typical western-regions style, oozing with competitiveness, emerged from a street between the East 
Market and the Xuanyang Fang, followed by a large group of fans. Dr'umbeat was emanating from the 
top of the Chunhu carriage. A female dancer of Hu origin with seductively curvy figure climbed to the 
head of her carriage and adopted a provocative pose — she was challenging the owner of the carriage 
with a phoenix-tail-like decoration to a competition. 


However, when everybody present was eagerly looking forward to watching a duel between two top 
entertainers, the carriage with a phoenix-tail-like decoration changed its direction and drove towards 
the north side of the East Market, showing a total disregard for the challenge from the Chunhu carriage. 


This was a gross insult. Fans around the Chunhu carriage started hurling abuse. At this time, fans of Xu 
Hezi hurriedly arrived. Seeing those people on the other side insulting their goddess, they immediately 
shouted abuse back at them. Soon, the verbal duel escalated into a mass brawl and the intersection 
instantly became a battlefield. 


The carriage with a phoenix-tail-like decoration at the rear kept driving forward without a single 
moment's slowdown. The Xingqing Palace was right behind the East Market. At this time, the door of 
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It turned out that people sitting inside the carriage also heard the drumbeats of challenge, but the 
carriage didn't stop, so Xu Hezi's middle-aged handmaid opened the door to find out what was going on. 
On seeing the ferocious-looking one-eyed man standing beside the driver, she was instantly reduced to 
yelling in fear, "Misfortune is coming! Misfortune is coming! A maniac is here!" 


Every year, during the Lantern Festival celebration, there would be some deeds beyond the pale which 
were committed by a couple of fans unduly obsessed with their idols — committing suicide in order to 
confess their love, following their idols day and night, stealing their idols' underwear, to name but a few. 
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she saw him show up on the carriage without permission. 


Zhang Xiaojing twisted his head around, produced his waist-seal and flashed it at the middle-aged 
handmaid, saying, "Jing'an Department. This carriage is temporarily requisitioned." 


However, after being informed that he was a staff member of a government agency, the middle-aged 
handmaid collected herself and refused to be cooperative. "This carriage cost the Lady Xu over a 





thousand Guan (a Guan is aa string of 1,000 cash). You can't just turn up and requisition it like this. Who 
will compensate us if we miss the final competition because of this?" 


Zhang Xiaojing, who couldn't be bothered to argue with her, drove his saber into the carriage frame 
beside the head of the middle-aged handmaid, hacking off half of the hairpin in her bun. Frightened, the 
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thud. Through the opened door, Zhang Xiaojing saw that a round-faced woman, carrying a bowl of pear 
XolU] om -XoLoo mm (o)and alma alaey- lem Ce )iae| atoms ole)ieme) 0) al-darem[a\cy(ol-eur-Mer-] 10am (ole), ae)amal-lanr-(a-maar-lmma-lialele)\\aree) (0) are | 
costume of hers over a small hanger on the side. 


"Mama (a form of address for a middle-aged female servant in feudal China), let this officer requisition 
our carriage as he wants," Xu Hezi said calmly without a single trace of alarm or anger in her tone. 
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It's just that | have some urgent business to attend to and have no other choice. Please pardon me." 


"Is it even more important than the Ba-lantern competition?" Xu Hezi asked curiously. Her voice was 
very low, probably because she was trying to protect her voice. 


"There's a world of difference between them." 


Xu Hezi smiled, "Glad to hear that. | could use some rest." After saying this, she raised the bowl and took 
another sip. She seemed poised and composed, far removed from the aggressively competitive woman 
she had appeared to be when she had been on the high platform. 


"You are not afraid, lady?" He squinted his only eye. 
"Would it make any difference if | were?" 


Zhang Xiaojing let out a laugh, feeling that the anxiety in him had been dissolved considerably. He folded 
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At this time, the carriage was approaching the square in front of the Xingqing Palace. There was still 
some time left before the final candle-lighting ceremony, and all entrances were still sealed by the 
Mighty Dragon Army. A great number of residents had been queuing up outside, waiting to enter. The 
Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion, towering and imposing, was not far away. Lighted candles 
could be vaguely seen inside, along with many flickering figures. 


After observing for a while, Zhang Xiaojing instructed, "All right. Stop the carriage." 
The horse-drawn carriage came to a halt at a corner several dozen paces away from an entrance and 
Zhang Xiaojing jumped off while it was still moving. He was just about to leave when Xu Hezi's voice 


came from behind. "Officer of Jing'an Department, | wish you good luck." 


Zhang Xiaojing paused and exhorted, "You'd better leave right now, the further away from the Xingqing 
Palace the better." On finishing this remark, he hurried away. 





It was not until he walked far away that the driver, stroking his neck, resentfully let out a curse. "What a 
maniac!" 


Xu Hezi put down her bowl of pear soup, her Dai-painted (Dai is a black pigment used by women in 
ancient times to paint their eyebrows) brows slightly furrowed. "I think we should listen to him." 


The middle-aged handmaid picked herself up from the floorboards and replied, "You can't be serious, 
my lady. You really believe that goddamn maniac's nonsense?" 


Watching that receding figure in the distance, Xu Hezi softly sighed, "| do, because never have | seen any 
eyes as desperate as his." 


Zhang Xiaojing was unaware of these remarks made after he left, and he was uninterested in finding out 
as well. He had joined a queue, approaching the square. 


Music emanated from the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion not very far away, indicating that 
the Lantern Festival Spring Banquet was still ongoing. Many residents had specially come to this square 
to hear this music and smell those delicacies, which would make them feel that they themselves were 
also invited guests of the banquet. 


Zhang Xiaojing was the only one whose attention was concentrated on those soldiers of the Mighty 
Dragon Army. Like he had anticipated, there were several layers of security on the square, which got 
tighter and tighter from the outermost layer to the innermost layer. And there were also densely posted 
overt sentries and covert sentries. No common people could get in without consent. Those members of 
the the Termite must have come by ID plates of craftsmen and gained entry posing as craftsmen. 


It was unmistakably impossible to directly force his way in. He would be killed on the spot if he tried. 
Zhang Xiaojing had considered reporting it to a high-ranking officer of the Mighty Dragon Army, but he 
didn't have any proofs. Zhang Xiaojing knew better than anyone about government officials’ attitudes 
towards a wanted convict condemned to death — he was unaware that the situation was different now. 


A sigh escaped Zhang Xiaojing's lips. Li Bi, Yao Runeng, Xu Bin, Tanqi and Es were all no longer able to 
offer him any help. The watchtower network had collapsed. Currently, he was literally on his own. 
Nobody was at his back. Nobody had trust in him. There wasn't even anybody who knew what he had 
been trying to do. That copper waist-seal issued by Jing'an Department was the only thing that was still 
with him. 


Zhang Xiaojing reached out his hand and brushed his eye socket. 


He flicked another glance at the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, quietly left the queue, walked 
in the opposite direction and soon wormed his way through the Fang gate of the Daozheng Fang. 


The Daozheng Fang was on the south side of the square which was on the south side of the Xingqing 
Palace. Back then when the Xingqing Fang was expanded into a palace, it incorporated part of the 
Daozheng Fang, so the two fangs were very close to each other, which had been the very reason why 
the Mighty Dragon Army also stationed a group of soldiers here lest any thugs occupy commanding 
elevations, but they were not paying close attention to low places which were of less strategic 
importance, and neither had they sealed off the whole fang. 





After entering this fang, Zhang Xiaojing, cautiously staying out of sight of petrolling soldiers, headed 
straight east. He went through an affluent neighborhood and arrived at a piece of low-lying land where 
there was a pagoda tree wood. In the middle of the low-lying land was a fishpond with aprolls. All 
rainwater ditches on the sides of the streets in the fang led to this fishpond, from where the water flew 
into the Dragon Head Canal along a sheep channel (a water channel through a palace in feudal China). 


It was early spring, and the fishpond was dry. Zhang Xiaojing, hand against the wall of the pond, 
cautiously walked to the bottom and then felt his way forward along the sheep channel. When he was 
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ceramic drain-pipe. The ceramic pipe was very long, parallel to the Dragon Head Canal. Eventually, it led 
Zhang Xiaojing to a pitch-black entrance in the lower part of the canal bank, which was railed in by four 
dragon-scale water diversion pillars. 


This was the big secret Chao Fen had disclosed to him before he left. 


Although Mao Shun was the one who had designed the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion, the 
principle behind it remained the same despite all apparent changes. Chao Fen pointed out that if those 
lantern figures inside the pavilion were to move automatically, waterpower would be indispensable. 
Given that the Dragon Head Canal was merely several paces south of the Xingqing Palace, Mao Shun 
would definitely make full use of it. It was the most likely that he had dug an underground water 
channel beneath the Dragon Head Canal, which was at a right angle with the canal and would allow the 
water to flow to the bottom of the lantern pavilion to provide driving force for the pivot. 
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Grand Lantern Pavilion, the flow of water had to be huge, and that, since the channel might be silted up 
and craftsmen would have to go inside to unblock it, this underground channel must be very broad — 
broad enough for a man to walk in it. 


Thus, Zhang Xiaojing didn't have to go through the square. He could directly get to the heart of the 
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These dragon-scale water diversion pillars had scale-like barbs on the surface. If anybody tried to 
squeeze their way through the gap between two pillars, they would be snagged by the scale-like barbs 
and stuck there and wouldn't be able to free themselves even if they pour oil over themselves. 


But Chao Fen had made some preparations some time ago. He had gifted Zhang Xiaojing with a straight- 
handled horse-teeth file, with which Zhang Xiaojing soon broke a dragon-scale water diversion pillar and 
then squeezed through. As expected, it was a water channel built with bricks, which was wide enough 
for a stooping man to progress. Water diverted from the Dragon Head Canal was gurgling through the 
channel. 


Zhang Xiaojing submerged his trunk in water, raised his head, took the crossbow from his belt, pressed it 
against the top of the channel and started walking forward step by step. It was also Chao Fen who had 
given him that crossbow. Since Zhang Xiaojing had refused to accept the knife, Chao Fen had gifted him 
with this customized machine crossbow which could fire four bolts in a row. Chao Fen had a strong hope 
that Zhang Xiaojing, with the help of this crossbow, would create "beauty" once again. 





After several dozen steps, the water channel suddenly grew broader. Ahead of him was a chamber-like 
underground space. The water channel went through the middle of the underground chamber. On each 
side of the channel installed three giant wooden wheels, which were turning continuously under the 
push of the water flow, creaking in the dark. This must be the bottommost floor of the Taishang- 
xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion, and it was also the place from where driving force for hundreds of 
lantern figures would be generated. There was also a uniquely shaped horse-mouth gear installed at the 
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This lantern pavilion would only be useful during the Lantern Festival celebration which would last 
merely three days, yet the Emperor of Tang had spent such a great fortune on it. 


Zhang Xiaojing climbed up to the ground from water, roughly wrung water out of the lower hem of his 
clothes and, by faint light, carefully looked at the front. He saw that there was a crude wooden door at 
the far end of the underground chamber, which seemed to lead to a flight of stairs — this must be the 
passage through which people went in and out of this underground chamber. There was a lighted torch 
overhanging the door, which was providing limited lighting for the underground chamber. 


At the edge of the radius that torchlight could touch, there seemed to be a couple of people standing. 
Zhang Xiaojing horizontally trained his crossbow at the front and then tiptoed over. When he was close 
to them, a strong smell of blood wormed its way into his nostrils. 


Zhang Xiaojing held his breath, cocked an eye at them and discovered that those men were not standing 
but leaning against a couple of wooden chests. Faces of all of them were livid. Clearly they had breathed 
their last. They were wearing short brown robes and waterproof rattan shoes, which suggested that 
they had probably been craftsmen responsible for maintaining waterwheels. 


Beside those bodies stood a strong man in skintight clothes, who was playing with a knife in his hands. 
Zhang Xiaojing was startled. 'Members of the Termite have indeed infiltrated into this lantern pavilion.’ 


At this time, sound of footsteps emanated from the other side of a waterwheel and with that a tall, thin 
man walked out of the shadows at a leisurely pace. He was even humming a tune. But due to the poor 
lighting, Zhang Xiaojing couldn't get a clear view of his features. The strong man put away his knife and 
said respectfully, "Mr Long Bo, this place is clear." 


The tall, thin man unconcernedly walked past the row of corpses and clicked his tongue. It was hard to 
tell whether he was expressing regret or appreciation. 


Zhang Xiaojing's heart lurched as he heard this name. 'Long Bo? This guy that Jing'an Department has 
been trying to hunt down for such a long time finally showed up.' At first, they had thought that Long Bo 
was merely a planted mole of the Turkish Wolf Guards, but now, as things stood, he was definitely the 
mastermind behind the scenes as well as the leader of the Termite. 


Zhang Xiaojing squinted his eye and arched his back, poised to take action. When Long Bo approached 
the doorway and walked to the edge of the radius torchlight could touch, Zhang Xiaojing raised his 
crossbow, shot off the torch on the door frame first, and then, taking advantage of the instant when the 
torch was falling and the light was erratic, he abruptly pushed off the ground with his right leg, sprinted 
over like greased lightning and fired two bolts in a row with his crossbow. 





The strong man was shot in both the forehead and the throat and fell to the ground. Zhang Xiaojing 
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light of the residual flames of the torch, beheld an emaciated face and a hooknose. Meanwhile, the man 


distinguished his features as well. 


"Oh, Big Head Zhang, long time no see." Surprisingly, Long Bo's lips curved in a smile. 





15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 1 


Translator: DragonRider 


While speaking, Xiao Gui had risen to his feet again and, with the crossbow still against his head, walked 
forward. 
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no alternative, he backed off one step after another. 


Soon, his back knocked against the door frame with a thud. 
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The Fengsui Castle, thirty miles north of the Bohuan City, the Anxi Duhu (Duhu is a military agency in 
charge of inspecting border areas where ethnic minorities lived in feudal China). 


There was neither a shred of cloud nor a trace of wind, only a burning sun high up in the sky, which was 
brutally shedding its inexhaustible heat over this land. The whole desert was like an oven; each and 
every grain of sand in it was boiling hot. Despite its scorching heat, the desert still couldn't rid itself of 
the strong odor of blood and rotten corpses in the air. 
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original colors due to excessive exposure to beacon smoke. Piles of corpses could be seen both on and 
under dilapidated battlements, some of whom were cavalrymen of the Tuqishi Army of Tujue, and 
others soldiers of Tang Army. Nobody would bury their bodies, because there was hardly anybody still 
alive. 


Only a dozen soldiers were truly still breathing. Armor of all of them were covered in blood and dirt; 
even their buns were loose with half of their hair drooping down, which made them look like savages. 
These men, sheltering from the baking sunlight, were lying this way and that in the shadow cast by a 
barbican half of which had been destroyed. Only one man was still outside burrowing in those bodies. 
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shook his head and tossed it away. Then he found a pike, but the handle was being tightly gripped by a 
deceased Tang soldier, and he was unable to force the man's hands open no matter how hard he tried. 
Having no choice, Zhang Xiaojing removed the blade of the pike from the handle and put it into his 
bosom, his eyes sweeping around with the intention to find a wooden pole to fit the pike blade. 


"Hey, why don't you stop messing around and have some rest?" Wen Wuji lying in the shadow of a 
broken wall yelled in a hoarse voice. 


"The blades of our weapons were turned. We need to find some replacements. Surely you don't want to 
fight with your teeth if there's another fight, do you?" Zhang Xiaojing refused to retreat to the shadow 
and kept rooting through piles of corpses. 





Wen Wuji and a couple of other veterans lying in the shadow chuckled, "Stop it. Would it make any 
difference if we had new weapons?" 


They had been strenuously defending this place for nine days. Their unit, the Eighth Duhu Regiment, 
which was at full strength and 300 strong nine days ago, had been reduced to 13 surviving solders. Even 
the regimental commander had been killed during the fight. It was very likely that none of them would 
be able to survive the next attack of Turkish army. Surprisingly, under these circumstances, they became 
open and clear. 


"Big Head Zhang, if you still have some extra strength, you might as well find me some mint leaves. My 
hands are a little unsteady." 


At the top of the barbican, a bony archer with a hooknose yelled at Zhang Xiaojing. He was restringing a 
bow. He had drawn the bow so many times that the flesh between his thumb and index finger had 
cracked some time ago. 


Zhang Xiaojing raised his hand. "Xiao Gui, how many have you killed?" 
"twenty-three." 
"I'll make a mint leaf roll for you myself when it reaches twenty-five." 


"Why the fuck don't you give it to me right now? You might not live that long," Xiao Gui replied in an 
annoyed tone. 
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Zhang Xiaojing raised his head to check the position of the sun. In the normal course of events Turkish 
army wouldn't launch an attack at noon. They would at least wait until the Weihour (13:00-15:00) was 
over, which meant that these men would stay alive for at least another two hours. As a result, he wiped 
off his sweat and lowered his head to resume rummaging around. 


Before long, carrying two pikes, three short sabers and a handful of arrows, he returned to the shadow. 
After dropping them to the ground with a clang, he directly lay down, panting heavily. Wen Wuji tossed 
a water sack to him. Zhang Xiaojing upended it above his mouth but only four or five drops of water flew 
out, which stuck to his tongue and felt like ambrosia. All people nearby subconsciously licked their dry 
and cracked lips. Unfortunately, there wasn't a single droplet of water left in the sack. 


"The beacon-fire has been burning for a day and a night. Reinforcements from the Duhu should have 
arrived some time ago even if they had been crawling, shouldn't they?" said a soldier. 


Wen Wuji squinted his eyes and replied, "It's hard to say. This time Tujue dispatched a lot of men here. 
Maybe the Bohuan City is under attack as well." 


All people in the shadow lapsed into silence. They all knew what this meant. Once the battle at the 
Bohuan City fell into a deadlock, they would never be able to last until reinforcements arrived. Wen Wuji 
looked around and suddenly sighed, "We traveled such a long way to the Western Regions, but I'm 





afraid we're not going to make it back. Listen up, brothers, those who survive must collect the bodies of 
those who don't and deliver them to their hometowns." 


Leaning against a broken wall, Zhang Xiaojing replied, "Stop dreaming. Old Wang's from Hedong. Old 
Fan has to be delivered to Jiannan. And there are Regimental Commander Gan, Liu Wenban, Song Shiliu 
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your turn. Salt your body while you still can and then wait." 


Wen Wuji walked over to the pile of broken weapons, picked up and checked them one by one. 
"Actually | don't care if | can make it back or not. If death is what the future holds for me, I'll just take it 
as an honor of dying protecting our country. Provided any of you survive, remember to marry my 
daughter. | don't want her to be lonely and helpless." 


"With a father like you, how much better could the look of your daughter possibly be? | would rather 
fight to the death with Turks," yelled another soldier. His words sent others into a fit of weak laugh. 


It seemed as if the word "death", due to the scorching sun, had also lost the influence that it was 
supposed to have on people. Everybody was talking about it in a relaxed tone, as if they were a group of 
young intellectuals on a spring outing. 


Wen Wuji clicked his tongue. "Alas. Let me tell you something. There's a secret formula for the making 
of incense that has been handed down in my family from generation to generation, and she has fully 
mastered it. It is rumored that a pack of rue incense is worth fifty Guan (a Guan is aa string of 1,000 
cash) in Chang'an. If any of you marry her and open an incense store, you would definitely make a 
fortune." 


"You've been Chang'an? Exactly what does it look? It is said that the imperial palace is even vaster than 
this desert." 


"Bullshit! Where could they find a roof big enough to cover it if it's really that vast? But | heard that 
there are 108 fangs in the city! It's a huge city!" observed Wen Wuji smugly. 


All others exclaimed in astonishment. There were merely a dozen fangs in Qiuci. It had never crossed the 
mind of any of them that Chang'an was so big. Someone remarked in a longing tone of voice, "If | survive, 
I'm so going to Chang'an and check out the myriad temptations it has to offer. It would be best if your 
daughter happens to have just opened an incense store. We'll all go there to congratulate her, take 

away a couple of packs of high-quality incense in passing and see whether or not you would dare to 
charge us for them." 


Wen Wuji burst into laugh. "| definitely won't. You should all go there, I'll entertain you with liquor from 
Xinfeng, so that we, brothers of the Eighth Regiment, will have a reunion party in Chang'an." 


"I'll go to a brothel. I've never touched any women yet!" 


"I'll buy my mother a box of flower-shaped hair pins. She has never even bought a box of Shuifen (a 
cosmetic made from powder and glycerine) before!" 





"Every day I'll go to a different fang and enjoy the food there, and I'll be doing it for 108 consecutive 
days!" 


"Go to Chang'an! Go to Chang'an! Go to Chang'an!" As their spirits rose, they knocked rocks on the 
ground with saber sheaths and started chorusing the same sentence. 


Zhang Xiaojing felt a twinge of distress and suddenly said, "Old Wen, maybe you should just leave. Go 
back and take care of your daughter. It won't make any difference if you are here or not. 


All others agreed, advising him to leave. After a while, someone suddenly blurted, "How about all of us 
leave here before Turks attack again?" 


All others instantly fell silent. This thought had been lingering in the minds of many of them for quite 
some time. While they were talking about this topic, someone finally brought this up. Currently, 
reinforcements were long overdue, while the number of enemies had been increasing by the day. With 
so few survivors, it wouldn't really make any difference whether they would keep defending this place 
or desert. 


Unexpectedly, Wen Wuji's face darkened. In a severe tone of voice, he asked, "Who said that? Stand 
up!" All others remained silent. Wen Wuji stuck an arrow into the ground and observed, "We have 
orders to defend the Fengsui Castle to the last breath. There are no circumstances under which we are 
allowed to take other actions. The only thing we are supposed to do is defend this place to death. If we 
still draw breath and the castle is lost, could any of you say that you defend it to death?" 


"Nobody here is a coward, but we've gone this far..." Zhang Xiaojing summoned up his courage and tried 
to make a defense. 


Wen Wuji raised his arm and wave it backward. "If we desert, the Bohuan City right behind us might 
soon fall. And there are also Shayang, Qiuci and the who Anxi Duhu. If everybody sees it this way, how is 
our country supposed to win this war? All of you have seen with your own eyes how ferocious those 
Turks are!" Zhang Xiaojing still seemed to want to say something, but Wen Wuji twisted around and 
observed, "You may leave all you want. I'll stay right here. This is part of the territory of Tang! I'm not 
going anywhere!" 


He reached out his right fist and heavily smacked it onto his left shoulder. This was a pep salute of the 
Eighth Regiment, and it meant "to a regretless death". Seeing this, all others had a solemn look on their 
faces and made the same gesture, which sent Zhang Xiaojing into deep embarrassment. 


Xiao Gui standing at the top of the barbican yelled languidly, "Hey, guys, you may quarrel all you want, 
but may | ask if any of you could do me a favor and carry a bundle of arrows up here?" By doing this, he 
had actually given Zhang Xiaojing an out. Zhang Xiaojing hurriedly pulled out the arrow stuck into the 
ground by Wen Wuji and walked into the barbican. 


Xiao Gui took the arrows, checked it and said, "This one's not very straight. Adjust the feather for me, 
will you?" Seeing Zhang Xiaojing keep silent, he snapped, "You are such an idiot, Big Head Zhang. You 
know exactly how stubborn Old Wen is. Why did you deliberately say that?" 





Unconvinced, Zhang Xiaojing took the arrow and replied, "It's not that | myself want to leave! | was 
trying to persuade him to leave. His wife died many years ago and his kid is still young." 


"Dying on the battlefield is a sworn duty of every soldier. We will be deemed worthy of the Emperor's 
kindness to us as long as we manage to keep this flag standing before our last breath. Why bother 
considering so many other things?" 


His tone was rather relaxed, but the point he was trying to make was the same as that of Wen Wuyi — 
this was part of the territory of Tang, and in no circumstances should they abandon it. Zhang Xiaojing 
stared at him. "You've always been undisciplined and slack. How did you come to make this kind of 
remarks? Does death not scare you?" 


Xiao Gui raised his head and leaned against the flagpole, an unconcerned look on his face. "Lack of mint 
leaves scares me more than that." 


"There, there. I've searched everywhere. There's not a single mint leaf left!" 


Xiao Gui gave up, sat cross-legged and resumed restringing his bow. Zhang Xiaojing, stroking the feather 
at the end of the arrow, sighed, "My parents are gone and | have no children, so | don't dare if | would 
be able to survive, but Old Wen has a daughter. And if my memory serves me correctly, you have an 
elder sister living in Guangwu, right? Why don't you just leave?" 


"It's better to die defending this place than to die defending my hometown," replied Xiao Gui slowly. 
"Everybody has to be responsible for their own—" His head suddenly twitched leftward. "—choices." 


The next instant, an arrow brushed by Xiao Gui's ear and stuck deep into a crack in the stone wall. 


"Turks!" Xiao Gui instantly sprang to his feet, drew his bow and stepped beside the battlements. Zhang 
Xiaojing hurriedly alerted those down below. Wen Wuji and others immediately rose to their feet, took 
their weapons and gathered around the barbican. 


It had never crossed the mind of any of them that Turkish army would launch an attack ahead of 
schedule. It seemed that they were also very anxious to break this impasse at the Fengsui Castal. Xiao 
Gui, who had amazingly good eyesight, used his palm to shade his eyes against the sun and saw that 
more than thirty cavalrymen of the Tuqishi Army were galloping towards this place. Judging by the 
clouds of dust behind them, there were at least one even two hundred more following them. 


"Big Head, give me a hand!" Xiao Gui straightened himself up beside the battlements, adopting a 
textbook shooting stance. 
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quickly fired three arrows and with that three cavalrymen fell from their horses. Other galloping 
cavalrymen quickly fanned out, drew their bows and counter-attacked, but due to the unduly long 
distance, their arrows lost their momentum when they approached Xiao Gui; Zhang Xiaojing successfully 
parried all of them with his shield. 


Xiao Gui was an excellent archer. Added to this the commanding height he was at, the range of his 
arrows was even longer than that of those Turks who were born archers and riders, but he had to be ina 





standing position while shooting, which meant that he was unable to defend himself and needed others 
to offer him protection. At this time, Wen Wuji also sprinted up and joined Zhang Xiaojing standing 
beside Xiao Gui, poised to defend against more concentrated arrows, while others gathered at the foot 
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15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 2 


Translator: DragonRider 
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Castle. Therefore, they had concentrated their defense on this barbican in the north-east corner of the 
castle. This corner barbican was the commanding point. Standing in it, Xiao Gui had the whole castle 
within the range of his arrow. Others were guarding his sides and the entrance of the barbican, 
preventing enemies from approaching. 


As long as Xiao Gui could still shoot, the enemies were unable to enter the castle. 


This was a tactic adopted when they had been deprived of all other alternatives, and it was also the sole 
effective way for vastly outnumbered soldiers to hold their position. 


After losing more than half a dozen cavalrymen, the main force of this Turkish army finally made it to 
the perimeter of the castle. These Turkish cavalrymen leaped over broken walls charging towards the 
corner barbican. During the couple of previous fights, they had gained enough acquaintance with the 
tactics of this Tang army, knowing very well that they would sustain unnecessary casualties if they tried 
to take this high barbican with arrows. As a result, this time, wearing thick armor, they galloped towards 
the passage in front of the corner barbican with the intention to charge into it and finish the enemies 
once and for all. 


Xiao Gui fired quickly and repeatedly. Soon, his arms began to show signs of cramp —the couple of 
previous intense fights had cost him too much strength. Blue veins stood out on his brow. He clenched 
his teeth and fired another arrow, which merely hit the foot of a Turkish soldier. This was a dangerous 
signal. Xiao Gui had no choice but to pause and rest his arms. Zhang Xiaojing and Wen Wuji, faces 
expressionless, stood on a platform, deflecting increasingly concentrated arrows for him. 
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the slope beside the corner barbican. Suddenly, two blocks of stone taken from broken walls were 
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mangled and bloody. With that a dozen Tang soldiers in ragged uniforms silently came at Turkish 
soldiers from various corners. After hammering their left shoulders with their right fists, they engaged 
the enemies. 


They were not as nimble as those Turkish soldiers, but they were fighting with a total disregard for their 
own lives. When their sabers were no longer in their hands, they used their teeth; when legs were taken 
from them, they grabbed the enemies with their hands to create opportunities for their comrades. 
While fighting, every one of them was shouting in a hoarse voice, "Go to Chang'an! Go to Chang'an! Go 
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the whole Fengsui Castle. 


Miraculously, to this chorus of yelling, the attack of this group of Turkish soldiers was repulsed. 





However, the price was also extremely heavy. Another five Tang soldiers had been downed lying in 
pools of blood, and all other survivors could barely move. 


"The Eighth Regiment! To a regretless death!" 


Xiao Gui yelled, quickly fired the last arrow and with that a Turkish soldier on the opposite side fell off 
the battlements. Seeing another team of Turks, who numbered approximately thirty, flood into the 
castle, he came to realize that the final fight was about to come. 


Wen Wuji and Zhang Xiaojing exchanged glances and inclined their heads at the same time. The two of 
them quickly moved aside a slab of stone, revealing a hole which led to another barbican. At the bottom 
of the hole was a large wooden barrel. 
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Fierceflame bomb, which they had been saving for the last moment. Xiao Gui was the only one of the 
Eighth Regiment who knew how to use this dangerous weapon in the correct way. 


"Thirty Tanzhi (A unit of time used in ancient China; 7.4 seconds)!" said Xiao Gui calmly. 
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exactly how long they might be able to last. Fighting to the death was the only thought they had in mind. 


Those Turkish soldiers, like ants, started climbing up the barbican. All injured Tang soldiers at the foot of 
the barbican summoned up what's left of their strength and picked themselves up, hoping to hold the 
enemies back for as long as they could, even if a Tanzhi's time might be all they could buy their 
comrades. Turkish soldiers showed them no mercy. They killed all of them, pushed their bodies aside 
and then resumed climbing up. Their sole goal was that dragon flag of Tang, which was a real eyesore 
for them. 


Unfortunately, there were still two men between them and the dragon flag. 


Zhang Xiaojing had barely any strength left. It was his will power that was keeping him from falling down. 
His mind began to wander uncontrollably and it showed on his face. His arms were also going rigid. A 
whizz was heard but Zhang Xiaojing, whose reflexes had been blunted, failed to immediately determine 
the direction that the arrow was coming from. 


"Watch out!" Wen Wuji beside him yelled and kicked him aside. The arrow, which could have killed him, 
brushed by his head. Meanwhile, a Turkish soldier managed to climb onto the barbican and ferociously 
swung his keen wide-bladed saber at Wen Wuji. The blade went into his flesh, his bone and instantly, his 
right leg was hacked off. 


Wen Wuyi let out an anguished cry, gathered all what's left of his strength, held the Turkish soldier's 
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over, craned his neck to look down, and saw that the two of them, holding each other tightly, were lying 
still on a pile of stones. He didn't know whose they were, but brains of one of them had been splashed 
and dyed a patch of stones yellowish. 





Zhang Xiaojing felt a muffled thump in his head and with that a surge of something crimson and hot 
swept over him. He gave a growl and dropped his shield, leaving only a saber in his hand, his pupils 
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climbed up were frightened by this sudden change. Zhang Xiaojing gave three saber strike in a row, all of 
which hit the necks of the targets. Three fountains of blood spewed out of their headless trunks, 
splattering across the front of Zhang Xiaojing's uniform. 


"Almost there! 15 Tanzhi to go!" Xiao Gui yelled in the hole while preparing the bombs. 


However, the blade of Zhang Xiaojing's saber had been terribly turned. The brief outburst of frenzy just 
now was inflicting severe sequelae on him. Exhausted both physically and mentally, he could do nothing 
but sit against the flagpole of the dragon flag, breathing weakly, waiting for death to come. Another 
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onto those Turkish soldiers. With that, Xiao Gui swiftly leaped out of the opening of the hole, landed 
onto the floor and threw some lighted moxa onto them. These men instantly screeched in anguish, 
turned into human-shaped torches and fell off the barbican. 


Xiao Gui stumbled over to Zhang Xiaojing and sat down beside the flagpole as well. He tilted his head 
aside, glanced at the several dozen Turkish soldiers climbing upwards, and gave a smile. 


"Seven Tanzhi to go. With so many to die with us, | think this is a pretty good deal." 
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fingers suddenly came to violent convulsion, leaving him barely able to hold the leaf. Zhang Xiaojing 
managed to raise his arm and help Xiao Gui put it into his mouth. 


"Where did you find this?" asked Zhang Xiaojing. 


"Beneath the barrel of Fierceflame bombs. Like | said, you wasn't looking carefully enough, asshole," 
Xiao Gui replied, chewed on the mint leaf and then suddenly spat it out. "It tastes like foul oil!" 


Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes. "It's ashame. The reunion of the Eighth Regiment in Chang'an is never 
going to happen." 


"Maybe the Underworld is not so bad. At least all our brothers are there... Hey, give me a hand." 

Having drawn the bow for too many times during this fight, Xiao Gui was unable to raise his arms due to 
the sharp pain. Zhang Xiaojing raised Xiao Gui's right arm and put it onto Xiao Gui's left shoulder. Xiao 
Gui clenched his fist, gave a tap on his shoulder and said with a grin, "To a regretless death." 

"To a regretless death." Zhang Xiaojing also tapped himself on the left shoulder as a salute. 

In the hole beside them, the fuse of the Fierceflame bomb was burning with a distinct hiss. Turkish 


soldiers were still climbing the barbican. The two of them sat back to back, waiting for the final moment 
to come. 





All of a sudden, Xiao Gui's ears twitched. He frowned and abruptly sat bolt upright. Not having expected 
this, Zhang Xiaojing lost the support and fell to the ground. Xiao Gui rapidly craned his neck and looked 
in the direction of the area to the south of the Fengsui Castle. 


In the distance, there seemed to be a sandstorm coming into being. Xiao Gui suddenly cried, "That's 
Inspector General Gai! That's Inspector General Gai!" With his extraordinarily good eyesight, he 
distinguished a big square banner which could be vaguely seen in the dusty air. Everybody in the whole 
Western Regions could recognize this banner. 


The main force of the Anxi Duhu finally arrived! 


Xiao Gui was so excited that he completely forgot what kind of situation he was in. Zhang Xiaojing yelled 
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ferociously swung his knife at them and hit Zhang Xiaojing's left eye squarely. Blood instantly splattered 
in all directions. His eyeball was almost halved. 


Face covered in blood, Zhang Xiaojing looked like a ghost. However, instead of holding his wound, he 
tried his best to stall that Turkish soldier and yelled at Xiao Gui telling him to leave. Since Gai Jiayun had 
already arrived, there was still a glimmer of hope. At least one of the two of them would be able to 
survive. 


Xiao Gui flicked a glance at the opening of the hole. There was less than four Tanzhi's time before the 
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stabbed it into the body of the Turkish soldier as if it were a pike. With that, he gripped Zhang Xiaojing's 
belt, tore off the dragon flag, wrapped it around their bodies and then, taking Zhang Xiaojing with him, 
unhesitatingly leaped towards the boundless desert outside the corner barbican. 


These two Tang soldiers arced through mid-air, a corner of the dragon flag fluttering against the wind. 
Almost at the same instant, the Fierceflame bomb inside the corner barbican finally detonated. 


Xiao Gui had made this Fierceflame bomb himself, so he had never worried for a single moment that it 
would be a dud. Glaring light and scorching heat instantly burst out. Even the burning sun in the sky was 
overshadowed at this moment. The whole corner barbican collapsed in the mighty explosion. Amid thick 
smoke and dust, numerous pieces of stone and broken bricks mixed with roaring flames shot outwards 
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The powerful blast pushed Xiao Gui and Zhang Xiaojing, who were in mid-air, a little further away from 
the center of the detonation before they heavily landed on the loose and soft desert. With that, the 
scruffy and shabby dragon flag landed with them... 





15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 3 


Translator: DragonRider 

Zizheng, 15th of the first lunar month, Tianbao Year 3, Tang Dynasty. 
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"Xiao Gui?!" 
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This unexpected change threw him into perplexity. 


"Finally, two brothers of the Eighth Regiment reunited in Chang'an, but | never expected that we would 
meet under these circumstances." Xiao Gui, alias Long Bo, was lying on the ground. Though there was a 
crossbow pointed to his temple, he still seemed gratified to see an old comrade. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't withdraw his crossbow. Instead, he pressed it against Xiao Gui's temple even 
harder. "Why you?! Why you?!" 


"Why not me?" Xiao Gui asked rhetorically. 


Zhang Xiaojing's lips quivered, his mind in a turmoil. He knew that what he should do now was to shoot 
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found himself powerless to pull the trigger — he and this man used to trust each other with each other's 
lives! 
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flag to the last during that battle, became this brutal man named Long Bo? He is trying to destroy the 
very thing that he used to try his level best to protect! Exactly what happened to him?' 


"Wh-Where have you been during all these years?" This was what Zhang Xiaojing wanted to know the 
most. 


On that day, Gai Jiayun's army arrived at the Fengsui Castle and routed the Tugishi Army that were 
besieging the castle. While mopping up, they found Zhang Xiaojing and Xiao Gui, both of whom had a 
couple of broken ribs but were still breathing. Soldiers also found Wen Wuji, who was lying in a gap 
between two giant block of rocks and at his last gasp — after he fell from the corner barbican with the 
Turkish soldier, the latter had landed first and cushioned his fall; with that, he rolled into a gap between 
rocks and miraculously survived the explosion of the Fierceflame bomb and the cascade of bricks and 
stones. 





The only three survivors of the Eighth Regiment had first been sent back to the Bohuan City and then 
transferred to Qiuci, where the Anxi Duhu was, to receive medical treatment. The military had been very 
pleased with the valor they had shown in the battle, so the three of them had been highly commended 
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registered permanent residence in lieu of the reward he had won, which he personally had taken as a 
fulfillment of his dream. Zhang Xiaojing, worrying that life might be difficult for Wen Wuji if nobody took 
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Ministry of War as a member of the appointment committee and also settled down in Chang'an. As for 
Xiao Gui, instead of accepting Zhang Xiaojing and Wen Wuji's invitation, he had resigned as a military 
officer and gone to Guangwu. From then on, Zhang Xiaojing and Wen Wuji had never heard any news of 
him ever again. 


Until this day. 


Pushed by the water from the Dragon Head Canal, six giant waterwheels were turning continuously with 
a low and deep hum resounding around the spacious underground chamber. The torch which had fallen 
to the ground finally went out. The two men remained still in the dark, like two statues placed opposite 

each other on the two sides of an emperor's mausoleum. 


After a long silence, Xiao Gui's reminiscent voice was heard in the dark. "In that year, after we parted in 
Qiuci, | went to Guangwu County to see my elder sister. | was carrying a lot of reward as well as a letter 
of appointment nominating me as a constable. | hoped from my very heart that | would be able to start 

a comfortable life, but when | returned to my sister's home, | found that the house had been reduced to 
ruins. After making quite some inquiries, | was told that a vice county magistrate drooling over my elder 
sister raped and murdered her. For fear that her family would make this go public and cause him trouble, 
the vice county magistrate hired some hooligans and ruthlessly had them set a fire to her house. My 
brother-in-law and two nephews were all burnt alive in it. | reported this to the authorities, but instead 

of helping me get justice, they framed a case against me, saying that | was a bandit, that all my reward 
was booty. On top of that, they also destroyed my letter of appointment." 


He told the story in a very calm voice, as if he were talking about the experience of somebody else, but 
there was manifest hatred in it, which could be distinctly sensed. Zhang Xiaojing kept silent, but his 
breathing had grown much heavier. 


"| thought that the military governor of Lanzhou would help rid me of the unfounded accusations, but 
they were jackals from the same lair. He not only refused to investigate into it but also tipped off the 
vice county magistrate and threw me into prison. | spent over a year in there. Afterwards, the warden 
intended to make me the fall guy for a convict condemned to death. He made arrangements for me to 
be executed at midnight, but | managed to seize a small window of opportunity, killed the executioner 
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yamen of Guangwu and shot all the over ten county officials to death, including the vice county 
magistrate. | couldn't stay in the county, so | took the bow and went into exile roving from one place to 
another." 


The words "went into exile roving from one place to another" were easy to say, but there was 
unimaginable hardship behind them. The security check on the boundaries between counties was very 





strict. Without a government-issued permit, a commoner was not allowed to get through a checkpoint 
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fear and darkness for the rest of his life. 


Xiao Gui could feel that though the crossbow was still leveled to his head, the one holding it had no 
intention of killing him whatsoever. He gave a smile, reached out his hand, lightly pushed it aside and 
then slowly sat up. 


"Why didn't you come to Chang'an to seek help from us?" Zhang Xiaojing inquired. 


"What could you possibly have done for me if | had? Live in exile with me?" Xiao Gui smiled. "Afterwards, 
when staying in the Central Plains was no longer an option for me, | went to a Shouzhuo city near 
Lingwu, hid there and has been dragging out an ignoble existence till this day." 


On hearing the word "Shouzhuo", Zhang Xiaojing came to understand something. That was an anarchic 
and lawless place full of people like Xiao Gui who had been involved in murder cases. Given his excellent 
archery, it was very easy for him to make his mark there. 


No wonder the Shouzhuo Mercenary had been involved in the attack on Chang'an. It turned out that the 
connection between the two had come into being a long time ago. 


As he thought of this, Zhang Xiaojing's eyebrows involuntarily twitched and with that he realized that 
the conversation had somewhat been steered away from the most important issue, so he trained his 
crossbow at Xiao Gui once again. "| want an explanation for the current situation. What's got into you?" 


"| could have asked you the same question, don't you think? What's got into you?" Xiao Gui's voice fell 
sepulchral. "How did | end up? How did Wen Wuji end up? Who was it that condemned you to death? 
Why are you still serving the Imperial Court as an errand boy after all this?" 


Zhang Xiaojing adjusted his crossbow and yelled, "That's different!" 


"Different how? The Imperial Court was never different from what it is now," Xiao Gui sneered. "Apart 

from all those things happened in the past, think about the current situation you are in — you risked life 
and limb and finally handled the Turkish Wolf Guards, but how did they repay you? You are wanted by 

the whole city and driven to the wall. We were bathed in blood fighting for the Imperial Court, but how 
did they treat us? You served as a soldier in the Western Regions for ten years and then as an officer in 
Chang'an for nine years, but what is it that you got?" 


Zhang Xiaojing kept silent. There was nothing he could contradict in these words. This was a clear fact. 
Xiao Gui remarked, "That's why | want to ask you — what is the problem with you? Why are you trying so 
hard to protect a bastard who hurt you so badly?" 


Zhang Xiaojing replied, "The Imperial Court did make some mistakes, but this is between me and the 
Imperial Court. How could you collude with former foes to retaliate against a personal enemy? What 
would our brothers of the Eighth Regiment who died in the Fengsui Castle think of you were they still 
alive?" 





Xiao Gui smiled scornfully, "Those Turks? They are unworthy of the words ‘collude with’. Those fools are 
merely my pawns. | pushed them to the front merely to lay a trap for the Khan in passing so that he 
would die sooner." After saying this, Xiao Gui suddenly heaved a deep sigh. "When | was in Guangwu, | 
did want to kill everybody to avenge my family's death, but what I'm doing now transcends those 
narrow hatreds." 


"Ume" Zhang Xiaojing's brow corrugated in a frown. 


"After living in exile in the Central Plains for a long time and then drifting along in the Shouzhuo city for 
many years, | finally realized this —- the Tang that the Eighth Regiment swore to defend is sick. Who do 
you think those people living in the Shouzhuo city are? Merchants who went bankrupt due to extortion, 
handmaids who were raped and forced into fleeing, peasants who couldn't afford the rent no matter 
how hard they worked, petty officials bullied by their superiors, as well as Hu people who don't have 
enough money to get back home... Do you know why so many people follow me willingly? They are all 
crack veterans. Some of them are from the Militia Department, some others are from local Duhu, and 
there are even some who once took the imperial examination of martial arts. Almost every one of them 
has a story similar to that of mine — after sacrificing everything for the Imperial Court, they found 
themselves stabbed in the back by the one they had been protecting." 


Xiao Gui's eyes became bright and piercing in the dark. "Had there been only one person who 
experienced such a thing, maybe he or she had bad luck; five, maybe it was merely because some 
evildoers were at work; but if a hundred, even five hundred people experienced similar things, the only 
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country bears a semblance of peace and prosperity, its root has rotten, and it needs to be purged with 
fire and blood, which is the only way to have everybody wake up to the truth." 


Staring at his ex-comrade, Zhang Xiaojing wondered if he had taken leave of his senses. 
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accomplish this mission, for all they have in mind is to drag out an ignoble existence. As a result, | 
traveled from city to city, uniting these veterans who had been through unfair treatment. We are like 
termites. The power of one man is negligible, but together, we can change the whole picture!" 


"Exactly what is it that you... want to do?" 


Xiao Gui raised his head and yelled at the domed ceiling of the underground chamber, "| want to show 
those big names how powerful termites can be, have them know that not all ants are at the mercy of 
them. | didn't break the oath | swore when | joined the Eighth Regiment. I'm still loyal to this country. It's 
just that I'm serving it in a different way now — I'm the Termite, a bitter but good medicine." 


While saying this, he vigorously swung his arms in the dark, as if trying to attract the attention of people 
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civilians — this is how you serve our country?" 


Xiao Gui suddenly burst into laugh, "No, no. Burning Chang'an to the ground is those Turks' ambition. 
I'm not capable of that. My goal is merely this pavilion." He traced a circle in the air with his index finger. 
"Merely this Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion." 





"Have you any idea how much this pavilion cost? Four million Guan (a Guan is a string of 1,000 cash)! All 
that money for a three-day lantern show and the Emperor's vanity. You have no idea, because of this 
pavilion, how many extra taxes and corvee provincial governments would have to impose, how many 
households would go bankrupt even perish! So I'm going to turn it into the brightest and most 
extravagant torch in Chang'an, having everybody see how the Imperial Court of Tang burns their 
money." 


While speaking, Xiao Gui had risen to his feet and, with the crossbow still against his head, walked 
forward. Zhang Xiaojing didn't dare to pull the trigger, and neither did he dare to withdraw the crossbow. 
Having no alternative, he backed off one step after another. Soon, his back knocked against the door 
frame with a thud. If anybody else were present, they would believe that Xiao Gui was the one holding a 
weapon. 


The tip of Xiao Gui's nose was within an inch of touching Zhang Xiaojing's face. "Do you know why | 
chose to take action on this day after nine years' living in the shadow? Because of you and Wen Wuji..." 


The corners of Zhang Xiaojing's eyes involuntarily twitched. He didn't understand what Xiao Gui meant. 


"| planted some men in Chang'an as well, and | was informed of the misfortune in the Wen's Incense 
Store. After that incident, | picked up my pace of preparations, so that | would be able to help you get 
the justice you deserve. The Khan of Turk, who happened to have an intention to retaliate against Tang, 
contacted the Shouzhuo Mercenary. The Shouzhuo Mercenary had always been afraid to make an 
enemy of the Imperial Court, so they declined. As a result, | made contact with the Khan of my own 
accord, turned their power to my advantage and formulated this plan." 


It was not until this moment that Zhang Xiaojing came to understand why Turks knew how to make 
Fierceflame bombs. Back at the time when they had been in the Fengsui Castle, Xiao Gui had been a top 
expert at making Fierceflame bombs. In the knowledge that he himself was the original cause of this 
crisis he had been trying so hard to resolve, Zhang Xiaojing, for an instant, seemed to be hearing fate 
ridiculing him right beside his ear. 


Xiao Gui took half a step backward to slightly allay his aggressiveness and with that his tone softened. 
"Think about this carefully — what's the closest to this lantern pavilion? It's the Industriousness and 
Pragmatism Pavilion in the Xingqing Palace, on which the Emperor and all civil officials and military 
officers are having a banquet. If the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion explodes, these pests 
who persecuted you would be the ones who suffer. What do you say, Big Head? Give me a hand, will 
you?" 


On hearing the last remark, Zhang Xiaojing instantly went stiff all over. He couldn't remember how many 
times he had heard this remark in the Fengsui Castle. However, after so many years, when he heard it 
again, the connotation of it was totally different now. 


What scared Zhang Xiaojing even more was not how horrific Xiao Gui's conspiracy was but the fact that 
he was unable to find a reason to refuse. 





15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 4 


Translator: DragonRider 


Zhang Xiaojing had always hated the Imperial Court, for those who had victimized Wen Wuji were still at 
large to this very day. The sole reason why he had promised Li Bi he would ascertain the truth about this 
matter was that he'd believed lives of all residents in this city were at stake, but now his old comrade-in- 
arms was telling him that the Kailu Hodo was only aimed at members of the imperial family and high- 
ranking officials, that no innocent lives had to be lost, and Turks would be the ones who had to face the 
consequences. What a perfect plan. 


Moreover, the Jing'an Department had now fallen into enemies' hands. Li Bi, Tangi, Yao Runeng, Xu Bin, 
Es — all these people were either unaccounted for or in prison. All those related to him were being 
excluded and suspected. There was not a single person at his back. 
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Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes and his crossbow dropped to the ground with a clank. He regretted 
having agreed to Li Bi's request. Had he known beforehand things would come to this, he would have 
chosen to stay in the prison, which would have saved him all the trouble. Staring at this old comrade-in- 
arms of his, Xiao Gui didn't hasten to ask any further questions. Instead, he took a step backwards, 
waiting for Zhang Xiaojing to finish the intense struggle in his mind. 


After quite a while, Zhang Xiaojing slowly opened his eyes and replied in a somewhat lifeless tone of 
voice, "I'm in." 


Xiao Gui's eyes lit up. "Good! That's the very words I've been expecting! Finally, brothers of the Eighth 
Regiment reunited this time!" He excitedly held Zhang Xiaojing and laughed as heartily as he used to do 
in the Fengsui Castle, "Big Head Zhang, let's join hands and see another miracle performed." 


Xiao Gui kept patting Zhang Xiaojing on the shoulder but Zhang Xiaojing was stiff all along, his face tense, 
without a shred of smile in his wrinkles. 


Xiao Gui stooped down, picked up the crossbow, tossed it to Zhang Xiaojing without any misgivings and 
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waterpower chamber and ascended a flight of narrow stairs. After about twenty steps, they pushed 
open a wooden board and reached the bottom floor of the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion. 
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fifty meters high. Though it was made of bamboo, the total weight of it was still considerable, and the 
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this lantern pavilion built like a commodious Taoist temple with cornices, which had over twenty rows of 
rooms with cloud-shaped eaves. Seen from the distance, the lantern pavilion seemed to be floating on 
auspicious clouds, cutting a celestial figure. 





The place they reached after climbing out of the underground waterpower chamber happened to be the 
rear hall of this Auspicious Clouds Taoist Temple. At this moment, the hall was filled with large piles of 
Kylin Arms that had just been unloaded from horse-drawn carriages. A dozen men were bustling around 
with their heads down. After seeing Xiao Gui walk inside, they didn't stop but kept working in an orderly 
manner. As regards Zhang Xiaojing, they didn't even give a glance at him. 


Soldiers of the Mighty Dragon Army probably were still unaware that members of the Termite had 
already quietly controlled the whole lantern pavilion, which was no longer a wonder supposed to bring 
Chang'an glory but the most lethal weapon this nation had ever seen. 


Every Taoist temple has tripods. In the midmost area of the rear hall of this Taoist temple, there were 
eight tripods positioned according to the Eight Diagrams (eight combinations of three whole or broken 
lines formerly used in divination). Originally, they'd been meant to be decorations, but now they ended 
up being used as heaters. There were several dozen Kylin Arms in each of the eight tripods, under which 
there were charcoal burning. Beside each tripod was a man who constantly picked up an ice bottle and 
stuck it into a bamboo tube. 


Zhang Xiaojing could instantly guess, without anybody telling him, that this was the Kailu Hodo that he 
had been trying so hard to track down. In this place, these people were performing the last working 
procedure — heating Kylin Arms. Those ice bottles were actually thin-necked glazed bottles, which were 
awl-shaped, and each of which had an ice stick inside and gradations on the outside. After sticking the 
bottle into a bamboo tube, by looking at the speed of the ice melting, people could gauge whether the 
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It had never crossed Zhang Xiaojing's mind that even instruments of this kind were within these people's 
capabilities. Xiao Gui, noticing the look in his eyes, informed him, "Taoist priests use them in alchemy. | 
secretly learned from them. The properties of Fierceflame bombs are hard to stabilize. Without proper 
control of its temperature, the risk of accidental detonation would be very high." Full of zest, he reached 
olU] malice |e ane ole) [ala-tomr-) mn nal-me at-|aecey-]MUlalel-lar- Maal ololem-laleme|0|-1al-le pum Dom Zol0m dale) Mm \1al-1a-M\\ (oe) maal—) 
charcoal?" 


Zhang Xiaojing glanced at it and saw that the charcoal stick was snow-white and the flames were utterly 
smokeless. Xiao Gui informed him, "This is the work of a charcoal-maker living on the South Mountain. 
Charcoal made by that old man is as white as silver, generates flames of exceptionally high temperature 
and is almost smoke-free. He used to transport several cartloads of charcoal to Chang'an to sell every 
year, but palace purchasing agents, every time they saw him, would forcibly trade half a Pi (Pi is a unit of 
length used in feudal China. A Pi is roughly equivalent to 13 meters) of red yarn and a zhang (a unit of 
length used in feudal China; equals 3 1/3 meters) of damask silk for a whole cartload of his charcoal — 
that's over five hundred kilograms. As a result, after hearing that we were going to do something big, 
the old man offered to make charcoal for us of his own accord, and he didn't even charge us. Obviously 
this big thing we're going to do is what a lot of people want to do as well." 


Zhang Xiaojing just silently stared at the burning charcoal, lost in thought. Xiao Gui said, "Okay, okay. | 
know this is too much for you and you need more time to get your thoughts sorted out. Let's go and pay 
a visit to Sicheng Li first." 


He led Zhang Xiaojing to the second floor of the Taoist temple, which was divided into several 
ceremonial chambers. These chambers were meant for token activities of praying for divine blessings, so 





the furnishings in them were very simple. People carrying Kylin Arms heated to the required 
temperature were constantly walking through the passage on this floor to finish the final replacement 
Niela.e 


Xiao Gui pushed open one of the chambers. Zhang Xiaojing took a glance and saw that there was 
someone standing inside, who was upright and dashing-eyebrowed. It was nobody else but Li Bi. He had 
also been secretly transferred into this lantern pavilion. At this moment, he looked weary and dejected, 
but was still struggling to maintain what was left of his dignity. 


"Sicheng Li, look who came here to visit you," Xiao Gui called genially as he put his arm around Zhang 
Xiaojing's shoulders. 


On hearing this, Li Bi looked in their direction. At first he was amazed, and then he lifted his eyebrows 
and sneered repeatedly, "Very well! Very well!" 


Zhang Xiaojing was expressionless. He neither avoided his eyes nor defended himself but just stared 
unblinkingly at him. Xiao Gui said smilingly, "It was quite a coincidence. | never expected that a 

(oo) anvaat-larel-lalme)imd alow later] am BI-)eY-/aueal=1almn'e-Kom ale) a(emeoydal=)andar-lam-lamel(omeeleale-lo(-tilaur-]asakmelmealial=Mmst-le14 
then when we were in the Fengsui Castle, it was the two of us who climbed our way out of piles of 
corpses." 


"Uh?" Li Bi was dumbfounded. 


"It's true. In total, there were three men of the Eighth Regiment survived that fight. At that time, my 
name was Xiao Gui. Oh, incidentally, the other survivor's name was Wen Wuji. | think you know exactly 
where he is now, Si Sicheng Li." 


With his wisdom, Li Bi immediately guessed the cause and effect of this matter, and with that, his eyes, 
which were fixed on Zhang Xiaojing, fell uncommonly icy, but in that iciness there was a hint of despair. 


On one side was his old comrade-in-arms, and on the other side was an organization that had repeatedly 
suspected and stamped on him. It was unmistakably clear which side Zhang Xiaojing would choose. 


Zhang Xiaojing avoided Li Bi's eyes, raised his arm and lightly brushed his hollow eye socket with his 
fingers. This was not a subconscious movement done out of force of habit but one meant to allay his 
embarrassment. Xiao Gui looked at Li Bi, moved his gaze to Zhang Xiaojing and then grinned, "Sicheng Li 
is indeed a discerning man. You picked this brother of mine after merely a glance at him. If it weren't for 
a stroke of fluke, my plan might really have been upset by him! Pity you guys are too stupid to keep your 
trust in him." 


Li Bi didn't utter a single word. Xiao Gui put his crossbow into Zhang Xiaojing's hand and said relaxedly, 
"Big Head, how about you stick a cornel flower in celebration of our reunion?" 


"Stick a cornel flower?" Zhang Xiaojing's face changed as he heard this expression. It didn't refer to the 
custom of people wearing cornel flowers on the Double Ninth Festival but was a military idiom used in 
armies stationed in the Western Regions. Ripe cornel fruits were purplish red, and "sticking a cornel 
flower" meant making someone bleed. 





Smilingly, Xiao Gui jerked his chin towards Li Bi. 


His meaning was obvious. An hour ago, Zhang Xiaojing was a commandant of the Jing'an Department, an 
enemy of the Termite. Now he had switched his allegiance. In order to convince his new companions, he 
must do something to prove his loyalty — killing Li Bi, the former head of the Jing'an Department, was a 
perfect choice. 


If he killed his superior, there would be no turning back, which was the only way to gain trust of 
members of the Termite. 


Xiao Gui stared at Zhang Xiaojing. There was a smile on his face, but there was also a ghost of 
unkindness gleaming in his eyes. Whether this brother of his, whom he could trust with his life in the 
past, was still worthy of his trust depended on what he would do next. A couple of guards beside Xiao 
Gui were eyeing Zhang Xiaojing vigilantly, poised to whip out their sabers to attack. 


In the ceremonial chamber was a deathly hush. Li Bi raised his head and just stared at Zhang Xiaojing. He 
neither implored nor reprimanded him. Zhang Xiaojing also didn't move. He silently stood before Li Bi, 
his only eye slightly squinted, which made it difficult for others to guess what he was thinking right now. 


Seeing he was still hesitating, guards slowly reached their hands towards the hilts of their sabers. With a 
click, Zhang Xiaojing raised his right arm and trained his crossbow to Li Bi's temple, his finger tightly 
pressed against the trigger. 


"I'm very sorry, Sicheng Li, but | don't really have a choice," said Zhang Xiaojing in a deep and utterly 
steady voice. 


"How could | blame you for doing something for the greater good?" Li Bi closed his eyes. He inwardly 
pulled a wry face. Several hours ago, when the two of them were talking in the Cibei Temple, they said 
something about "saving hundreds by killing one"; unexpectedly, those words turned out to be a 
prophecy. What was even more unexpected was that he ended up becoming an innocent person who 
was about to be killed as a sacrifice to the god of river. 


Face impassive, Zhang Xiaojing unhesitatingly pulled the trigger. 


With a dull puff, Li Bi's head, as if having been hit by a large hammer, abruptly jerked in the opposite 
direction and with that he fell to the ground in a somewhat amusing posture, lying prostrate and still. 


Just like this, the Sicheng of the Jing'an Department was shot to death in this Taishang-xuanyuan Grand 
Lantern Pavilion. 


Zhang Xiaojing lowered his crossbow and closed his eyes in the knowledge that from this moment on, 
there would be no going back for him. He made this choice in order to save Chang'an and he didn't 
regret it, but this was wrong after all. Every wrong thing that he did because he should do would add 
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There was a deathly hush in the chamber. Zhang Xiaojing suddenly opened his eyes, feeling that 
something was not quite right. 





‘No. This is not the reaction that someone should have after a bolt goes through their head.’ He looked 
at the crossbow in his hand, shifted his gaze to Li Bi lying on the ground and found that there was a small 
patch of purplish black blood on his temple. Zhang Xiaojing's eyes swept across the ground and with that 
his pupils involuntarily contracted. 


To his surprise, that fired bolt had no head. 


The stick of a bolt was different from that of an arrow. The end of a bolt had to be whittled into a 
hemisphere, wide in the front and narrow in the rear, because a crossbow was usually used in a close 
combat in narrow winding space and was very powerful when the user was moving on bumpy ground. 
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Zhang Xiaojing looked at Xiao Gui in confusion. Xiao Gui clapped with a big happy smile on his face. 
"Congratulations, Big Head. You passed the test." 


"What's going on?" 


"It's not that | don't trust you, Big Head, but | have to convince my man." Xiao Gui stooped down and 
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trigger without a shred of mercy knowing that you'd kill your superior. It's admirable, really admirable." 


His last bit of uncertainty about Zhang Xiaojing finally dissolved. He could unmistakably tell whether 
someone really had a killing intent. Just now, in the moment when Zhang Xiaojing pulled the trigger, his 
eyes were absolutely heavy with murderousness. 


Zhang Xiaojing softly gasped, his right hand shaking. "You removed the bolt head before you gave me 
the crossbow?" 


Xiao Gui smiled, "Pulling the trigger is enough to prove your intention. There's no need to take Sicheng 
Li's filthy life. He'll be useful in some other circumstances. We need him alive for the moment." 


At this time, Li Bi coughing tried to pick himself up, but that blow was too painful. He was still dizzy, an 
anguished expression on his face, blood flowing from his nostrils. Xiao Gui grabbed his hair and 


remarked, "Sicheng Li, thank you for helping me get back a good brother." 


"Zhang Xiaojing!" 





15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 5 


Translator: DragonRider 


A roar resounded through the whole ceremonial chamber. Blood was still flowing from Li Bi's nostrils. 
Never had he ever felt so angry. "Am | still the Sicheng of the Jing'an Department? Are you still a 
commandant?" 


"Yes," Zhang Xiaojing replied deferentially. 


"The orders | gave you were to stop the Termite's plots! Never did | say anything about ensuring your 
superior's safety, right?!" 


"Ves," 


"I'm okay with you taking my life, but you must save this city! The culprit is standing right beside you. 
What are you waiting for?!" 


A sneer escaped Xiao Gui's nostrils. 'Did that shot send Li Bi soft in the head? Why is he still assuming 
bureaucratic airs in these circumstances?’ wondered Xiao Gui. Zhang Xiaojing walked up at a gentle pace, 
unfastened the copper plate from his belt and respectfully inserted it between Li Bi's clothes and belt. 


"Sicheng Li, | now request permission from you to resign as commandant. The man standing in front of 
you at this moment is no longer Commandant Zhang of the Jing'an Department but Big Head Zhang of 
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who once boldly murdered a Vice County Magistrate and was thrown into prison waiting to be executed, 
a mole who was once arrested by the Praetorian Guards Department, a convict condemned to death 
who's wanted by the whole city, and a veteran intending to make Chang'an pay for the injustices it 
inflicted on me!" 


His voice kept rising as he stated his identities one by one and he was almost shouting at the end of his 
remarks. 


Li Bi's face was dark with rage. He had an intimate knowledge of the reason why Zhang Xiaojing had 
been thrown into prison as well as what he had been through during the last couple of hours, and he 
knew even better how stressed and aggrieved Zhang Xiaojing was. And now the resentment that had 
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concrete ferocity so overwhelming that Li Bi could barely keep his eyes open. 


Worse still, he was unable to find any words to contradict him. 


After Zhang Xiaojing spat these remarks, his shoulders relaxed noticeably, if he had just rid himself of an 
extremely heavy burden. Xiao Gui standing on the side gave a gratified smile. In his eyes, Zhang 
Xiaojing's previous conduct had been absolutely synonymous with making a rod for his own back -- 
clearly he was brimming with hatred towards the Imperial Court, but he risked life and limb pursuing 
bubble reputation and illusory justice, which was so unwise. 





Seeing Big Head Zhang had dismissed all his previous misgivings from his mind and also made an 
unmistakable attempt to kill his superior, Xiao Gui finally relaxed. He clenched his right fist to hit himself 
on the left shoulder with it, and Zhang Xiaojing followed suit. The two of them chorused, "To a regretless 
death." 


For an instant, the two of them felt as if they had traveled back in time to the days when they'd been 
soldiers of the Eighth Regiment. Xiao Gui's eyes were faintly wet with tears. 


At this time, Li Bi reluctantly queried, "Zhang Xiaojing, you promised me you'd seize the culprit. You're 
going to break your word?" 


"No. Back then my answer was ‘You're the one who chose me, and I'm the one who's making this 
decision. We both have to be responsible for our choices." 


On hearing these words, Li Bi couldn't help but gave a mirthless smile. "You're right. | made the wrong 
choice, and | should take the consequences of my stupidity." 


Zhang Xiaojing remarked, "You are not suitable for the position of Sicheng of the Jing'an Department. 

You should have chosen to practice Taoism: kowtowing to the Three Pure Ones (the three highest Gods 

in the Taoist pantheon) or the eleven deities from time to time, researching the Eight Diagrams, 
practicing divination, touring the Five Mountains (Taishan Mountain in Shandong, Hengshan Mountain 

in Hunan, Huashan Mountain in Shanxi, Hengshan Mountain in Shanxi and Songshan Mountain in Henan) 
-- any of these is better than working for the Jing'an Department. But if you want to take your revenge 

on me, I'm afraid you'll have to go to the bottom floor of the hell to find me." 


Xiao Gui burst into laugh. "Well said. Hell is the only place people like us deserve to be sent to after 
death. | wonder whether your title of 'the Five-Honored Yama' would carry any weight or not when 
we're in there." 


"This is all | have to say. Please think carefully, Mr Li." Zhang Xiaojing folded his hands in front. 


Addressing Li Bi as 'Mr Li' was an indication that Zhang Xiaojing had thoroughly abandoned his post in 
the Jing'an Department, that saving Chang'an was no longer his responsibility in any way. After hearing 
this form of address, Li Bi finally gave up the idea of making any further efforts to convince him, his head 
down, silent. 
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the upper floor of the lantern pavilion with Zhang Xiaojing. 


"Why are we taking him with us?" Zhang Xiaojing felt rather uneasy. 

Xiao Gui replied, "Did | not tell you just now? He's needed elsewhere." 

It was after hearing this that Zhang Xiaojing recalled. Previously there had been a questionable point: 
why had members of the Termite taken great pains to abduct Li Bi during their attack on the main hall of 


the Jing'an Department? 'It must be because he could be useful to them in a particular way that they let 
him live, but what on earth is it?’ he wondered. 





Xiao Gui could tell that Zhang Xiaojing was confused. He let out a laugh and said, "Come on. I'll show you 
something. You'll understand after seeing it." 


The group of people left the ceremonial chamber in single file. Zhang Xiaojing had just stepped over the 
threshold when Xiao Gui, with a suddenly change of his countenance, aimed a kick at Zhang Xiaojing's 
waist. Having never expected that he would abruptly come at him, Zhang Xiaojing instantly fell to the 
ground. At the very instant when he fell, a wicked-looking blade brushed past his scalp. 


In Yuan Zai's head, there was an intense struggle ongoing. Leaning against a pagoda tree, he stared at 
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That man who was like a killing machine had slipped away right under his nose, scaring him shitless, but 
that remark he had made before leaving had been lingering in Yuan Zai's mind all along -- 'If any of you 
still have a bit of your senses left, you should go to the square in front of the Xingqing Palace as soon as 
possible. All members of the Termite are right there.’ 


‘Is this a trap or the truth?' Yuan Zai wondered. He wanted to believe that remark was untrue, but it was 
totally unnecessary for Zhang Xiaojing to tell a lie like this; if it was the truth, why would Zhang Xiaojing 
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sensible to believe this. 


He had always been proud of his discernment, but faced with Zhang Xiaojing who was like a mystery, he 
was in utter perplexity, feeling that he might as well get himself a chrysanthemum, tore off its petals 
one by one and let the providence make the decision. 


At this time, a squad leader of the Lubi Army walked up to him and asked in undertones, "Should we 
break into the house and arrest them?" 


A while ago they had caught an apprentice fleeing from the courtyard, challenged him and been 
informed that the owner of this abode was Chao Fen, whose backer was Chao Heng. It seemed that 
there was also a seriously wounded Persian in the courtyard. Given that Zhang Xiaojing had specially 
come to this place, they believed he was no doubt in league with them, that arresting them was 
definitely the right thing to do. 


At least a dozen soldiers of the Lubi Army had been downed in this courtyard, which was an 
unprecedentedly heavy loss, so they were anxious to take revenge. 


On hearing this suggestion, Yuan Zai shook his head. He didn't care about the reputation of the Lubi 
Army, and neither was he afraid of Chao Heng. He just felt that this matter was not as simple as they 
imagined it to be. 


His subordinates were unaware, but Yuan Zai knew it very well that Zhang Xiaojing was not a mole, that 
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this to frame others was viable, but if anybody really believed this conclusion and took it as a lead they 
could follow to conduct investigation into this case, they would be going in the exactly opposite 
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Yuan Zai suddenly smacked his palm onto the trunk of the pagoda tree and his eyes lit up, making an 
instant decision. 


"Form up. We're going to the Xingqing Palace!" 
The squad leader of the Lubi Army was amazed, believing that he had misheard the instruction. 
"We're going to the Xingqing Palace!" Yuan Zai repeated in a resolute and decisive tone of voice. 


He didn't know whether Zhang Xiaojing's words were true or not, but his inborn intuition was telling 
Yuan Zai that the situation in the Xingqing Palace was a greater uncertainty. 


A greater uncertainty meant greater risk, and greater risk meant greater opportunities. 
Yuan Zai believed that the god of fortune hadn't thoroughly forsaken him yet, that this was worth a shot. 


At the instant when Zhang Xiaojing fell to the ground, Xiao Gui let out an angry roar, "Fishgut! What are 
you doing?!" 


Outside the ceremonial chamber, someone slowly walked out of the shadows, holding a narrow-bladed 
sword as short as the gut of a fish in his right hand, his left hand droopy. It was not until this moment 
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deadly sword strike. He was now absent-minded and his senses were not as sharp as usual. If it weren't 
for Xiao Gui, he would probably have died to the sword of Fishgut. 


"Like | said, I'm going to take Zhang Xiaojing's life with my own hands," replied Fishgut sinisterly in a 
hoarse voice. 


Xiao Gui interposed himself between Zhang Xiaojing and Fishgut to prevent Fishgut from striking again. 
"Zhang Xiaojing is already one of us now. Your hostility towards him is not necessary any more." 


"How do you know he's not faking his surrender?" 


"You let me to worry about that!" Xiao Gui thundered. "Even if he's faking his surrender, our men are 
everywhere in this place. What do you possibly have to worry about?!" 


Fishgut was totally unaffected by this explanation. "He humiliated me by breaking my left arm, for which 
he must pay with his life." 


Xiao Gui had no choice but to stress once again in a severe tone of voice, "I'm going to say this one more 
time: he is one of us now. Whatever it was that previously happened between you two is not to be 


brought up ever again!" 


Fishgut shook his head. "It doesn't matter which side he's on. | just want him dead." 





Instantly, the atmosphere outside the ceremonial chamber came weird. Zhang Xiaojing had just switch 
sides a while ago, yet he had to face an internal strife. 


"This is the ninth thing | want you to do -- do not touch him!" Xiao Gui's voice was so loud that he was 
almost yelling. He jerked aside a corner of his robe, raised a length of red thread on which two copper 
coins had been strung, took off one of them and tossed it to Fishgut. 


Fishgut caught it in mid-air and queried in astonishment, "You are doing this for an enemy?" 
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"Fine. But know this, after you use the last copper coin, this constriction will be no longer valid," Fishgut 
emphasized. "The day when | finish the last thing for you will be the day he dies." 


Zhang Xiaojing took a step forward. "Fishgut, | promise you I'll have a fair duel with you after all this is 
over, one only one of us will survive." 


Fishgut stared at Zhang Xiaojing's eyes. "How do | know you'll keep your promise?" 
"You have no choice other than believe me." 


Fishgut kept silent for a few moments, probably believing that the chance of him killing Zhang Xiaojing 
right here was slim. Finally, he inclined his head. "All right." 


Fishgut's figure soon disappeared into the dark and with that a voice came from somewhere. "If you go 
back on your word, I'll kill Wen Ran instead." 


Xiao Gui furrowed his brow, twisted his head around and said to Zhang Xiaojing with an apologetic face, 
"Big Head, this asshole named Fishgut is somewhat different from others. He's willing to follow orders 
but at the same time he maintains a certain degree of independence. I'll handle this matter after the big 
plan is carried out. | assure you it won't be a trouble for you." 


Keeping a stiff upper lip, Zhang Xiaojing responded, "| can take care of myself, but Wen Wuji's daughter 
can't." 


Xiao Gui huffed, "If he dares to harm Wen Ran, I'll finish him with my own hands!" 


They ascended the stairs outside the ceremonial chamber. On their way upstairs, Xiao Gui briefed Zhang 
Xiaojing on the background of Fishgut. 
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The only thing most people knew about him was that whoever offended Fishgut would end up becoming 
a corpse ditched in the wilderness with an extremely narrow slit in the throat. The local Shouzhuo 
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thus decided to eliminate him. Unexpectedly, Fishgut took the initiative and counter-attacked. He 
assassinated several high-ranking officials of the Shouzhuo Mercenary branch and almost took the life of 
their leader. Senior management of the Shouzhuo Mercenary were infuriated and launched an extensive 





hunt. Fishgut was surrounded and seriously wounded in a fight and would have died long ago had Xiao 
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Zhang Xiaojing thought, 'No wonder this Fishgut guy is so proficient in impersonating a Fire-master. It 
turns out that he has history with this organization. If it comes to the knowledge of the Shouzhuo 
Mercenary that the assassin they nearly seized that day was Fishgut, things might have been a lot more 
complicated.’ 


Xiao Gui resumed the story. Fishgut had not been highly grateful to him after being rescued. He'd merely 
strung ten copper coins on a thread and given them to Xiao Gui, telling him that he would do ten things 
for the Termite, and then the two of them would be even, which was why Xiao Gui had said that Fishgut 
was willing to follow orders but maintained a certain degree of independence, that he was difficult to 
control. 
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"I'm sorry to have wasted one of your copper coins." 


Xiao Gui replied, "You don't need to apologize. How could this be a waste? Besides, there's only one 
thing that | need Fishgut to do for me. After that, | won't need him any more..." He ground his teeth with 
a cruel smile which was soon replaced by a concerned expression. 


"Big Head, we need to be more careful from here." 


Zhang Xiaojing cast an upward glance and found that on the ceremonial chamber was the attic of the 
temple. As they reached the top of the stairs of the attic, they entered the bottom of the main body of 
the lantern pavilion. Zhang Xiaojing and Li Bi greeted by the scene in front of them couldn't help but 
hold their breath. 


Above his head was a magnificent dome as complicated as a giant spider's lair. The whole Taishang- 
xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion consisted of a skeleton, which had been built with thick criss-cross 
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amazingly huge. Thick deal planks had been placed on crossbeams in a criss-cross pattern, forming 
countless fairly unsteady bridges spiraling upwards. There were also a lot of ropes, gears and wheels 
hanging nearby, the functions of which were probably known to none but masters like Mao Shun or 
Chao Fen. 


Along those bridges made of planks, they kept climbing upwards spirally. At the height of around 
twenty-five meters or so, a gust of night wind suddenly blew by the skeleton of the lantern pavilion. 
Zhang Xiaojing could distinctly felt the whole lantern pavilion rocking slightly, giving off a creaking. 





15. Zizheng (00:00-00:59) Part 6 


Translator: DragonRider 


The outer skin of the lantern pavilion was fluttering in the night breeze. Zhang Xiaojing, looking north 
through a gap, found that the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion was a very short distance away. 
He'd known that these two buildings were not far away from each other, but it'd never crossed his mind 
they were so close that they could be connected with a well rope a dozen feet in length. 


From this distance, with his only eye, Zhang Xiaojing could distinctly see various details of the banquet 
ongoing in the opposite building: hats invitees were wearing, golden herb-crusted roast lamb on dinner 
tables, wine cups going gaily around, as well as numerous iridescent dresses moving about. There were 
also some guests standing by the balustrade, who had succumbed to the influence of many cups and 
were now talking gesticulating in the direction of this lantern pavilion. 


"Everybody is waiting for the Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion to start shining, which would be 
a wonderful view of unprecedented splendor. | bet ten Guan (a Guan is a a string of 1,000 cash) that 
they have come up with a lot of verses, waiting to hum them when these lanterns are lit." 


Xiao Gui scoffed at those people and then kept walking forward. Zhang Xiaojing withdrew his gaze and 
suddenly found that Li Bi didn't look very well. His arms were securely tied and gripped by two strong 
men who were by his sides, which made it very difficult for him to keep his balance while walking on 
these unsteady planks, and he could fall off at any moment. 


Zhang Xiaojing reached out his hand with the intention to offer help, but Xiao Gui consoled him, "Don't 
worry. He'll be fine. Getting Sicheng Li to this height took a lot of doing, and | didn't do it merely to push 
him down and hear the sound of him landing on the ground." After saying this, Xiao Gui lifted his right 
hand high and suddenly dropped it, mimicking, "Whoosh—bang!" 


The group kept progressing. After dozens of feet upward, they finally reached the pivotal area of the 
lantern pavilion — the Tianshu Floor. 


This story was a roomy, circular chamber. The floor was actually a gigantic horizontally-placed wooden 
wheel. The wheel face was almost the size of a drill ground. At the center of the wheel was an erect long 
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components. Relatively wide gaps were inlaid with iron hinges and brass rings. 


Many members of the Termite disguised as craftsmen were occupied replacing Kylin Arms, hacking away 
with knives and axes here and there on this giant wheel. Everyone of them had a small oil lamp by his 
side. Seen from a distance, they were like sparkling diamonds mounted in this giant wheel. 


Zhang Xiaojing couldn't quite understand how this was going to work, but Li Bi, as he raised his head and 
saw that there were five lantern chambers with protruding contours around the wheel, instantly came 
to comprehend. 





This Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion, in terms of basic structure, was the same as the 
prototype Xiao Gui had shown him: a pivotal wheel at the center surrounded by a circle of independent 
units; as the pivotal wheel turned, these units would cyclically revolve around it in mid-air. What was 
different was that on the prototype were twelve compartments sealed with paper, while around the 
Taishang-xuanyuan Grand Lantern Pavilion were twenty-four big lantern chambers with no wall on any 
of the four sides. All chambers had their respective themed scenery inside, and there were also branch 
spindles connecting them with the pivotal wheel, which provided driving force for lantern figures in the 
chambers so that they could perform designed movements automatically. 


It could be imagined how shocking and grand a view it would be when all lanterns in this pavilion were 
lit and these twenty-four lantern chambers moved up and down in mid-air as the giant wheel in this sky- 
high pavilion slowly rotated. Fun-loving Chang'an citizens might get so excited as to go crazy when they 
saw all this. 


A stooping old man was crouching still before the pivotal spindle, occasionally stroking it, as if he were 
fondling his dying child. 
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Mao Shun didn't even raise his head. "Once the shaft bearing and the waterwheels down there are 
fitted together, this pivotal spindle will start turning having the twenty-four lantern chambers rotate 
cyclically." He was in a foul mood — anybody knowing their masterwork was going to be destroyed 
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Zhang Xiaojing was startled. "This man is Mao Shun? He's also a member of the Termite?" 


Xiao Gui replied, "Of course we thirst for talents, but clearly Master Mao values his family more." Zhang 
Xiaojing lapsed into silence, realizing that the Termite probably had kidnapped Mao Shun's family 
members and coerced him into cooperating with them. 


No wonder members of the Termite had gained entry into this pavilion so smoothly. With Mao Shun 
vouching for them, their way in definitely had been utterly unobstructed. 


"Exactly what are you planning to do?" Zhang Xiaojing finally couldn't help but query. 


Xiao Gui seemed to have been waiting for him to ask this question for quite some time. Anybody who 
had taken great pains making arrangements for something awesome would want to flaunt it in front of 
others. He pointed at that huge pivotal spindle and started explaining in high spirits. 


It turned out that this gigantic pivotal spindle, which was of utmost importance, had been filled with 
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started operating, these lantern chambers would be ignited one after another. People enjoying the view 
would no doubt mistakenly believe that it was one of the desired effects, and nobody would suspect 
anything. When all twenty-four lantern chambers were aflame, the heat would spread to the pivotal 
spindle in which real, preheated Fierceflame bombs were hidden. Once they detonated, the enormous 
force of the explosion would definitely reduce the Industriousness and Pragmatism Pavilion, which was 
merely a short distance away, to ashes. 





After hearing his explanation, Zhang Xiaojing was speechless with shock for quite a while. 'So this is Kailu 
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Xiao Gui was very satisfied with Zhang Xiaojing's reaction. He raised his head and remarked ina 
sentimental tone, "I'm putting so much effort into this because | want an emperor to be destroyed by 
his favorite thing at the moment when he feels the happiest and the smuggest. This is how we'll get the 
most meaningful revenge." 


Zhang Xiaojing looked at this old comrade-in-arms and wanted to say something but eventually shut his 
mouth quietly. 


"Oh, incidentally, before that, there's yet another thing I'll have to trouble you with, Sicheng Li. Wait a 
moment, Big Head." Xiao Gui told Zhang Xiaojing to stay at the pivotal spindle and do some chatting 
with Master Mao. Then he drew Li Bi away. 


Xiao Gui, taking Li Bi with him, left the Tianshu Floor and walked to a lantern chamber outside the main 
structure of the lantern pavilion. These lantern chambers were separate from each other and had no 
walls, so that people could see the lantern figures inside from all directions. There was a narrow 
passageway connecting each of them and the main body of the lantern pavilion. 


The theme of the lantern chamber that Xiao Gui and Li Bi had just arrived at was "shadbush", which was 
about showing love and respect as good brothers should. Inside the chamber were a couple of lantern 
figures of paragons, including Zhao Xiao, Zhao Li. Xiao Gui kept pushing Li Bi deeper into the lantern 
chamber until he was on the edge of it and could barely keep his footing. 


Li Bi lowered his head and looked down but couldn't at all see the ground clearly, which suggested that 
he was at a height of at least dozens of feet. Since his hands were tied, he was having great trouble 
maintaining balance with merely his legs. 


"Sicheng Li, sorry to have put you through all this." Xiao Gui's lips curved in an inscrutable smile. He 
raised his hand and snapped his fingers. 


Li Bi closed his eyes, believing that the man was going to inflict some kind of torture on him. He waited 
for quite a while but nothing happened. He opened his eyes and found that lanterns in the two 
chambers on the left and right sides of this one had been lit. 


The theme of the scenery in one of the two chambers was about Confucius querying Lao-tzu, which 
embodied the emperor's achievements of ruling a country with ethics and rites; the theme of the 
scenery in the other one was about Li Wei recovering the Yinshan Mountains, which manifested the 
emperor's strategy of repulsing invasion. The lighted lanterns in these two lantern chambers shed a soft 
glow on the one in between, the theme of which was "shadbush". Guests on the Industriousness and 
Pragmatism Pavilion, seeing lanterns in these two lantern chambers were lit ahead of schedule, 
mistakenly believed that the show had started. All of them yelled at their friends inside calling them to 
the balustrade to enjoy the view. 





After this situation lasted about twenty Tanzhi (A unit of time used in ancient China; 7.4 seconds), Xiao 
Gui gave another finger snap and with that all lighted lanterns in the two chambers went out. A sigh of 
disappointment rippled through the crowd of guests in the distance as they realized that it was merely a 
test. 


"All right. Your job is done, Sicheng Li." Xiao Gui drew him back from the edge of the lantern chamber. Li 
Bi, unaware of what this was about, kept silent. 


After the two of them returned to the pivotal spindle, Xiao Gui summoned a guard and instructed him to 
take Li Bi downstairs to the underground waterpower chamber. Then he affectionately put his arm 
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finish, Li Bi and Zhang Xiaojing hadn't even had a chance to make eye contact. 


Li Bi, hands tied at the back, was escorted away from the pivotal spindle by that guard. The two of them 
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and then the underground chamber beneath it. The six giant waterwheels were still turning in the dark 
with the sound of water gurgling. Before long, they would be linked to the mechanisms designed by 
Master Mao and bring to life the whole lantern pavilion. 


"This is such a marvelous creation." Observing those giant wheels, Li Bi couldn't help but heave a sigh 
with awe. Compared with the fancy extravagant aboveground lantern pavilion, this part hidden deep 
underground, he believed, was where the real ingenuity of the designer was manifested. 


The guard flicked him a sympathetic glance. 'This bureaucrat is still in the mood for sightseeing? It seems 
that he's unaware of his fate.' He whipped out his saber from his waist and said, "Sicheng Li, 
Commander Long has a message for you: have a safe journey to the heaven after dismemberment." 


Li Bi didn't move, and he couldn't even he wanted to, for his hands were firmly tied at the back, but the 
look on his face was indifferent, as if he had anticipated this some time ago. 


The guard said with an evil grin, "It was a smoothie just like you who took my wife from me. Today you'll 
have to scapegoat for that bastard's deed. I'll try to make your death as slow as possible." He slowly 
stretched his blade towards Li Bi's chest, planning to cut a strip of meat from it first. 
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stabbed it into the guard's temple. The guard, who had been attacked without warning, subconsciously 
aimed a kick at Li Bi sending him flying to a corner of wall. 


This counter-attack given by someone on the verge of death was very powerful. All Li Bi's internal organs 
felt as though they'd been displaced, a trickle of blood flowing from the corner of his mouth. He panted 
for quite a while before struggling to his feet. That guard had breathed his last, lying on the ground. The 
iron file was stuck in his left temple, revealing only a short length of its handle — that stab had sent it so 
deep into his head. 


With a clank, a brass plate fell to the ground from Li Bi's belt. This was the waist-seal Zhang Xiaojing had 
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side of the waist-seal and stuffed into his belt. Apart from the two of them, nobody had noticed it. 





Li Bi leaned against the cob wall and kneaded his sore wrists, a multitude of feelings surging up. 
Unexpectedly, those words of Zhang Xiaojing's reappeared in his mind. 


"You are not suitable for the position of Sicheng of the Jing'an Department. You should have chosen to 
practice Taoism: kowtowing to the Three Pure Ones (the three highest Gods in the Taoist pantheon) or 
the eleven deities from time to time, researching the Eight Diagrams, practicing divination, touring the 
Five Mountains (Taishan Mountain in Shandong, Hengshan Mountain in Hunan, Huashan Mountain in 
Shanxi, Hengshan Mountain in Shanxi and Songshan Mountain in Henan) — any of these is better than 
working for the Jing'an Department. But if you want to take your revenge on me, I'm afraid you'll have 
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Zhang Xiaojing was never a believer in Taoism, so the moment he'd started making these remarks, Li Bi, 
who was sharp-minded, had come to realize that there were undertones contained in his words. With 
his wisdom, after merely a few moments’ pondering, he'd perceived that those numbers were the key. 
Three, eleven, eight, four, five and eighteen. 

This was a message encoded with Tang Rhymes, which was very familiar to all staff members of the 
Jing'an Department. Three represented falling tone (one of the four tones in classical Chinese 
pronunciation); eleven referred to the eleventh row, the eighth word of which was "retreat"; four 
represented entering tone; five referred to the fifth paragraph, the eighteenth word of which was 
"don't". 

The decoded version of the message consisted of two words. 


This was Yao Runeng's will, Tanqi's will and Zhang Xiaojing's unswerving will as well. 


Don't retreat. 


AS OF HERE, TEXT IS MACHINE TRANSLATED. 
TAKEN FROM wou rescwn.com 





16. CHOU CHU (1,00 - 1,59), PART 1. 


Li Mi went down silently, leaving only half of his head on the water. 
The sound of the water wheel can help him cover most of the noise. 
From this dark position, it is particularly clear to see the torch light. 
Tianbao three years on the 15th of January, the beginning of ugliness. 
Chang'an, Xingqing Palace. 
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wrapped around the colorful cloths around the square were lit, and the four shots were like the day. The 
Long Wujun began to open the surrounding passages in an orderly manner and put the people into the 
square one after another. 


The south square in front of the Xingqing Palace is very wide, and a block of area has been delineated 
with lime powder in advance. From where the common people enter, they can only stay in that area 
Once you cross the line you will be reprimanded at the 

slightest level and hit by the staff in the worst case. For safety, Long Wujun would never mind killing 
several people. 


In addition to the surrounding area, there are more than 20 large areas in the middle of the square. The 
magnifcent and magnifcent lamp-pulling convoy ended a night of fghting, and drove into the square 
under the crowd of fans, and parked here. They are all winners in the lamp-out peripheral battle, and 
each one has defeated at least a dozen opponents, all of which are full of spirit. 


These lantern-pulling cars will be here waiting for the fnal battle of the ugly moment, and will win the 
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But the entertainers were not idle. They knew that in the offce building not far away, most of the offcials 
were already full, and left the spring banquet to stand on the side of the building, overlooking the entire 
square. If you can take advantage of the favor of one or two people now, you won't have to worry about 
it for the next few years. So these artists continue to perform all their skills and performances, pushing 
the atmosphere to a higher level. 


Inspired by them, Xingqing Palace Square and Qinzheng Government Building were caught in a lively 
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gongs and drums of the orchestra intermingled. 


In this bustling scene, only the Taishang Xuanyuan Lantern Towerremains dark and quiet. But people are 
not worried. Everyone islooking forward to it. When the ugliness arrives, it will be a blockbuster. 





At this time, the people in Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building had very different thoughts from the 
outside. 


After Li Mi left, Zhang Xiaojing obviously relaxed a lot. He seemed to have relieved himself of the burden 
and began to ask some details. Xiao Gui was suspicious of his old comrades, and naturally he knew 
everything. 


However, the time was approaching, and the progress of the crickets installing the Kirin arm was slower 
than expected, and Xiao Xiao began to become anxious. 


No plan can be as smooth as imagined, and Xiao Gui has already prepared for it. However, the Kirin arm 
is different from other things. It is flled with heated petrolatum. Once the time has passed, the 
temperature has dropped and the bursting effect is lost. So Xiao Gui had to personally stare at the 
places where the progress was not fast. 


Seeing the leader standing behind him, his face as heavy as the bottom of the pot, those crickets were 
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bamboo tube fell towards the darkness under his feet, and after a while, there was a "slap" from the 
ground. 


Xiao Gu was polite and slashed blood on his face. The scorpion screamed but dared not dodge. Xiao Gui 
said eeriely: "Keep your hands in order not to delay the installation. If you make another mistake, it's 
not just the bamboo tube that fell." Cecile Wei Nuo Nuo, picked up a unicorn arm to continue the 
installation. 

Zhang Xiaojing dragged Xiao Xiao aside: "Is there no faster replacement?" 

Xiao Gui shook his head: "This is designed by Master Mao Shun, who can be smarter than him?" 

"If Master Mao Shun hid himself, I'm afraid no one could tell ..." 

Zhang Xiaojing narrowed his eyes and reminded, "He's not willing." 

After he said this, Xiao Gui thought deeply. Mao Shun was not a cricket. The reason why he chose to 
cooperate was entirely because of the steel knife in front of his throat. Then it is not impossible for him 
to play some small movements during the cooperation. 

"On the technical matters, only Mao Shun understands. If he deliberately does not provide a better 
alternative, we will fnd it diffcult. In this way, he has shown a cooperative attitude, and does not have to 
harm his family, nor be distracted. Earth has obstructed our affairs. "Zhang Xiaojing has already begun to 
use" we "to call the earthworm. 
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Shun was still squatting there, motionless, and the old man's back 
could not see any anger. He was about to walk over, Zhang Xiaojing held his shoulder: "Let me come." 





Xiao Gui was slightly surprised, and Zhang Xiaojing smiled at him: "Nine years of Chang'an's bad 
handsome, compared with ten years of Western Region soldiers have learned too much." Xiao Gui also 
laughed, and threw his shoulder: "Then give it to you big head. " 


Zhang Xiaojing walked to Mao Shun and grabbed his back directly to pick it up. Mao Shun was totally 
unprepared and was taken aback by this sudden move. Zhang Xiaojing did not speak, dragging Mao Shun 
all the way to the edge of the light tower, lifted the masked leather outside, and pushed Mao Shun 
outward. 


The onlookers shouted in surprise, subconsciously wanting to stop. Xiao Gui stopped them, and signaled 
Shao'an not to be impetuous. | saw Zhang Xiaojing stretched his legs and stepped out, stepped ona 
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who was about to fall out. 


As a result, the two of them leaned out of the light tower and stretched out the night sky. Balance 
depends on Zhang Xiaojing's leg as a fulcrum. As long as he loosened his hands or shrunk his legs, Mao 
Shun would fall off the lamp tower and fall into a mess. 


Mao Shun struggled a few times in panic, but found that it was of no avail. His head is much smarter 
than Zhang Xiaojing, but his strength is far from it. 
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Zhang Xiaojing stared at him loudly: "How can | install the Kirin arm faster?" 

Mao Shun said angrily: "| have told you!" 

"What | want to know is a faster way." 

"No, this is the fastest!" 


"Oh, that is to say, you are useless?" Zhang Xiaojing loosened his hand, making Mao Shun's body slant 
downward, the old man shouted in fright, resounding through the entire Tianshu layer. Some people 
worriedly asked what to do if Mao Shun died, Xiao Gui waved his hand and asked them to wait and see. 


Zhang Xiaojing pulled his arm away and pulled Mao Shun up again: "Do you remember now?" Mao Shun 
panted and shook his head desperately. Zhang Xiaojing's feet pressed slightly, and the bamboo frame 
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that! It will collapse." He didn't want to die under his creation at all. 


"Then we might as well change to a more interesting place, maybe you remember it." Zhang Xiaojing's 
tone was full of malice. He dragged Mao Shun up and walked along the suspension bridge to 
an external light house next to it. 


This light house happens to be "Wuwei" next to "Tang Di". The theme inside is Li Jing breaking the Yin 
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riding lamp fgurines of Li Jing and Jie Li Khan on top. One moves forward and the other returns. Once 
activated, Li Jing will automatically swing up and down, and Jie Li Khan will frequently turn around to 





show his carelessness. Rows of small fags were placed in the cowhide, and the lights and candles were 
swept in one fell swoop. From afar, the sky and the sky were flled with Tang Jungi 

Zhang Xiaojing dragged Mao Shun into the light house and glanced back. There was also a grass curtain 
between the light house and the light tower as a compartment, which could just block the sight of 
others. He pulled Mao Shun to the edge of the light house, pushed his head and pushed it outwards, let 
Mao Shun's upper body fold out, made a coercive gesture, and then pressed against his ear: "Don't be 
afraid, I'm here to save you. " 
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squeezed his jaw with brute force to prevent him from making a sound: "Listen, I'm Zhang Xiaojing, the 
captain of Jing'an Division. | was mixed into the earthworm to prevent their conspiracy." 


Mao Shun's eyes were suspicious, but his struggling strength was much smaller. After all, Zhang Xiaojing 
didn't need to lie. Zhang Xiaojing said in a low voice: "| know that your family has been 

kidnapped by crickets, and you can't help yourself. | will try to keep you and your family safe, but you 
have to cooperate with me." 


Mao Shun whined a few times, Zhang Xiaojing said: "| will slowly release your mouth now, you will make 
a scream frst, let them hear, | will continue to maintain this posture, to avoid doubt." Then his hand 
Slowly moving his jaw, Mao Shun earned himself, and a sharp wailing sound came from his throat. At 
the same time, Zhang Xiaojing squeezed down with his arm, pushing Mao Shun a little further out. 


"Very good, very good." Zhang Xiaojing whispered relief, "Next, you have to tell me something." 
"What ..." Mao Shun replied cautiously, never daring to be completely relieved. 
"How can | stop the operation of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building? The fastest way." 


This is a plan to get paid at the bottom of the kettle. As long as the Taiyuan Xuanyuan Light Tower is not 
in operation, the conspiracy of the cricket will not be realized. Zhang Xiaojing emphasized the fastest 
way, because the time when the distance started is imminent, and he is only one person. 


Mao Shun hesitated for a moment, which was equivalent to killing his own child. Zhang Xiaojing said 
coldly: "There are not many hours. You don't want to use your own things to send the entire Tang 
Dynasty to heaven 


Mao Shun had a chill, which was defnitely a nightmare. He fnally said: "The power of Taishang Xuanyuan 
Lantern Building comes from the water wheel in the underground palace. At the third day of the ugly 
period, someone will connect the water wheel to the transfer and drive the main hub. If there is a 
problem with the transfer, the light building will be like Passive water can no longer move half a point. " 


"Where is the turnaround? How to destroy it?" Zhang Xiaojing only cared about this. 


"The turning point is at Xuanguan Zenith, because it is to be made of stainless steel for the purpose of 
taking over the turning force. In anxious way, it can't be destroyed." Mao Shun turned his head and 
looked at Zhang Xiaojing. "But | have to say, this It can stop the light tower, but it can't stop the ferce fre 
and thunder burst in Tianshu. " 





Zhang Xiaojing was a little irritable. These artisans never talked directly to the subject, and had to 
apologize for a long time. His tone became rough: "So what do you say?" 


"There is only one way." Mao Shun took a deep breath and closed his eyes painfully. "The bite size of the 
machine and the upper and lower mechanisms are calculated in advance. If the machine can be tilted by 
a certain angle, the power transmission will be distorted for 

a long time. You can twist the Tianshu. The stone grease inside can only cause burning, and there is no 
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"Is it like creating furniture, with the tenon and mortise position biased, the structure will not only be 
unbearable, but will fall apart?" 


"almost." 
"Then how to tilt it?" 


Mao Shundao: "When | was designing the lamp tower, what | was most afraid of was uneven 
transmission of power and crushing the Tianshu. So to avoid this kind of thing, | let the transit itself be 
fxed with the entire Xuanguan eaves, and the entire zenith It ’s its fxed frame. If the zenith does n’t 
move, it wo n’t move. Alas, it’s hard, it’s hard ... ” He lowered his voice, thinking deeply. 


Zhang Xiaojing said lightly: "Then destroy the zenith together." Mao Shun choked, his thoughts have 
always been on the transfer itself, but he did not expect this rough man to propose such a brutal 
method. 


"The zenith is a masonry structure, how can it be destroyed?" 


Zhang Xiaojing was silent for a moment and cast his gaze above the light house. There is a section of 
power transmission rods connected from the light tower to the house. The most striking section is the 
newly installed Kirin arm. 

Mao Shun was startled, and thought it was ridiculous. But think carefully, this is really a clever way. The 
Kirin arm is also flled with heated sealing petrolatum. Once detonated, it will not necessarily destroy the 
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it was feasible. 


"Very good." Zhang Xiaojing pulled Mao Shun back from the outside. "Then I'll ask another question. Is 
there really no faster way to install the Kirin arm? | have to ask something to get their trust." 


Mao Shun was silent for a while, and sighed: "Yes ... But if they follow the fashion, Que Lehuo will come 
true, and it will never end." 


"If | fail, then it's no longer possible." 


Xiao Gui saw Zhang Xiaojing carrying Mao Shun out of the "Wuwei" lamp house, the latter shivering and 
his face gray. 


"It's a question, this guy really hides himself." Zhang Xiaojing said, and then pushed Mao Shun forward. 
Mao Shun was lying on the ground, speaking out the installation method tremblingly. There is a 





knowledgeable earthworm next to him, whispering something to Xiao Gui, confrming that this method is 
indeed feasible. 


To put it bluntly, the trick is very simple, it just omits a few steps. But if it is not a senior master like Mao 
Shun, who dares to modify the rules without authorization! 

"Big head, it turns out that you are King Zhang Yan, | don't believe it yet." Xiao Gui raised his thumb and 
then kicked Mao Shun bitterly, "If this old thing is said early, why let us be like this Hurry! " 


Mao Shun was lying on the ground, shaking all the time, without the dignity of a master. 


"Now that we all know, you are useless." Xiao Gui's murderous breath came out again. Zhang Xiaojing 
quickly stopped him: "| promised to spare him a life." Xiao Gui looked at Zhang Xiaojing: "Big head, why 
are you upset at this time? This is not possible." 


"Don't let me break my promise." 


Xiao Gui glanced at Zhang Xiaojing and saw that his face was very serious, so he had to move his feet 
away: "do things frst, and then talk about the rest." He looked at the hour and ordered the new 
installation method to be passed to the lamphouse everywhere , Do it as soon as possible. 


There was another rush in the lighthouse immediately. Zhang Xiaojing looked around, thinking. There 
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tripod of Xuanguan? He should fnd a reason to go down as soon as possible, get the Kirin arm and install 
it. 


As long as you get the Kirin arm and blow up the transit, the biggest crisis will be lifted. As for whether 
the lamphouse can be preserved,whether the emperor will lose face, this is not what Zhang Xiaojing 
cares about. 

He was thinking, Xiao Xiao came over again: "Big head, there will be a surprise for you later." 
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building and went down to the hydraulic palace. Now there are thirty elite veterans waiting there, 
preparing to do something big, you and | will lead the team and do something happy . " 


"Thirty elite veterans? In the hydraulic palace?" Zhang Xiaojing was startled. 


"Of course, the surprise tonight is more than the Xuanyuan Light Tower too." Xiao Gui laughed, not 
paying attention to Zhang Xiaojing's eyebrows beating. 
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Although he successfully killed the guard, he didn't know what to do next. It looks like a closed earth 


wall on all four sides, with criss-cross pillars on top, just like the ones used in mines. In the whole space, 
only one step leads up. But there are enemies on it, and it is absolutely impossible to go. 





Zhang Xiaojing may have a brilliant idea, but the two of them have never had the opportunity to be 
alone. Being able to send those two words over is already the limit that does not cause others to doubt. 


There is no candle beside Li Mi, he can only **** forward in the darkness lightly. After two laps, Li Mi 
fnally confrmed that there were neither enemies nor other exits. Li Bi felt that she was trapped ina 
puzzle, and the answer was near, but she couldn't fnd it. He estimated that it was the beginning of 
ugliness, and only half an hour was left before the lamp was pulled out. 


A tired thought hit my heart. 
"Otherwise, just hide here and wait until things are over?" 


This idea seems reasonable. There is nothing that you can do now, as long as you save your life as much 
as possible and not cause trouble to others. This hydraulic palace is very strong, even if it bursts into the 
sky, it will not spread here. 


But Li Mi only hesitated a fnger, then dispelled the demon with a cold hum. 


Dang Jingjingan Secretary Cheng, how can you just live like a dog? Being kidnapped is already a shame 
and a shame. If we are still frustrated and wait for others to come to rescue, then how can Li Li, Li 
Changyuan and my face meet the Prince? Furthermore, Zhang Xiaojing is still desperately trying to get 
up, is he not as reliable as a 

death row prisoner? 


The thought of this person brought extremely complicated emotions to Li Bi's heart. In the Lingguan 
Pavilion, what Zhang Xiaojing roared at him did not seem to be completely false. Li Bi could tell that it 
was a real roar from the heart, so it was even more shocking. 





16. CHOU CHU (1,00 - 1,59), PART 2 


The eighth regiment of Zhang Datou, who fought **** battles; defeated the county magistrate and the 
bad handsome who was beaten to death; the spy caught by You Xiaowei; the wanted prisoner in the city; 
a veteran who asked Changan for justice! 


Every identity is true, but Zhang Xiaojing still has no treason, which makes Li Bi feel shocked. He 
suddenly realized that he didn't see through Zhang Xiaojing. The reason for not seeing it was not 
because he was too complicated, but because he was too simple. With that cruel face and brutal 
behavior, what kind of contradictory heart is it? 


Li Mi believes that the appropriate talent Zhang Xiaojing lifted his crossbow towards himself, and was 
really upset. Only in this way can Xiao Xiao's trust be gained. In order to save more people, even if he 
wants to sacrifce innocent people, Zhang Xiaojing will do it without hesitation-Li Mi. 


They once discussed this topic. When a ferry encounters a storm, it is necessary to kill one person to 
sacrifce the river **** to savea 

hundred people, kill or not? Zhang Xiaojing and Li Mi's answer i 

exactly the same: kill. But Zhang Xiaojing is not satisfed with this answer. He said that this is an 
inevitable choice and does not mean that it is right. 


In this answer, you can get a glimpse of the various contradictions between Zhang Xiaojing's identity and 
actions. Sometimes Zhang Xiaojing is simpler than anyone else, Li Bi thought. 


Putting aside these complicated thoughts, Li Mi frowned tightly, and once again examined this narrow 
darkness. 


The outer periphery is Long Wujun, Long Bo can mix in as a craftsman, but Zhang Xiaojing certainly 
cannot. He should have another way to enter-this hydraulic palace, there should be hidden answers. 


Wait, hydraulic? 


Li Bi turned his attention to the six giant wheels again. The water pushes round, so where does the 
water come from? His eyes lit up, jumped into the ditch, and walked against the water to the wall. Sure 
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The edge of the canal is very new, and a circle of bricks is carefully wrapped. The size is one person in 
size, and the water level in it almost reaches the top of the cave. Li Bi believes that if he goes upstream 
along this channel, he can defnitely walk to an exposed channel. Li Bi doesn't know how to swim, but he 
measured it, as 

long as he pushed his nose out of the water, there was barely a space to breathe. 
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Wujun to surround the lamp tower, so that he could wipe out the cricket. 





He took a deep breath, and just now the cat's waist was about to get in, and suddenly he heard a noise. 
Li Bisheng was afraid that the enemy would notice this, chasing after him, he stopped quickly and 
soaked in the water. 

Soon he saw a few torches, and then saw a team of twenty or thirty enter the hydraulic palace. They 
were heavily armed, and several of them were familiar, and it was the same group who raided the 
Jingan Division. 

After they came in, they surrounded the torch in a circle and scattered them everywhere, and began to 
inspect their equipment. Fortunately, Li Bi threw the guard's body next to the body of the maintenance 
craftsman. These people glanced briefy and found nothing unusual. 

Li Mi went down silently, leaving only half of his head on the water. 

The sound of the water wheel can help him cover most of the noise. 

From this dark position, it is particularly clear to see the torch light. 

These earthworms probably came here to avoid the explosion? No 


... Li Bi suddenly realized that these people were all armed, anda 


group of attackers were not as simple as just avoiding explosions. But if they want to fght, why do they 
have to come to the hydraulic palace? Do we have to leave the channel at the entrance of the ditch? 


At this time, Li Bi saw that one of them opened the box, took out a pile of light gray shark skin water, 
and gave it to everyone. This move seems to corroborate his conjecture. 


Li Mi quietly dived a little deeper and retreated towards the channel at the entrance of the ditch. He 
couldn't wait any longer and had to leave immediately. Otherwise, these people will get into the water 
for a while, he will be caught straight. 


Li Mi moved his body carefully, walking against the current, and slowly penetrated into the channel of 
the entrance of the ditch. Halfway through, he suddenly stopped and quickly outlined a layout of the 
nearby Chang'an City in his mind. Li Mi suddenly thought of the strange behavior that Xiao Gui had him 
standing on the lighthouse just now. A terrible conjecture gradually formed in his mind. 


He stood in the dark passage, looking back in horror, his heart suddenly colder than the canal water. 


If there is an entrance to the canal of the Hydraulic Palace, there must be an exit. The entrance is in the 
south, then the exit is in the north. 


Directly above the Hydraulic Palace is the Taishang Xuanyuan Lantern Building, and there is only one 
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Xingqing Palace. 





Yuan Zai took the brigade soldiers all the way to Xingqing Palace, and there were a lot of people 
watching lanterns along the road, which was very congested. He was also polite and called "Jingan 
Secretary to do things", drinking the stick and the scabbard to open the way. The people in the front 
were beaten hard without a head, they took the opportunity to rush forward in the scolding storm, and 
quickly rushed to the Xingqing Palace. 


Along the way, the brigade army commander who led the team kept asking where he was going and 
what he was doing. He is a standard soldier and has a natural resistance to vague orders. It's a pity that 
Yuan Zai couldn't answer it by himself. When he was asked urgently, he pressed it down with offcial 
authority. 


When they resisted near the Xingqing Palace Square, Yuan Zai frst noticed that it wasn't the towering 
Taishang Xuanyuan lamp tower, but the diligent government building next to it. At the ends of the ridge, 
the glazed swallowing ridges and tails, the gilt luang bells hanging from the cornices, and the futtering 
corner of the cloud wall, the bucket arches and lacquer paintings, every extravagant detail makes Yuan 
Zaixin shake, and he is yearning for the banquet held there . 


At this time, the lights upstairs were bright, and there was faint music and fragrance foating in, and he 
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brain incense. These are rare treasures that he rarely encounters. However, they are upstairs, but they 
are just materials for the banquet. 


"| don't know when, | am also eligible to drink there." Yuan Za thought enviously. He sighed for a while 
and desperately put his wandering thoughts back in place, and then turned his attention to Taishang 
Xuanyuan Lamp Building. 


As soon as he saw this black monster, Yuan Zai suddenly burst out with a strong hunch, where Zhang 
Xiaojing said, that was there. 


According to the death prisoner, the crickets were probably hiding 
in this building. If this is the case, it is true that the saying "The big 
hidden in the city" was actually concealed under the nose of Tianzi. 


However, Zhang Xiaojing's words can't be fully believed. Yuan Zai glanced around and found that the frst 
problem to be solved was how to get close to the lamp tower. 


It is the Longwu Forbidden Army who is responsible for vigilance here. They are different from the 
general security forces. They represent the majesty of the royal family, and the place is the forbidden 
ground. Behind Yuan Zai is a group of brigade soldiers carrying swords, so they hurriedly ran over, not to 
mention fghting, 

just touching one of their fngers, they would be regarded as rebellion. 


Furthermore, even if the Longwu Army was released, the square was already full of people, and it was 
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Several high-headed horses slowly passed in front of the square. With the light of the fre, Yuan Zai 
recognized him as the general of the Longwu Army, Chen Xuanli. In Yuan Zai ’s current status, it should 
not be diffcult to see Chen Xuanli, only to explain the causes and consequences, and may not be able to 
obtain cooperation from the other party. 


but! Isn't it just giving the credit to others? 


In Yuan Zai's ideas, such things as credit are limited scarce treasures and cannot be easily faked. 
Intuition tells him that | am afraid that this is a greater beneft than the seizure of Jing Ansi, and it is 
naturally impossible to share with others. 


It’s better to do it alone. 


He observed closely for a while, and instructed the soldiers under his command to surround the 
southeast corner of the square from the outside. Here is the angle between the square, Daozhengfang 
and Chunmingmen. The crowd is the thinnest and also the closest to the headlight tower. 


In the nearby streets, there are many rut marks on the road surface, new and old, and deep, it should be 
a large number of trucks passing by. Yuan Zai studied it a bit and decided that it must be a raw material 
access channel for building the headlight building. Most of the people in Chang'an City are superstitious, 
so the construction site usually sets the material inlet and outlet in the southeast, which is the same as 
the position of the toilet. 


There are fewer people near Lukou, the road is clear, and there are only more than ffty steps away from 
Xuan Guan. However, at this distance, Long Wujun set up a total of three warning lines, crossing the 
stab wall in the road, and guarding heavily. The brigade army walked around the corner and stopped 
advancing, avoiding overstimulating the ban. 


"Do you want to rush in?" Wu Chang asked pretentiously. 

"Wait." Yuan Zai answered. 
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the headlight tower, then at most it is just a trip in vain; if something changes at the headlamp tower, 
this will be the place where you can react the fastest. 

Yuan Zai needs only a little patience and luck. 

Xiao Xiao's words shocked Zhang Xiaojing. 

First, he did not expect that besides Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Tower, the crickets had another plan; 
second, the gathering place of the elite veterans was actually in the Hydraulic Palace-you know, Li Bike 
was there. If he got rid of the guard, he would immediately be discovered by the veterans, which would 
mean that he would also be exposed. 

What's more troublesome is that, listening to Xiao Gui, Zhang Xiaojing wants to follow him. As a result, 


he had no chance to steal the Kirin arm from Xuanguan, and there was no way to explode the 
opportunity. 





He must create an opportunity to act alone. 
"Big head, what do you think silly?" Xiao Gui patted him. 
"Oh, nothing, nothing ..." 


"| know that you are still a bit confused, and you haven't clarifed what is going on. But believe me, 
Fengsuibao has persisted. What is this trouble?" Xiao Xiao ticked his fnger. "Don't forget, you still owe 
How many mint leaves do | have? " 


"Then you can only wait for me to pull from the dead man's mouth." Zhang Xiaojing replied. 


Xiao Gui laughed, that was a dialogue that belonged to the former Feng Suibao. After laughing, Xiao Gui 
put his hand on Zhang Xiaojing's shoulder and suddenly said seriously: "Big head, you and | have never 
betrayed each other under the siege of the Turkic people. | believe you will not this time. You must not 
fail me. Disappoint the entire eighth regiment. " 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't dare to look directly at those eyes, so he nodded vaguely. 


"So | hope you can participate in the action of the Hydraulic Palace, so that | can have an explanation 
under my opponent." Xiao Gui blinked, "rest assured, this action will not embarrass you, very enjoyable, 
and guarantee your appetite. . " 


"So what is it?" 


"Soon you will know. It is not yet time, so as not to disturb the outside Longwu Forbidden Army." Xiao 
Gui sold a pass. Hearing this sentence, Zhang Xiaojing thought of teleportation, and suddenly thought of 
a great excuse: "Is the Longwu Forbidden Army outside?" 


"Of course, the emperor is in the diligent government affairs building, and the garrison will naturally use 
them." Xiao Gui is very strange, how could Zhang Xiaojing ask such a low-level question 
periphery of the headlight tower? Isn't it Zuo Xiaowei? Isn't it 


Qianweiwei or Wanqi?" 

Xiao Gui said that it must be the Long Wujun. When their convoy entered the square, they had been 
inspected by several posts, and they would know by looking at the tiger marks on the sentry helmets. He 
did not understand what Zhang Xiaojing struggled with. 

Zhang Xiaojing's face was solemn: "If it is the Long Wujun, then we may be in trouble." 

a @) tam 

"The general of the Longwu Forbidden Army is Chen Xuanli. When | was a bad handsome in Wannian 
County, | dealt with him a few times. This person is very meticulous in his work, and he will personally 


ask about everything. The important lamphouse is such an important facility. Before, | would defnitely 
come to inspect it. Have you prepared for it? " 
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He did not think about it beforehand, and it is likely that someone will enter the lamphouse to peep into 
the inside story, so he left a few clever people in Xuan Guan, disguised as offcials and guards of the Yu 
Department. These people have been given the opportunity to be face-to-face. No matter who wants to 
break into the inspection, they will be blocked for one reason-"Due to the delay of 

the light tower to raise the candle, | am afraid that the Son of Heaven will be angry". 


But if it's really like Zhang Xiaojing said, it was Chen Xuanli who came to inspect, and those few people 
might not be able to stop it. In fact, Zhang Xiaojing did not know whether Chen Xuanli would come in 
person, but this is the only available excuse at present, he must put 50% Probably 10%. 


Xiao Gui frowned: "What should | do?" 
"Only one person can block Chen Xuanli." 
"Who?" 


Zhang Xiaojing glanced over there, Mao Shun just got up on the ground and was rubbing his waist in 
pain. 


Xiao Gui's eyes immediately became clear. Although Mao Shun's character is weak, he has supreme 
authority in craftsmanship. If he refused the entry of outsiders on the grounds of endangering the 
authorities, even Chen Xuanli would be helpless. 


Zhang Xiaojing saw that Xiao Gui had been brought into the rhythm, and immediately said: "Anyway, | 
have nothing to do here, may | let Master Mao go down, just in case of mysterious concept. After you 
install it, go down and meet me, Then go to the hydraulic palace. " 


Xiao Gui pondered for a moment, feeling that the proposal was good, and then nodded. He called two 
more escorts to **** Zhang Xiaojing and Mao Shun down. This arrangement shows that Xiao Gui's 
suspicions have not been completely eliminated. Zhang Xiaojing thought that Xiao Gui would not be 
assured that a person who had just surrendered would leave with an intimate craftsman-even if this 
person was his old comrade-in-arms. 
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Zhang Xiaojing picked him up roughly, and then gathered in his ear and said: "Everything listens to me." 


Mao Shun nodded quickly, stretched his body, and let Zhang Xiaojing move. Xiao Xiao was over there, 
and the two guards came over, protecting them and walking downstairs. Xiao Rule turned around and 
continued to urge the craftsmen to complete the fnal installation work. 


It is not easy to go up and down from the light tower to Xuanguan. Those suspension bridges have a 
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They must be careful to walk around the edge of the building, if they are not careful, they may step on 
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make creaking sounds from time to time, which may break at any time, and look like a ghost foating in 
the distance. The noisy singing and dancing outside came through the skin of the lighthouse, forming a 
wonderful sound effect in this dark and empty lighthouse. The feeling was as if a gap between the yin 
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"Where are you from?" Zhang Xiaojing suddenly asked. The guard who led the way didn't respond at all. 
He didn't realize that he was talking to himself until he felt a shoulder pat. 


"Below is the united soldier of Yuezhou, Zhu Guozi." 


"Oh?" Zhang Xiaojing was a little surprised. The united soldiers are all local towns and only defend their 
hometowns. However, if their fathers and grandchildren have added the title of "pillar country", their 
value may be different. 


Offcers of this level are also following Xiao Gu to engage in this kind of brainless camp? Zhang Xiaojing 
thought secretly, and turned his head back: "What about you?" 


In the border states, there are squatters, and local military palaces recruit Fanhan Jianer from them. 
Zhang Xiaojing said: "Oh? Over Hebei, | remember you have a Pinglu government commissioner?" 


"Yes, Anlu Mountain's safety is Yingzhou's." The guard answered respectfully, "| am the Yueqi under his 
command." 


Hearing the name, Zhang Xiaojing looked at it more carefully with candlelight. Sure enough, the guard 
was a bit of Hu people's blood: "Then why did you come here from the Pinglu Army?" 


The guard smiled bitterly: "The sergeant is good at maneuvering the military food, and he is full of his 

own pockets. The transfer agent sent the account to investigate, but he was burned to death with the 
fre and the granary. | was described as an arsonist because he offended the sir before. Confession, can 
only escape. " 


"Cough, where's not like this? Crows in the world are always black." The guard in front interjected, 
presumably he had encountered some resentment. The guards at the back excused the sentence: "An 
Jiedu is a good person, and he is righteous, but unfortunately there are too few such offcials." 


Zhang Xiaojing just started his head, and the two guards poured out their misery. It seems that the 
people Xiao Xiao was looking for had similar experiences, and they were all military elites who had been 
aggrieved. 





16. CHOU CHU (1,00 - 1,59), PART 3 


"How did you know the Dragon Wave Offcer?" One of the guards asked suddenly and curiously. 


"Oh, this is a long story." Zhang Xiaojing told himself and Xiao Gui's experience in Fengsuibao. He heard 
the two guards marveling in admiration and sympathy. 


They did not expect that the one-eyed man in front of him actually survived the same battle with Xiao Ji, 
no wonder the relationship between the two was so harmonious. They have a natural affection and 
trust for those who once fought together to kill the enemy. 

Zhang Xiaojing continued to talk about his experience as a bad coach in Changan, what happened to 
Wenji Xiangpu, and all the wrongs he suffered in Jing'an. He was very honest and there was nothing to 
add fuel to it. The two guards were almost stupid. This man was the most dangerous enemy before an 
hour, but now he is a friend of the leader. But think carefully, the reason why he changed his position is 
really too understandable. How can you not betray when you are forced to do this? 

betray when you are forced to do this? 

Walking down this road, the two escorts had been completely convinced by Zhang Xiaojing and said 
nothing. Without much trouble, Zhang Xiaojing set out Xiao Gu's advice to them: "As long as Zhang 


Xiaojing and Mao Shun do not take the initiative to leave Xuanguan to go out, they will not care." 


If you don't go out, you won't be able to report. In other words, it is okay to move freely in the Denglou 
and Xuanguan. 
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question: "Do you hate the court?" 


The two guards spoke in unison: "Hate." 


"If you have a chance to destroy the Datang court, but it will cause many innocent people to die, would 
you do it?" Zhang Xiaojing's voice did not linger in the dark. 


"Of course." Again in unison. Soon a voice asked weakly: "How much is it?" 

"ffty." 

"do!" 

"If you retaliate against the imperial court, you will let 500 innocent civilians die?" 
"Will ...2" The answer this time was obviously much weaker. 
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you can stop this operation?" 





"We are only aiming at the imperial court this time, so we will not deal with the people." A guard fnally 
reacted. 
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Chang'an residents gathered in the square now. If the lamp building explodes, this building is of course 
in luck, but These 50,000 people will also turn into grievances. " 


The two guards took a look in turn, and their breathing was clearly rapid. The crowd outside was so 
crowded that the ground of the square could hardly be seen. Fifty thousand lives were scared. Even a 
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he wants to kill so many people at once. 


The **** from Yingzhou was puzzled and said: "Don't you agree with this action?" Zhang Xiaojing 
glanced at his knife without saying anything: "It's not that you don't agree, but you need to plan ahead. 
The Taoist once said that if a person dies because of himself, he will be turned into an injustice, and he 
will be entangled. Even reincarnation will not eliminate karma. If one person dies injustice, it will be 
regarded as a catastrophe. How long does **** suffer? " 

The Tang people have a strong wind to worship the gods and 

believe in cause and effect. The two escorts listened, and they both 

showed nothing. "What do you say?" 

"When | came up just now, | saw a pavilion next to the roof of Xuanguan, which housed the true 
monarch. | want to pray here, how much can eliminate the guilt." Zhang Xiaojing said it was a discussion, 
but the tone was good No objection. 

"But we are not going to Xuan Guan..." 

Zhang Xiaojing glanced at him and said lightly: "This won't take too much time, that's it." 

After just chatting, Zhang Xiaojing's image in the eyes of the two guards is quite tall. He said, there is a 
strong force invisible. This move is not abrupt. The two escorts whispered a discussion and felt that this 


request did not violate Xiao Xiao's instructions. 


"The two characters of your two birthdays are taken over. | know a little bit about Taoism and | can help 
you get rid of some karma when you pray." 


The two guards are naturally thankful. 
Xuanguan Ding Pavilion is a square high pavilion, with the top of the head at the bottom of the lamp 
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hub connecting the upper and lower parts. 


Zhang Xiaojing pushed the door in and saw that there was nothing in the pavilion, the pillars were 
scribbled, and the window mullions were rough. At frst glance, he did not intend to live. In the middle of 





the house, there is a large grinding disc made of fne copper. The texture is translucent, and the surface 
can still see a layer of curved lines, but there is no decoration. The grinding disc is divided into three 
layers. Each layer has a height of three feet. It bites up and down. There is an organ at the narrowest top. 
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Zhang Xiaojing took a closer look. The edge of this turning point was fxed between the foor of Xuanguan 
by the method of inlay. The two are seamless and extremely strong. It seems that there is no need for 
ferce fre and thunder, | am afraid it really shakes it. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked out, the guard felt very surprised, how come out so quickly? Zhang Xiaojing said: 
"There is no fre candle here, there is no way to worship God, let's go down frst." 


The four left the pavilion and went down the stairs all the way to the Xuanguan Hall. The six small 
tripods were still burning in the back of the hall, but most of the Kirin arms had been sent up, and there 
was very little bamboo tube left in the tripod. Looking around, no more than ten. 


Zhang Xiaojing made a glance at Mao Shun. Mao Shun hurried over, picked up one from the tripod, 
stroked it from beginning to end, and said to the guard: "An upper one is needed." The guard quickly 
reached out to send, and Mao Shun stopped: "It's not early, that The 


location is rather special, so let me go by myself. "After talking, he embraced Kirin's arm and turned and 
walked up. 


Although the caretaker feels strange, who dare to question Master Mao's technical speech? 


At the same time, Zhang Xiaojing asked the freworker to ask for fint, moxa and a few bunches of green 
incense, and fickered in front of the guards: "| went up to fll the incense, and soon came down." 
Respectfully: "| don't know when someone will come in, you just stay here. | will go back as soon as | 


go. 


Zhang Xiaojing is only for offering sacrifces to gods, and has not left Xuan Guan. So they were happy to 
climb a few foors down and rested in the temple, waiting for him to return. 


After getting rid of the two guards, Zhang Xiaojing returned to the top cabinet alone, and Mao Shun was 
already investigating the transfer location. He stretched out his fngers from time to time to compare, 
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replied: "Can't rush." | Zhang Xiaojing didn't dare to urge him, so he had to wait patiently. 


When Mao Shun was working, his temperament was quite different from usual. Usually just a weak and 
cowardly old man, but when it comes to the professional feld, it immediately becomes a master of style, 
whoever wants me. No wonder Chao Fen praised him. 


In order to prevent the explosion, it is necessary to let the plane turn and not be destroyed. The angle of 
the machine is skewed, so that it can be slowly minced like a sugarcane. As long as it breaks open to let 
the stone fat fow out and lose its inner strength, there is no risk of explosion. To do this, the placement 
of the Kirin arm must be very delicate. No one can do this job except Mao Shun. 





The attic was very quiet, only the noise of the outside world came faintly. After some calculations, Mao 
Shun unfastened the buckle of the front fap, pulled out a talc from his arms, bowed his waist, drew a 
few lines on the stone platform under the transfer, and then hesitated slightly, swinging the Kirin arm In 
the past, compare. 


Zhang Xiaojing breathed a sigh of relief, thinking it should be almost the same? Unexpectedly, Mao Shun 
was playing with it, and suddenly his knees were soft, and he threw the Kirin arm on the foor, with a cry: 
"No way ... No way, this is my life's hard work, | can't destroy it what!" 


Zhang Xiaojing whispered: "You are not destroyed now, you will be destroyed by rapists! Isn't it the 
same?" 


"But how beautiful and exquisite it is. If it is destroyed this time, there will be no second chance to 
rebuild ..."" Mao Shun collapsed and sat on the ground like a collapse. No matter how much coercion and 
grievance he suffered before, at the moment he started, the heart of the craftsman fnally prevailed. At 
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"Don't you care about your family's life?" Zhang Xiaojing didn't care to praise this aesthetic. 


Mao Shun was impressed by these words. He suddenly raised his head and hugged Zhang Xiaojing's 
thigh. He begged bitterly: "Don't blow this up, I'll try to take you out, how to report to the offcer?" 


"It's too late!" Zhang Xiaojing kicked him to the corner of the top cabinet, and then stuck his neck like a 
ferce lion, "Hurry up and install it! Otherwise, you will die before the lamphouse, | guarantee your family, 
also Will die miserably! " 


"You... aren't you in the mansion?" 
"The story | told the guards just now, you also heard, the sentence is true." 


That one-eyed sharp light almost made Mao Shunling late. After all, Mao Shun was not Chaofen, and he 
could not achieve the realm of no one in my eyes and no recognition by his six relatives. Under heavy 
pressure, Mao Shun reluctantly picked up the unicorn arm again and stuffed it towards the line where 
the line was drawn. 


Just then, a slight laugh came from the top cabinet. 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned, and quickly took out his waist crossbow machine, Mao Shun asked what was 
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looking left and right. The four corners of the ceiling of the pavilion are all white and gray corners, and 
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He suddenly thought that above this pavilion is the main structure of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building, 
so the roof cannot be very thick. If someone lie on it to overhear, it is entirely possible to hear the 
previous conversation. Zhang Xiaojing quietly lifted the crossbow machine and leaned in a little. 
Suddenly he heard soft footsteps again. Without saying a word, he immediately shot two arrows at the 
ceiling, and then made another arrow forward and back. 





The ceiling was really just a plausible plank, and all four crossbows were shot through. Listening to the 


sound, there seems to be a shot. Zhang Xiaojing originally wanted to look up the arrow, but a gloomy 
voice came down frst: 


"Zhang Xiaojing, you really have dissent." 


It's fish sausage! 
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abdomen. At present, this situation can be said to be extremely bad. The truth was discovered by the 
most diffcult enemy, and | was afraid that there was no chance to save it. 





16. CHOU CHU (1,00 - 1,59), PART 4 


He raised his ears again to listen, the movement on the ceiling disappeared, and the fsh intestines had 
gone away. With this guy's skill and the complex environment of the light tower, Zhang Xiaojing could 
not catch up with him to kill him. 


Once the news came to Xiao Gui's ears, neither he nor Li Mi or Mao Shun would be fnished immediately. 
Zhang Xiaojing looked at the four eyes on the ceiling a little bit blankly. Is there really no chance? 
No, there is still a chance! 


A stubborn thought rose from his chest. Zhang Xiaojing gritted his teeth and shouted back to Mao Shun: 
"Take the fint and Ai Rong! Twist immediately!" As long as the plane was blown away, Xiao Gui was not 
aware of it and was too late to repair. 
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"Now there is no chance without bombing!" Zhang Xiaojing also knows the consequences, but this is the 
only chance right now. Mao Shun was stunned. He didn't expect that this guy didn't care about escape. 


There were dense footsteps above, and the wooden bridge bamboo beams creak and rattle. There is not 
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were shaking so much that there was no Mars for a long time. 


"Rejecting the enemy and dying the country, killing the enemy and killing yourself, you choose one for 
your family!" Zhang Xiaojing threw a cold sentence. 


If you blow up the plane, if you die, it’s a heroic martyrdom. At least your family will be praised. If you 
(ofom aiaem o)(o) (VU) OM dal-m e)[-]al-PmnYZal-1amaaiom[-lan] oko)’ (-1ane) (oh) MU] oMm =A -1a'Zela-mlamaal-mi(e) alm darel\icmalcmar-lalen aialaten 
And know. 


Mao Shun's spirit is close to collapse. 


At this time, the footsteps were close to the top cabinet, and Zhang Xiaojing knew that the last moment 
had come. He didn't care to let Mao Shun stand and stood up in front of the door of the pavilion. He 
drew four crossbow arrows from his waist and installed them. 


He estimated that by relying on this door, he could delay at least a dozen fngers, barely enough for Mao 
Shun to detonate the Kirin arm. 


The footsteps are getting closer and closer, and the number of people can be quite large. Zhang Xiaojing, 
holding a crossbow arrow and sticking his back against the door of the cabinet, stared at the outside 
with one eye, and sweat fowed from his forehead. There is not much light in the attic now. The people 
outside are holding lanterns. Enemies are dark. How will the cricket attack the attic? 





Suddenly, the door of the top cabinet was pushed open by the big spur, and Xiao Gui's head came in. 


This is completely beyond Zhang Xiaojing's expectations. He imagined that the enemy would break into 
the door, or break through the ceiling, or simply stand at the door to shoot arrows and crossbows, but 
never thought that Xiao Gui actually pushed the door and entered without any defense. Zhang Xiaojing's 
movements were therefore stiff for a moment. 


"Big head? Why are you here?" Xiao Gui asked. 


His sight was limited by light, and only Zhang Xiaojing's face could be seen. Zhang Xiaojing was about to 
pull the hanging knife, suddenly heard this sentence, could not help but stunned. He quickly hid the 
crossbow machine, his expression stiff, and he didn't 

know what to say. Xiao Gui looked at him suspiciously: "Aren't you supposed to wait downstairs?" 


The fsh intestines didn't tell him about us? 
This is Zhang Xiaojing's frst judgment, but how is this possible? 


"Oh, | come to worship God." Zhang Xiaojing replied vaguely, beware of whether the other party was 
deliberately paralyzed, and took the opportunity to attack. 


Xiao Gui's expression did not seem to be false, and he smiled and said: "Do you still believe this? There is 
an empty shelf here, there is no **** to worship at all." 


Zhang Xiaojing suddenly discovered that Xiao Gui used "you" instead of "you". The top of the pavilion is 
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side of the transfer, the tall transfer stone table blocked Mao Shun's fgure, and Xiao Ji didn't even notice 
his presence— | am afraid that Mao Shun is in the Xuanguan Hall. 
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crossbow machine, and grinned reluctantly: "So | am not preparing to go down?" 


Xiao Gui felt that there was something weird. He stared at Zhang Xiaojing for a while, then crossed his 
shoulder to see the 
turnaround. He suddenly waved his hand, and Zhang Xiaojing almost missed a beat. 


"Don't delay here, let's go down." Xiao Gui said, "All the above is done, the organ will start immediately, 
let's go down to the hydraulic palace as soon as possible." He paused, emphasizing with pride: "Then be 
practical. Actually, waiting to hear the biggest frecracker in Chang'an City. " 


Zhang Xiaojing fnally confrmed that the fsh intestines should not have told Xiao Gui, otherwise Xiao Gui 
could not have so many words with him. This unexpected luck made him breathe out secretly. 


Zhang Xiaojing glanced at the dark corner of the turning point and deliberately walked out of the attic. 
He walked and said loudly: "This time | have to seize the opportunity, otherwise | will regret my life." 





The side of the turntable remained quiet, indicating that Mao Shun, who was there, had heard it. 


Outside the top pavilion, Zhang Xiaojing saw many people standing in the long aisle, all of whom were 
busy craftsmen. They completed the replacement task on time, threw away the unused tools and moved 
down together. This means that Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building has been completely transformed 
into Que Lehuo. 


The decisive ugly moment is coming. And its destiny will be 
determined by the creator. 


With anxious thoughts, Zhang Xiaojing and Xiao Gui left the pavilion and walked down, the craftsmen 
followed behind silently. Zhang Xiaojing pretended to ask casually, "What about fsh intestines?" 
"Hey, are you worried that he will retaliate against you?" Xiao Gu gave him a narrow look. 

"Ves," 


"Relax, he won't bother you anymore." Xiao Gui stretched out his hand to the belt around his waist and 
shook it. There was a red rope on it, empty above it, and there was no coin. 


This was given to Xiao Gui by the fsh intestines, ten copper coins, for ten things. 


"The start of Que Lehuo had to be fred at close range. So the last thing | entrusted to him was to stay in 
the lighthouse and ignite it immediately after the start. He was in good shape, and he was the only one 
who was able to thunder The person who withdrew before the explosion-as long as he can withdraw in 
time." 


Zhang Xiaojing looked at Xiao Gui and suddenly realized: "You never planned to let him leave alive?" 
"How can such a dangerous and uncontrollable guy keep his life?" Xiao Gui turned his head up and 
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It seems that Xiao Gui and Yuchang have always been wary of each other, but fortunately, Zhang 
Xiaojing earned a way to survive. 


The cheers outside were higher than waves. The lantern pullers on the square have reached a ferce 
confrontation with each other. The fnal "Landtop Red Chip" is about to emerge. He or she will be 
fortunate to board the Qinzheng government building and burn candles for the Taishang Xuanyuan 


lamphouse in front of the emperor, the princes, and the envoys of the nations. 


"Ah, | really envy the people downstairs. It was a blessing to have spent such a happy time before 
death." Xiao Gui opened a piece of skin and commented coldly. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked at him: "| remember you were not such a person before." 


"People always change, and so does the court." Xiao Gui replied somberly. 





Soon they arrived at Xuanguan. The two guards were fdgeting and were relieved to see Zhang Xiaojing 
and Xiao Gui coming down together. Xiao Gu looked around: "Master Mao?" 


Xiaoding's guard said: "Master Mao held a unicorn arm and went up again." "Where did it go?" Xiao Gui 
asked with a frown. The guard said he did not know. Xiao Gui looked at Zhang Xiaojing: "Big head, isn't 
he following you? Why did he run away again?" 


"Master Mao said that when he remembered an omission, he had to correct it, and he had to go back. | 
think he had gone because he wasn't going out to inform." Zhang Xiaojing tentatively said, "Shall | go up 
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He glanced up subconsciously, and there was still no movement in the top cabinet. | didn't know what 
Mao Shun was still doing. 


Xiao Gui was standing at the same place, a little annoyed. Forget about others, Master Mao is the 
designer of this lighthouse. With the Kirin arm, he wants to do something, which can easily endanger the 
whole plan. 


But now that ugliness is coming, the lamp tower will immediately become the most dangerous place, 
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for a while. Zhang Xiaojing said: "This is my negligence, | will go back to him. You go down frst, don't wait 
for me." Xiao Gui immediately vetoed when he heard, "If it doesn't work, the lamphouse will turn into 
fames immediately, and you will be dead." One. " 


"The twenty-four lamp houses burned in sequence, and fnally arrived at Tianshu. It was still some time 
before the explosion. | think | can withdraw it." Zhang Xiaojing said, "Fengsuibao all stood up. Our eighth 
regiment is still afraid of this. Little scene? " 
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look down on everyone! You also go, let Xiaojing take care!" 


Although the two guards were reluctant, they could only promise. 


"You killed Mao Shun, withdraw as soon as possible. When you arrive at the Water Power Palace, you 
will know where to fnd us next." Xiao Gui urged, his tone full of worry. 


If he had doubts about Zhang Xiaojing before, now he is completely at ease. No undercover agent will 
take the initiative to ask the tassel to die, and only comrades who live and die together will make such a 
choice. 


Zhang Xiaojing and Xiao Gui hugged each other according to the etiquette, then he took two guards and 
hurriedly turned around and went up. The person next to him asked Xiao Gu to quickly go to the water 
power palace, but Xiao Gu didn't move. He kept looking at the staircase where Zhang Xiaojing 
disappeared, his eyes fashing. 





Soon after they left, suddenly there was a huge cheer outside the Denglou, like a surging wave that 
swept across the entire Denglou in an instant, enduring for a long time. It seems that this year's red chip 
for the Lantern Festival has been decided. 


Dense and loud drums came from all directions. Ugly is here. 


Xiao Gui sighed a long time, ficked his fngers, and gave the fnal order: "Open the foor!" Then he turned 
his head down to the Hydraulic Palace. 


In the adjacent offce room, dozens of strong men pressed several irons together. This force passed a 
series of complicated organs to slowly sink the top of the hydraulic palace. As several "clicks" came, the 
palace top horse mouth and the six giant water wheels were connected to each other and perfectly 
meshed. The magnifcent forces gathered by the six rounds climbed along the palace roof, passed 
through the keel, turned the rudder, and fnally passed to the turning machine made of stainless steel, 
driving Tianshu to slowly turn up. 


As soon as Tianshu moved, the whole Taishang Xuanyuan Denglou gave a deep, deep chant, and the 
building shook slightly, fnally waking up. 





17. CHOU ZHENG (2,00 - 2,59), PART 1 


Whether it's watching lively people, entertainers on lamp-pulling cars, or offcials, patriarchs, and 
embassies standing on the edge of the terrace, they all shut their mouths in unison, waiting for the birth 
of a prosperous world. 


Tianbao three years on January 15th, ugly. 
Changan, southeast corner of Xingqing Palace Square. 


Yuan Zai is a rational person. He believes that all things can be divided into two categories: those that 
can be enjoyed and those that cannot. The meaning of life lies in constantly transforming the latter into 
the former. 


Therefore, he still could not understand how the ordinary people in Chang'an City would be excited to 
look like this for a red chip that they would never be entitled to enjoy. Yuan Zai calmly looked at the 
extreme crowd in the far square, and the mad faces of the foolish gangsters made him feel sad. 
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Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building fnally woke up. Its body frst shook a few times, making a jerky 
rubbing and squeezing sound, and then several external rotating rods began to move. Twenty-four lamp 
houses began to revolve slowly around the core of the lamp house. 


Now, the red chip is going to the Xingqing Palace. The cumbersome security measures can't be omitted. 
It may take some time. Therefore, although the lamp tower was open, the candle was not burned yet. 
The giant shadow of the black building was refected in the torch of the Xingqing Palace Square. It was 
not like the true repair of the fairy family. 


"A lamphouse of this size must cost alot of money?" Yuan Zai stared at the lamphouse and sighed. 


Suddenly, his eyes fashed. | saw a fgure and something rushing out of the lamphouse, breaking through 
the skin, drawing an arc in the air, swinging limbs weakly a few times, and then falling heavily to the 
ground, just not far from Yuan Zai. 


The accident happened! 


Others have not responded yet, but Yuan Zai has been waiting for a long time. His eyes lighted up, and 
he rushed over in three and two steps, seeing the man lying on the ground with his limbs twisted and 
blood fowing from the back of his head. He quickly rushed over 

to support the other party, frst observed the appearance, and found it was a rickety old man. 


The old man's consciousness was no longer clear, and he raised his trembling hand: "Kirin arm... 
explosion ... turning ... Tianshu." Then his head shook, and there was no sound. Yuan Zai was so 
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At this time, the soldiers of the brigade army also picked up the things that fell out. Yuan Zai looked at it, 
and it was a long bamboo tube with a special shape. It shook, and there seemed to be sound of water in 
it. He pulled the plug of the bamboo tube, and the sticky black liquid came out. 


"This is ferce fre and thunder!" Some soldiers exclaimed, he was involved in the containment of the 
Turkic Wolf Guard before, and he was afraid of this thing. 


Yuan Zai was so shocked that he threw it away. He read the report, and a barrel of fery fre mine made of 
Yanzhou stone resin can level up a small square. If this thing is blown up in your hand, how can you get it? 


At this time, Long Wujun was also alarmed. Wu Chang of the checkpoint brought a few people to ask 
what happened here. Yuan 


Zai showed his Jingan Secretary's waist card and said that we were 
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the murderer was still inside. 

Wu Chang glanced at the old man's body and was shocked: "Isn't this Master Mao Shunmao?" 

"Who is that?" 

"Most of the lamp houses are expected." 

As soon as Yuan Zai listened to this post, his mind turned quickly, and he quickly thought through. He 
grabbed the Long Wujun Wu Chang, with a serious tone: "I'm afraid that an adulterer sneaked into the 
Xuanyuan Lantern Tower with the intention of destroying it. You see, this Qilin arm is flled with ferce fre 
and thunder. Once it detonates, the Lantern Tower will be destroyed. Master Mao is afraid Can't stop it, 


was thrown out of the building by the earthworm. " 


The amount of information in this passage was slightly larger, and | heard that Wu Chang was a little 
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"It's too late!" Yuan Zai drank, "Master Mao has been traumatized by poisonous hands, and the cricket 
must be ready to start in the building." 


Wu Chang is accustomed to obeying orders, but lacks resilience to 
such emergencies. Yuan Zai said: "It was this case that our Jing'an 


Division pursued. It also brought enough manpower. Now the person who called you, let's enter the 
building immediately!" 


"However, this is out of order ..." 


"When the Xuanyuan headlight building is destroyed, you are the frst to be beheaded!" Yuan Zai 
threatened. Wu Chang's face was scared, and the adulterer entered the building. His guard could not 





escape his responsibility anyway. With Yuan Zai's persuasion, Wu Chang had to call his colleagues to 
move away from the thorn wall. 


Yuan Zai's head was divided into two parts at this time. One piece was desperately integrating the 
information currently received in an attempt to restore the panoramic view of the attack plan; the other 
part was calculating quickly, how much beneft this time can get. 


To stop the conspiracy of the earthworm to destroy the lamp tower, if this matter is done, it can go 
directly to heaven to listen, but it is a rare achievement! Moreover, calling this little dragon martial arts 
commander, not only will not be given credit, but can be used as a shield and a scapegoat when 
necessary. 


Yuan Zai's plan has been decided, and the spirit has been shaken. The Longwu Army and the Brigade 
Army each had a dozen or so soldiers, rushing towards Xuanguan under the lamp tower. 


Tonight, it is destined to be a night of great success for me! 


Zhang Xiaojing and the two guards returned to the main hall again. At this time, there was no one in the 
hall, Zhang Xiaojing said: "| guess Mao Shun has climbed up. It is too dangerous to go up now. 


The two looked at each other and said in unison: "We are instructed to protect you, how can we give up 
halfway?" 


"Okay, then you keep up." 


Zhang Xiaojing did not talk nonsense, and climbed up the stairs quickly, followed by two guards. On the 
steep narrow Stairs, the three climbed up and down in a row. This level is the Lingguan Pavilion where Li 
Bi is being held. Zhang Xiaojing frst climbed the stairs, and the two of them were still climbing down. He 
turned back suddenly, pulled out his crossbow, and snapped the last one of the two shots, then again in 
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This sequence is very important. If the person behind is shot frst, it is likely that he fell and became the 
last person's fesh shield. 


The two rounds and four shots almost fnished in an instant, and the two unexpected guards screamed 
and fell to the bottom of the stairs. Zhang Xiaojing is aiming at the top of their heads, so close that they 
can fully shoot through. Even if they are not lucky, they will never get up again. 


"I'm sorry ..." Zhang Xiaojing's one-eyed eyes are full of sadness, he flled the last four crossbow arrows, 
turned around and quickly 
climbed from Lingguan Pavilion towards Ding Pavilion. He felt the 


foor trembling under his feet, and the entire Xuanyuan Light Tower was already offcially in operation, 
and the power to move it was really spectacular. 


The explosion in the top cabinet was delayed, and Zhang Xiaojing was worried that Mao Shun would 
repent temporarily. The **** 





craftsman hesitated at both ends of his head, and it was really uneasy not to stare. 


Now he fnally managed to win the best situation. Xiao Gui has gone to the hydraulic palace to perform 
other tasks. The two guards were also killed, and no one was tied. As long as he rushed to the top 
pavilion and forced Mao Shun to detonate the unicorn arm, he should still have time to withdraw. 


Soon he reached the top cabinet, kicked the door open, and found that there was no one inside, only 
the machine was clicking. Mao Shun was not there, nor was Meng Huo Lei. 


Zhang Xiaojing was cold all at once, where could this go? He turned around and walked out of the 
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has not burned candles is like a giant beast with a mouth full of fangs of all sizes. 


His feet seemed to step on something. When he lowered his head, he found fint and moxa, and a trace 
of blood. It seems that Mao Shun was not willing, but was dragged out of the cabinet. 


"Fish intestines!" Zhang Xiaojing squeezed out two words from his mouth. 


The only person who can do this is the fsh intestines! He was provoking Zhang Xiaojing, forcing Zhang 
Xiaojing to fght him. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked back and saw a line drawn by Mao Shun with talc next to the transfer, which was 
the detonated position of the calibration. That is to say, even if Mao Shun is not present, Zhang Xiaojing 
can operate by himself. 


But the Kirin arm was not there, it was probably taken away by the fsh intestines. 


Looking at the turning point that slowly drives Tianshu to rotate, Zhang Xiaojing desperately calms 
himself down. He suddenly remembered that there should be a few left in the row of small tripods next 
to the Xuanguan Hall. Mao Shun had taken it from there before. When Xiao Gui evacuated, he didn't 
take it all away. Now he returns, and he should still be there! 


Zhang Xiaojing left the pavilion, followed the stairs just now, and returned to the main hall. The two 
guards collapsed at the bottom of the stairs, Zhang Xiaojing couldn't take care of them to check their life 
and death, strode the meteor to the rear of the hall. The fres of the six small tripods have been 
extinguished, but in some of the tripods, there are also a few unicorn arms. 


Zhang Xiaojing picked out one, carried it on his shoulders, and ran back to the main hall from the back of 
the hall. He was about to climb the stairs. Hearing the "boom" at the door of Xuanguan, the door was 
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Since Yuan Zai suffered from Zhang Xiaojing's losses, he never dared to take the lead, so the leader of 
the Longwu Army was the leader of the army. When he saw Zhang Xiaojing carrying Qilin's arm up, he 
shouted, "Take away the traitor!" He rushed straight forward. 


Zhang Xiaojing groaned secretly, and his current behavior could not cause misunderstanding. But time is 
pressing and he is not allowed to explain. He took out the crossbow and shot forward, hitting Wu's thigh. 





Zhang Xiaojing shot three arrows in a row, knocking down three people respectively, forcing Pioneer to 
stop. He took the opportunity to rush towards the stairs. 


"Quick! Archery!" Yuan Zai shouted angrily outside the door. 


The soldiers who woke up like dreams raised their wrists, and countless fying crossbows were nailed to 
the wall on this side like a migratory locust. Fortunately, Zhang Xiaojing climbed the stairs a step earlier, 
avoiding the arrow rain, crossed the Lingguan Pavilion, and returned to the top pavilion again. 


He quickly put the unicorn arm to the line drawing position, struck 

out the fre twist, and hit the fint violently. The offcers and soldiers 

outside had quickly arrived, and the footsteps on the stairs were louder than the cheers outside. Zhang 
Xiaojing felt that the fate thing was really wonderful, but he didn't expect to be surrounded by him here, 
but he was actually an offcer in the same camp. 


But it ’s no wonder that anyone who sees a wanted criminal holding a fery fre thunder and wants to 
explode a lighthouse, will they all think that it is doing damage? To explain to them the fact that the 
bombing is actually saving people, we must talk calmly. Zhang Xiaojing does not expect those people to 
give himself this opportunity. 


In any case, you must stick to the unicorn arm explosion! 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned, listening to the footsteps getting closer and closer, his wrist suddenly futtered, 
the fre sickle drew a dazzling spark, and it was directly splashed on the fre twist, and the fre twist began 
to sizzle. 


Li Mi traversed the cold water for a long time, and fnally reached the exit of the passage. There are four 
dragon scale water column standing upright. The column is covered with layers of scales, but one of the 
columns has been disconnected, and it is obviously fled. 


Maybe Zhang Xiaojing sneaked in from here, Li Bi thought. He dragged his wet body sideways through 
the water diversion column, grabbed the grass on the dike, and climbed ashore. At this time, his hair 
bun had been completely dispersed, and his face was 

very bad, and there was no trace of blood in the cold water. 


He couldn't breathe, looked up and looked around, guessing that he should be somewhere in Taoist 
Square. 
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Xuanyuan lamp tower also started to run. Li Mi simply tossed her hair with her hand, brushed away the 
water droplets on her face, and ran to many places, deep and shallow, and he knew that there was not 
much time left for himself. 


If he guessed well, the Cricket was planning to invade Xingqing Palace and arrived at Ouchi! 





The underground water channel that Mao Shun dug in the Daozhengfang canal fows into the Denlou 
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Xingqing Palace. 


Longchi is located in the palace garden on the south side of Xingqing Palace. The water is deep and wide, 
and you can take a boat to draw a boat. There are lotus leaves in the pond, and peonies and willow trees 
are planted around the pond. Many buildings in the palace, such as the Dragon Pavilion, Agarwood 
Pavilion, Cahui Xianghui Building, and Qinzheng Affairs Building, etc., all rise by the pool and are known 
as four seasons and four sceneries. . 
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into the Longchi. It virtually 
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sneaks into the Xingqing Palace. As soon as the light tower exploded, dozens of squares were eroded 
around. Cockroaches can take the opportunity to swagger into the Longchi, burst into the Xingqing 
Palace, and launch a second round of attacks against the imperial family, high offcials and even the 
emperor himself-so they must prepare for the water. 


If the plan of the Centipede is successful, this Shangyuan Festival will be the most shameful day in the 
history of Datang. 


He stumbled along the channel for a while, and fnally saw the shadow in front of him, and several Fang 
Bing were standing there chatting. They were responsible for guarding Longshouqu, but the lights were 
turned off immediately, and they were all busy looking at the long neck. 


Li Bi rushed over and shouted loudly. The Fang soldiers were shocked when they saw a black shadow 
radiating from their beard suddenly jump out of the ditch, and picked up spears and sticks one after 
another. 


Li Bi showed the bronze medal Zhang Xiaojing had left and said that | was Jing An Si Cheng, and 
immediately took me to the Long Wujun. The Fang soldiers were a little surprised by this accident, and 
fnally a veteran took the bronze medal and saw Li Mixi's tender skin and hands, without cocoon in his 
hands. This is correct. 


Soon Li Bi contacted the Longwu Army who was defending at the 

gate of Daozhengfang. They were all surprised when they heard 

that the Jing'an Secretary was missing. Li Bi said that you must immediately take measures to evacuate 
the crowds of people watching the lanterns in Xingqing Palace and the square. 


The offcers of the Long Wujun said in embarrassment that this was impossible. Now 50,000 people are 
crowded in the square, unable to move, and the Longwu Army is stationed everywhere, and there is no 
way to assemble. If the evacuation was forced at this time, the people would be seriously injured if they 
trample on each other. 


Li Bi also knew that these low-ranking offcers had no way to conquer, so they said they would take me 
to see General Chen Xuanli and Chen immediately. Seeing that Li Bi was aggressive, the offcer did not 
dare to neglect and quickly prepared a horse. Long Wujun had his own temporary passage, and Li Bi 





drove along the passage, bypassed the impenetrable square, and ran to the southwest corner of 
Xingqing Palace in one breath. 


At this time, Chen Xuanli, as the head coach of the army, was sitting in front of the Jinming Gate. 


There are three gates in the south of Xingqing Palace, Jinming Gate in the southwest, Yangyang Gate in 
the south, and Chuyang Gate in the southeast. The location of the Qinzheng government building 
directly opposite the square is the Tongyang Gate. The red chip will be under the eyes of all people, go 
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square. It mainly assumes the role of etiquette. 


The Jinming Gate near the southwest is a functional passage. Many materials and personnel of the 
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Liyuan, etc., all entered and exited Xingqing Palace through this gate. 


So for security, the most critical node is at Jinming Gate, not Tongyang Gate. It is no wonder that Chen 
Xuanli sat in person. 


Li Bi speeded to the Jinming Gate, and had seen Chen Xuanli in a bright light armor, standing majesticly 
on the enemy's tower on top of the gate. He turned his head to look at the more majestic Xuanyuan 
Denglou. Although it turned, the upstairs was still dark. The candle was not burning yet, and there was 
still a little time left. 


"General Chen, Jing'an Emergency Report!" 


Li Bi was riding on the horse and shouted, but soon he seemed to be suddenly caught in the neck and 
dumb. The crotch mount felt his master yank the reins, and hissed unwillingly. 


He widened his eyes and saw the heavy door of Jinming Gate half open, and a luxurious Siwang car 
hurried out from inside. The Siwang car was supposed to be pulled by a horse, but only two horses were 
pulled on the cowl, and the fag was not inserted at the rear of the car. If it was seen by the royals, it 
would have to criticize the sentence "There is a code of misconduct." 


Li Mi recognized it at a glance, it was the prince's car, and the prince himself was in the car. He had 
traveled with the prince more than once, knowing that Li Heng was afraid of getting sullen in the car. 
Every time he took a car, he would pull the side window by a third and habitually put his hand on the 
mullion. 


At that time, on the right side window of the carriage, the graceful and wealthy hand was riding. Lightly 
tapped on the fnger, it seemed that the owner was a little uneasy. 





17. CHOU ZHENG (2,00 - 2,59), PART 2 


The Shangyuan Spring Banquet was just over. After the lantern was pulled out, there were still many 
gatherings for the appreciation of the lanterns, the offering of poems by the emperor, and the drinking 
of the holy wine in the cave. Why did the prince choose to rush away at this moment? For a moment, Li 
Mi was at a loss, and wanted to call the carriage, but his throat was blocked by something. 


He strangled the horse and stared blankly at the Siwang car passing by beside him. 


At the same time, a huge burst of applause broke out in front of the Tongyang Gate. The red chip for 
pulling the lamp has already boarded the Qinzheng government building, stepped on the seventh foor to 
pick the star, stood on the outreach terrace, and threw a candle to the Taishang Xuanyuan lamp tower. 


Zhang Xiaojing saw that Huoxuan had been ignited, and he was slightly relieved. This twist is made of 
hemp core dipped in oil. Once lit it will not be extinguished easily The shortcoming is that the 
lit, it will not be extinguished easily. The shortcoming is that the 


speed is slightly slower. How can you get seven or eight fngers in the bamboo tube? It is also after ten 
fngers. 


Zhang Xiaojing threw down the fre sickle, got up and rushed to the door of the top cabinet, hoping to 
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enough time to detonate. 


Ironically, this is the second time Zhang Xiaojing has faced almost the same situation at the same 
location in just half an hour. Even more ironically, the two chasing soldiers outside were clearly hostile 
to each other. 


The soldiers of the Longwu Army and the Brigade Army had already rushed to the door. Zhang Xiaojing's 
crossbow machine was empty. There were no other weapons in his hand and he could only resist with a 
pair of fesh palms. He shouted, removed the door of the top cabinet as a shield, and leaned out and 
pressed out, overwhelming a chase. 


But whether it is the brigade army or the Longwu imprisonment, they are the elite divisions in Beijing. 
Some people rushed up the stairs continuously, and the pressure continued to increase. 


Although the soldiers could not single out Zhang Xiaojing, they could attack together. Zhang Xiaojing can 
only grasp the door panels by empty hands and use the narrow corridor to desperately push them out. 
Countless knives chopped lightly on the door panel, the wood chips splashed, and the door panel was 
about to be split 

into a fence. 


A Longwu Army soldier saw that the knife-cutting could not work for the time being, his arms were 
stretched out, and the whole person pressed up. Others were prompted and followed suit. Zhang 
Xiaojing could not hurt the enemy, nor could he fght the weight of so many people. He was suddenly 
pressed back under the door panel, unable to move. 





It wasn't until this moment that Yuan Zai climbed the stairs. At frst glance, Zhang Xiaojing was the offcial 
of the new Jing'an Division who was killed by himself before Chao Fenmen. He shouted, "| reminded you 
to come to Xingqing Palace. | am not a cricket! My own person! My own person!" 


Yuan Zai stared at Zhang Xiaojing, his heart became more and more complicated. This man killed dozens 
of his subordinates in person and scared himself to urinate pants-but it was really he who prompted him 
to come to Xingqing Palace. Is it true that Zhang Xiaojing was wronged? But Yuan Zai quickly denied it 
again. He was holding a ferce fre to explode the lamp tower, this is a behavior under the eyes of 
everyone, is it not a rebel? 


The contradictory behaviors of this one-eyed dead prisoner are as clever as they are, and they can't 
fgure out what is going on. Yuan Zai decided not to think about it, in short, it was right to catch him frst! 


"Don't believe his words!" Yuan Zai was about to clear his throat and issue the next command, but 
Zhang Xiaojing's voice prevailed. 


"This light tower is already flled with ferce fre and thunder, and it's about to explode! You must send 
someone to stop it immediately!" Zhang Xiaojing yelled under the door panel with hiss. This statement 
made Yuan Zai tremble, and quickly looked up at the inside of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building. It's a 
pity that the space inside is empty and nothing can be seen clearly. 


My God, if all the ferce fre and thunder in this light tower, wouldn't even the entire Xingqing Palace have 
to go to heaven? Yuan Zai's head was blinded. 


"Sir ... Sir! Be careful!" A Long Wujun soldier suddenly screamed at the top cabinet. The door panel has 
been removed, so everyone in the corridor can see the scene inside. 
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under the stairs. The soldiers who pressed against Zhang Xiaojing's door, as soon as they saw the offcer, 
also jumped away. 


| saw that the twist of the unicorn arm burned to the end, a few sparks fashed, and then disappeared. 
However, Zhang Xiaojing knew that this was not to disappear, but to dig into the bamboo tube, which 
would soon wake up a terrible fame monster. 

He clenched his fsts and closed his eyes, waiting for the moment when he was relieved by the fames. 
One fnger, two fngers, three fngers ... After fve fngers, the ceiling was still quiet. Instead of hearing the 
unexpected explosion, Zhang Xiaojing felt that his face was a bit hot. He opened his eyes and saw a blaze 
of fre fying around the transfer. 


This ferce fre thunder is a stink bullet. 


Zhang Xiaojing quickly found out why. The tail of this unicorn arm was knocked open in the battle just 
now, and there was a black viscous fery oil pouring out and spilled on the foor. 





The key to the manufacture of Fierce Fire Thunder is that the inside must be tightly packed, and the oil 
strength should be stored frmly in one place, so that it can be successfully detonated. If the seal is 
damaged and the energy is released, it will only become a normal burning, and there is the power of 
ferce fre and the lightning strike is lost. Earlier, the barreled ferce fre thunder carried by the Turkic Wolf 
Guards was due to poor sealing, which caused several ferce fre thunders to become stink bombs. 


Obviously, Zhang Xiaojing's luck was not good enough. The tail of this unicorn arm was damaged and the 
strength was leaking, making it a normal burning ferce thunder. Although it burns fercely, it has no 
effect on the metal texture. 


It still turned indifferently in the blazing fre, driving the Tianshu to rotate. Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes 
helplessly, he has done his best, is this just a matter of heaven? 


The group of soldiers hiding downstairs saw that there was no explosion and was ready to rush again. At 
this time, a huge sound wave rushed outside, and countless hands were raised in the square, and 
countless personal voices gathered into a sentence: "Pull out the lights! Pull out the lights! Pull out the 
lights!" 


As a part of the climax of the lamp-pulling ceremony, the lamp-pulling red chip stands on the main 
building of diligent affairs. The emperor will give him or her the earliest sprout willow branch in the 
palace this year. . Pull out the red chip, hold the willow branch, ignite it, and then throw it to the 
lamphouse to ignite the candlelight-not really ignite, but only exist as a ritual, throw it here, and the 
people in the lamphouse will Raise the candle to get the idea that spring is coming. 
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Building was about to enter its fnal mission. The fsh intestines will ignite the lamphouse fre, and Que 
Lehuo will devour everyone. 
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In order to ensure the maximum effect, the operation of the fsh intestine will be divided into two steps. 
In the frst step, he will activate the normal organs, make the twenty-four lamp houses light up one after 
another, and attract the emperor, the group of ministers, and the envoys of the various nations to the 
edge of the diligent and administrative affairs building; The intestines will ignite 

the twenty-four pre-embedded fery thunders, let them explode together, and then explode the hidden 
Que Lehuo in the Tianshu. 


In other words, as long as the twenty-four lamp houses are not fully lit, there is still a ray of life. 


Zhang Xiaojing's eyes shone dangerously, and he struggled to get up from under the door panel. The 
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protected the face with both hands, braved the fre and rushed into the attic again. 


The chasing soldiers were surprised, there was obviously a dead end, and there was a fre burning, is this 
person looking for his own way? Yuan Zai did not dare to underestimate this prisoner of death, he urged 
his men to rush over as soon as possible to see what happened. 





Several soldiers rushed to the top cabinet and saw that the fre was still burning, the transfer was still 
rotating, but the person was gone. Upon hearing this, Yuan Zai ran over and looked up, but saw a big 
hole in the ceiling. 


When Zhang Xiaojing attacked the fsh intestines just now, he found that the ceiling was very thin, just 
for appearance. His crossbow arrows shot through four holes. After entering the top cabinet again, he 
slashed the fragile area between the four shot holes with a picked-up barricade knife of the brigade 
army 

standard, quickly cut a large hole, and then climbed up on the hot machine The interior of Taishang 
Xuanyuan Lamp Building. 


A voice came from inside the cave: "The lamp tower is about to be blown up by ferce fre and thunder, 
and an alarm will be sent out quickly!" Then a series of footsteps gradually coming away. 


The soldiers raised their legs to chase, but Yuanzai stopped them. 


"If that guy is right, now the lighthouse is full of fery fre and thunder, which is too dangerous." Yuan Zai 
narrowed his eyes and looked at the interior of the dark lighthouse above. His hunch grew stronger and 
he couldn't move on. "We have to alert the public as soon as possible." 


"Don't you just say, don't believe his words?" A silly big-headed soldier questioned. 


Yuan Zai glared at him without explaining too much. In fact, Lian Yuanzai is inexplicable, and | do not 
know how to treat Zhang Xiaojing. If there are ferce fre and thunder in the lamphouse, shouldn't he run 
away immediately? Now that he doesn't even chase after the soldiers, he forces him to drill in. Will he 
still want to stop it? Where is he? 


"Are we hunters, are they good or bad?" The silly big-headed soldier also looked up at his face, confused. 


Yuan Zai did not scold him this time: "| don't know. But one thing is certain, this is a lunatic." 


The moment the lantern was pulled out and the candle was thrown, the square in front of the Xingqing 
Palace suddenly became silent. As if there was an invisible warrior who fought up the sword and cut off 
all the noise. Whether it's watching lively people, entertainers on lamp-pulling cars, or offcials, 
patriarchs, and embassies standing on the edge of the terrace, they all shut their mouths in unison, 
waiting for the birth of a prosperous world. 


The building of Qinzheng Affairs is very close to Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building. The burning candle 
drew an elegant arc in mid-air and gently fell into the pre-prepared candle dragon headlight bracket of 
idatom clealomolelitellatee 


Taishang Xuanyuan Denglou did not move, still standing indifferently in the darkness, and seemed to 
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upstairs also whispered. They were worried that there would be something wrong. 


It didn't take long for a squeak like a giant beep to sound from inside the lamphouse, dispelling 
everyone's doubts. They lifted their necks together and noticed that the huge arm like the father's arm 





started to work, pushing the twenty-four lamp houses around the lamp tower to slowly rotate, rising 
and falling, and endlessly rotating. 


The frst to turn to the upper end of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building is the "Rende" lamp house. At frst, 
it was only lit a little bit of light, and it was like a bean, barely seeing someone moving in the house. It 
staggered across the zenith of the lamp tower, passing under a shovel-shaped paddle. As the light house 
moved forward, the picks on the fxed frame opened the oblique oil tube opening on the roof. 


As soon as the mouth was opened, the oil in the lamp fowed out, fowing along the groove around the 
whole body of the lamp house, and fnally fowed to the candlelight. At almost an instant, the lamp of the 
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The whole lamp house became extremely bright in an instant, like a bright star blooming in the night, 
peering down into the world. Its light is in sharp contrast with the darkness of the night, and the 
onlookers can clearly see that there is a man standing in the house with no hands, nodding nodding; 
many fnches fying around, a large net standing on three sides, only one side is hanging Ground. 


This is an allusion to Shangtang's "open side" to show Rende. The man's lamp fgurine is soup; the birds 
around him are very delicately made, pasted with real bird feathers, and the wings of each bird are fying 
up and down, just like The snare burst out. 


The onlookers gaped, shocked by the picture in front of them. Why have they seen such a scene. Those 
tall light fgurines can move on 

their own and come to life. With the gradual decline of the 

peripheral light house, the four corners of the color tapestry futtered and the lights were colorful. The 

common people are intoxicated, and some even kneel down on the ground as if worshipping the gods. 


In the next half hour, there will be twenty-three similar wonders lit in sequence. Everyone suppressed 
the excitement in his heart, holding his breath and waiting for what happened next. 


At this time, Zhang Xiaojing inside the lamphouse was not as excited as the outsiders. With his memory, 
he touched towards the Tianshu layer, where the fsh intestine should be the controlling organ. | do n’t 
have to worry about fnding the wrong direction, because the pillar of Tianshu that runs through the 
whole light tower will never shift, which is very eye-catching. 


But after the lamphouse started to operate, the internal situation became more complicated. The 
rotating columns, suspension bridges and ubiquitous wooden column booms constitute an intricate 
maze, and the maze is still running and changing. Zhang Xiaojing strives to open his eyes and jump 
between platforms. 


The only thing that is gratifying is that as one lamp house after another lights up, the light inside the 
Veale arol0 kom ol-lore) al -sm o)gt-4a1-1em- ale dal-laom CM alem al-l-lom Kom-omel-la @lamaa-Mel-la,.@ 


VAaY-Va¥:@.At-Le)|fay-mellfanlelsye m=) MU aleMZ-\/A0] ofa olU] mrcXoLo) aM colUlalomdat-lamalkM e)a\YA(or-] Mae) avoliu(o)a my c-somarelme) eval eal iia (ome a [=) 
ran a few steps and had to 

stop to catch a breath. Since leaving the prison in the morning, he 

hasn't stopped. He has been injured several times, and he only took a short break in the Temple of 
Mercy. The iron man is probably the end of the crossbow. 





Zhang Xiaojing was very worried that there was no way to fght against the fsh intestines. That guy is the 
most dangerous killer. In this complex environment, it is even more fshy. His chances of winning are 
actually very small-it is necessary to adjust the strategy. 


He looked up and looked up. At this time, four lamp houses have been lit, and the sky pivot foor is still a 
few dozen feet high. Zhang Xiaojing thought for a moment, then looked up and shouted: "Fish intestines, 
let's make a break!" 


The voice reverberated in the lamp tower, and it did not dissipate for a long time, but there was no 
response. Zhang Xiaojing originally wanted to use his own bait to lure the fsh intestines, but obviously 
the other party ignored him. 


Zhang Xiaojing had to gritt his teeth, settled, and jumped upward. Unexpectedly, there was a change in 
the light tower at this time, and the suspension board made a mistake, causing him to suddenly fall 
under his feet and almost fell. Thanks to Zhang Xiaojing's fast-moving eyes, he grabbed a hung hemp 
rope, and the whole person was almost hanging in the air. 
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climbed alternately from side to side. After barely climbing a little, 


he swayed a little more and wandered halfway into the nearest recess. As soon as Zhang Xiaojing 
stepped on it, the rope was overwhelmed, and he dragged a few pieces of board above it, crashing 
down to the bottom of the lamp tower. 


This time, the way to go up was cut off, and Zhang Xiaojing was trapped in this narrow recession, which 
was a dilemma. 


The place where Zhang Xiaojing settled is a falcon's beak protruding outward from the lamp tower. This 
is an observation hole used by craftsmen to calibrate the arm. From here, a probe outwards, you can 
see that the rotating arm is passing in front of your eyes, whether the center of the arm is skewed, you 
can see at a glance. The name is "falcon's beak", one is that the footing here is very narrow, like a 
falcon's beak; the second is that the falcon eagle has the sharpest eyes and can see the smallest errors. 
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positions of all falcon beak holes are strictly consistent. Zhang Xiaojing wanted to continue climbing. The 
only way was to climb from the inside to the falcon beak hole on the outside of the light tower, grab the 
slowly rising arm, hang it to the observation hole higher, and jump into the light tower again. 


This is a very risky route. The rotating arms of Denglou are made of thick round bamboo, and the whole 
body is polished very smooth, which is not easy to grasp. With a little carelessness, the whole person 
would fall downstairs and fall into a mess. Even if it is a 

fuke, whether it can maintain balance in constant movement and 


whether it can choose to jump out at an appropriate time is still unknown. 


At this time, the ffth light house was also lit, and the time was more urgent. Zhang Xiaojing had no 
choice but to lean his body out. It is more than forty feet high from the ground, and the people and 
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to open his eyes. 


A spiral arm turned slowly in the distance, Zhang Xiaojing stared at it, silently calculating the speed and 
distance. He doesn't have a grasp in his heart, but this is the only choice he can make at the moment. 





17. CHOU ZHENG (2,00 - 2,59), PART 3 


There are eight spiral arms on the outside of this lamp building, and each arm drives three lamp houses. 
The surface of their poles is painted black. In this way, when the lamp watcher looks at it from a 
distance, the black arm will be hidden by the night, as if the lamp house is hanging in the air in a trance. 
For Zhang Xiaojing, this detail virtually increased the diffculty of alignment. 


"Wen Wuji, if you think I'm doing right, please bless me." 


Zhang Xiaojing prayed silently in his heart, then pinned the knife behind him and jumped out of the 
lighthouse. He did not wait, nor did hesitate, these two things are now the most luxurious things. Zhang 
Xiaojing few into the air, extended his arms to meet the swing arm. He soon found that he had chosen 
the right direction, but he had miscalculated the speed. Before the arm embraced the swing arm, the 
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This collision caused Zhang Xiaojing to risk Venus, almost losing his sanity. Fortunately, his limbs were 
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and bent, and he embraced the edge of the big bamboo pole like a 

monkey, and fnally did not fall. The arm made a slight squeak, shuddered a few times, and continued to 
lift upward. 


At this time, nearly one-third of the light wheels of Taishang Xuanyuan Building were lit up, and all of 
them were very bright. The people of Datang like to watch these fairy scenes the most, and do not 
hesitate to cheer and applaud. Everyone's eyes are focused on these glorious and exquisite human 
wonders, and they will never notice that a person trying to save them is climbing towards the sky near 
the black paint arm. 


After a while, Zhang Xiaojing's eyesight recovered slightly. He breathed heavily in his mouth, his muscles 
hurt so badly, he didn't dare to relax. The whole person was suspended on the swing arm, like a 
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He turned his neck hard, and saw the outer wall of the lamp tower in front of him slowly descend, and 
about ten feet further up, there was a protrusion protruding like the beak of a falcon eagle. 


That is his goal. 


As long as ffteen fngers or so, the arm can turn to the falcon's beak hole, which is the best time to jump 
back to the light tower. But at this time Zhang Xiaojing found that his posture was wrong-now this 
posture can only ensure that he will not be thrown off the arm, but it is diffcult for him to get enough 
leverage to jump in the air. 


Zhang Xiaojing moved tightly against the bamboo pole, gradually relaxed his feet, concentrated the 
pressure on his clasped hands, and almost fell several times in the middle. He fnally adjusted his body to 
the posture of hanging his hands, and began to swing like a swinging scale. 





When the distance between the falcon's beak and him fnally reached the shortest, Zhang Xiaojing 
suddenly released his hands, and the whole person broke away from the arm and few to the light tower. 
At the sound of "poo", his body slammed the skin into a hole and fell straight into the lamphouse. Zhang 
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the whole body to death, before he fell. 


The contact channel of this falcon's beak was not damaged. Zhang Xiaojing kicked and kicked several 
times to reach the edge, and then turned the whole body up. As soon as he went up, Zhang Xiaojing was 
lying on the ground, gasping for breath. 


He knew that time was tight, but the whole person had indeed reached the limit. This series of actions 
took a short time, but almost exhausted Zhang Xiaojing's physical strength. Especially the right wrist, 
because of the weight of the whole body just now, there are already signs of muscle spasm. 


He raised his head and counted, and the light house had lit up to the tenth room. People in Xingqing 
Palace Square have mastered the rhythm of burning candles in the headlight building. They will cheer 
loudly when each lighthouse is unveiled, and then the tone will gradually decrease until another 
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have embraced the outside high hurdles, watching the beautiful scenery at close range. 


"Fifteen, ffteen, as long as the ffteenth light house is lit up before climbing, it is still too late, too late ..." 
Zhang Xiaojing explained to himself. He couldn't hold it anymore, he had to take a break. But when he 
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Zhang Xiaojing pulled out his knife and severely cut a knife on his wrist. The severe pain was like a red 
iron cone, which forced the last ferceness in his body. As soon as he gritted his teeth, he forcibly stood 
up and walked up staggeringly. 


It is very close to the Tianshu layer. As Zhang Xiaojing raised his head, he could already see the slowly 
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The Tianshu layer is the core of the Taishang Xuanyuan lamp building. Its most obvious sign is that a 
round and wide round yellow-brown wooden board is nested around the Tianshu. It's as if the foor is 
turning all the time. 


Zhang Xiaojing picked up the knife again and walked towards the stairs leading to the upper foor. He 
lightened his steps, held his breath and tried not to make any noise. But as soon as he stepped on the 
steps, a cold light suddenly came. Fortunately, Zhang 

Xiaojing was prepared early, and a wooden sign discarded nearby was used as a shield, reaching ahead. 


When Han Guang swept away, the wooden sign was split into two halves at once, and Zhang Xiaojing 
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at the staircase can only be used with one arm, but the knife is not enough. It simply rolls after one, 
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But the strange thing is that the fsh intestines did not launch a counterattack, but instead took a few 
steps back, revealing a relief and cruel expression: "You are really good, | have waited for you for a long 
time." The hoarse voice accompanied the rumbling between the heaven Noise. 





Zhang Xiaojing did not rush forward, he wanted to get some time to recover some physical strength. So 
the two faced each other, tens of steps away from each other, and fell into a silent confrontation. The 
foor under the feet of the two people has been slowly turning, making their background change like a 
horse lantern, the light is always dark, and the expression of the two faces becomes quite subtle. 


Zhang Xiaojing suddenly noticed that there was a square wooden table behind the fsh intestine, with 
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mechanism that controls the initiation of Tianshu. The last step 

of Xiao Xiao's plan had to be operated by someone, so the fish 

intestines were left to the end. As long as it is destroyed, this conspiracy is considered a failure. 


"Why didn't you tell Xiao Xiao?" Zhang Xiaojing asked. 


"It's useless. That guy won't kill you. I'm more at ease with my own hands." The fsh gut licked his lips, his 
eyes full of murderous intent. 


"So you didn't report me, but killed Mao Shun?" 


"Yes. Mao Shun died and Qilin lost his arm. If you want to solve this matter, you have no choice but to 
go upstairs to fnd me. In this way, | can safely operate the organ in the lamphouse and wait by the way. 
You come to die, | do n’t have to delay two things. " 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned: "Do you know that Xiao Gui originally planned to let you die?" 


He thought that this sentence would make the fsh intestines shocked and angry, and then gave up the 
fried lamp tower, but the fsh intestines answered seriously: "So what? | promised to do ten things for 
him. Because he will kill me halfway. " 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't expect Yuchang to be such a person who respected his promise. The fsh intestines 
reached out and stared at him like a beast, ready to start. Zhang Xiaojing tried to persuade: "You stop 
the organ frst, | promise to go out and fght you." 


"No, it's perfect here!" 


As soon as the words fell, the fsh intestines rushed over like ghosts. His speed is so fast that Zhang 
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crunchy sounds of metal in the sky. 


The attacking method of fsh intestines is mainly fast, which is unexpected. So when Zhang Xiaojing 
settled down and defended with all his strength, Yugu could hardly fnd any faws for a while. The fsh 
intestines attacked several times, and at frst sight it had no effect, and suddenly withdrew, taking 
advantage of the body technique to foat to the light stand near the Tianshu layer. 


The bamboo scaffolds in this area are criss-crossed and denser than the mangmang forest. The fsh 
intestines leaped through it, and Zhang Xiaojing soon lost his trail, looking around, not knowing from 
what angle the dangerous killer would attack. 





Zhang Xiaojing's experience in the battle is very rich, knowing that in this case, he can never be 
controlled by his opponent. After thinking for a while, he suddenly took a few steps backwards, leaning 
back against the inner wall of the light tower, pedaling two bamboo knuckles with his feet. 


The entire Tianshu layer except the Tianshu itself, the foor keeps rotating slowly. Zhang Xiaojing leaned 
his back against the inner wall of the light tower, his feet hanging in the air, one could ensure that his 
back would not meet the enemy; secondly, he would not rotate with the foor, so that only waiting for a 
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His purpose was never to kill the fsh intestines, but to destroy the wooden platform. By adopting such a 
position, Zhang Xiaojing can take the initiative to change constantly. Yugu either confronted him head- 
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Sure enough, Zhang Xiaojing stood in such a way that Yuchang understood the situation and realized 
that he had to show up. He jumped a few times, and suddenly fell from the bamboo frame at an 
incredible angle. Zhang Xiaojing leaned back against the building wall, it was easy to determine the 
direction of the attack, and he waved a barrier knife. When the sound was crisp, the sneak attack was 
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17. CHOU ZHENG (2,00 - 2,59), PART 4 


The fsh intestines are accustomed to surprise attacks. However, Zhang Xiaojing twisted his long knife 
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advantages and disadvantages. Zhang Xiaojing suffers from exhaustion of physical strength and 
insuffcient strength; while Yugu suffered an injury to one arm, and for a time he played a good match. 


"How long can you last?" Said the fsh sausage. 
"One another." Zhang Xiaojing grinned. 


At this time, ffteen of the lamp houses above were lit, and only nine of them had not been turned to the 
zenith candle. If the fsh intestines have been dragged here, no one can pull the organ and let the 
unicorn arms of these 24 light houses burst. 


So neither of these two people can delay. 


Seeing that the wooden platform was about to turn around the attack in the hands of the fsh intestines 
accelerated and tried to suppress Zhang Xiaojing. Unwilling to show weakness, Zhang Xiaojing also 
counterattacked. During the stormy offensive gap, the remaining hand on the other side of the fsh gut 
suddenly shook his sleeve, and a few drops of green alum oil few out of the cuff and spilled towards 
Zhang Xiaojing. 


Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing had already guarded against this move long ago, with a long sword and a 
half-turn in his wrist. The broad back of the barrier knife sucked the fying green liquid fercely and pulled 
them back. One of the drops of green liquid just hit the left shoulder of the fsh intestine, making a soft 
hiss on the cloth. 


Yugu had a sharp pain in his shoulder and could not help but frown. As a killer in the shadows, he is 
rarely used to confronting people directly. The guy on the opposite side is like a piece of glutinous rice 
sap dipped in white splendens juice. The knife technique may not be very delicate, but it is lingering and 
tenacious. 


The fsh intestines felt they couldn't go on like this. He turned his head and saw that the wooden 
platform was approaching here, and he simply posed a posture that he had died in and rushed towards 
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Zhang Xiaojing laughed when he saw him doing so. 


He saw through at a glance that the fsh sausage was bluffng. Does a killer have the determination to die 
with others? 


In this case, those who are not afraid of life and death can win. 


Zhang Xiaojing's feet steadily steadily swung again. Seeing that the other party was unmoved, the fsh 
intestines had to withdraw their forces halfway and drifted away quickly. That wooden platform was 





already less than three feet away from Zhang Xiaojing. The two wooden long handles on the platform 
were clearly visible, indigo on one side and red on the other. 
"Do you know which side to ruin?" The voice of the fsh intestines came maliciously from above. 


Zhang Xiaojing's long knife that he had lifted up was stuck in the air. 


He does not understand the technique of organ building. Who knows whether it is a blessing or a curse 
if this knife is cut? Is it indigo or crimson? What if the mistake is made and the explosion is triggered in 
advance? Zhang Xiaojing hadn't thought about this before. He just asked for a bite to get a bit of a bite. 
It was a bit of a fish intestine. Instead, he became a demon, and he couldn't stop. 
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away. Zhang Xiaojing hurriedly leaned forward, reached out to grab, and fnally left the inner wall of the 
lamphouse with his back. 


This small faw was immediately caught by the ready-to-go fsh intestines. He jumped off the scaffolding 
at once and few past. Zhang Xiaojing either went to grab the wooden platform and was stabbed to 
death; 


Now that the light house has lit up for twenty-one rooms, Zhang Xiaojing has no time to wait for it to 
turn around and come back. 


Zhang Xiaojing knew this too, but he couldn't get started with the two colors of indigo and crimson. As 
soon as he gritted his teeth, he frst returned the knife to block the raid of the fsh intestines, but he also 
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The revolving foor steadily carries the wooden platform of the pivot and gradually goes away. 

The fsh intestines didn't make a sound, but their eyes fashed with excitement. The result of this battle is 
fnally falling to the ground. He suddenly discovered that if he didn't kill this guy, letting him slide down 
the abyss of despair would be more hateful than killing him. 

But after this struggle, Yugu knows that this guy will never give up so easily. 

Sure enough, Zhang Xiaojing felt the pressure of the hour at the frst sight of the failure to stick to his 
strategy, and he simply threw himself over. This time he ignored nothing and went straight to the 
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The twenty-two light houses lit up from the high zenith. 

Zhang Xiaojing's impulse is like a wild boar, regardless of his surroundings. The fsh intestine took the 
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slow down Zhang Xiaojing's speed. 


The fsh intestines shot again, this time cutting his left shoulder. Zhang Xiaojing tiger roared, continued 
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The fsh intestine's expression became stiff, and the other person raised a momentum that made him 
extremely fearful. This was the frst time in his life. The fsh intestine has a hunch that even if he cuts his 
throat now, the opponent will tear himself into pieces before dying. 


The panic from the shadows of childhood rose to his heart. That was when he was seven years old, and 
he was alone on the grassland and was embellished by an injured lone wolf. One person and one wolf 
confronted each other for half a night. Fortunately, a herdsman arrived and ran away the wolf. But its 
green eyes left an unforgettable nightmare imprint on the fsh intestines. 


Today, this nightmare became Zhang Xiaojing again, and appeared in front of the fsh intestines. For the 
frst time, the fsh intestines lost their gait. He had a strong impulse and wanted to step back and avoid. 


He growled and tried desperately to get rid of these chaotic 
thoughts, but Zhang Xiaojing was close. 


Yuchang did not want to confront Zhang Xiaojing, he restrained the urge to escape, few a knife, and cut 
off a yellow bamboo frame next to it. The heavy wooden wheel lacked a support and sank down a few 

moments, causing Zhang Xiaojing, who was charging, to twist his body. The fsh intestine quickly cut off 
another bamboo frame, and the wooden wheel was tipped again. 


Seeing the fat road in front of him, Zhang Xiaojing suddenly became a sloping uphill. He had to pick up 
the steel knife and rush forward. The fsh intestine raised his knife frantically and cut off the third 
support. 


With a clatter, the wooden wheel of the Tianshu layer collapsed halfway, and the wood chips splashed. 
Zhang Xiaojing's physical strength is nearing the bottom of the valley, and due to excessive injuries, he 
can't control his balance for a while, and he slips all the way to the edge of the wooden wheel. He 
wanted to grab the things around him, but his arm was sore and weak, and the whole body slid out of 
the air at once, and he only used one hand to grip the groove on the edge. The barricade knife circled a 
few circles in mid-air and fell into the abyss at the bottom of the lamphouse. 


At the same time, the twenty-third light house lit up. 


A crazy laugh broke out in the fsh intestines, he was rarely so gazed, but today is an exception. In this 
duel, after all, he won. Zhang Xiaojing's beast was eventually defeated by him. 


He walked to the edge of the wooden wheel and stepped on Zhang Xiaojing's fve fngers with leather 
boots, making a creaking sound. Zhang Xiaojing's body shook helplessly in the air, and his face was grim, 
and he refused to let go of his fngers. 


"In the end, you can't keep anyone." 


Looking down at this defeated player, Yuguo can now easily kill Zhang Xiaojing, but suddenly changes his 
aalialen 


Zhang Xiaojing's madness just made him feel fear. Simply killing the 





****is not enough to wash away this humiliation. Only when this enemy is tormented in despair and 
pain for a long time, and then died, will the anger in his heart be calmed down. 


He no longer continued to press Zhang Xiaojing's fnger, but pointed to the pivot wooden platform and 
walked over. Zhang Xiaojing shouted: "You're here to kill me! Don't go to pull the organ!" 


The fsh intestines listened to his ears, and his footsteps slowed down. This wailing sounded better than 
the tunes of the teaching workshop. Zhang Xiaojing held the groove with one hand, bloodshot eyes, 
hoarse voice like a broken gong: "Don't pull it, you will regret it!" 


In this roar, the fsh intestines slowly stepped on the wooden platform. Holding out two long handles, he 
raised his head and looked towards the zenith. 


The last "clear reason" light house is lit. 


Twenty-four lamp houses on the Taiyuan Xuanyuan Lamp Building were fnally lit. Twenty-four regiments 
of tremendous and luminous lights, like the stars under the night. 


They revolved with the magnifcent momentum of Peiran Moyu, forming a bright and round trajectory in 
the midair, and looked down at the 108 Square of Chang'an City. The lamps and fgurines in the house 
are all majestic, as if all the doors of beauty have been opened since then. 


At the top of this lamp building, there are more than a dozen extremely long hemp ropes slanted in 
different directions, suspended in midair, and the ropes are covered with various tulle and colored fags. 
When the lights are off, these decorations are unremarkable. At this time, the light house was bright, 
and the tulle shuddered together, fltering the lights into crimson, grape purple, emerald green, stone 
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wonderful color. Among them, it is like the fairyland of the fairy family. 
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Linfan? Today, everyone's dream has become a reality, which is worth talking about for many years. 
Shocked waves of cheering came from all directions. The orchestras already prepared inside and outside 
Xingqing Palace began to perform "Shang Xian You" together. The celebration of the 


Shangyuan Festival in Chang'an City reached its climax. 


Yuchang gave Zhang Xiaojing a glance and deliberately turned sideways so that he could see his 
movements clearly. The wrist pushed hard, pushing the long red handle to the end. 





18. YIN CHU (3,00 - 3,59), PART 1 


The horses beside the carriage also turned their ears at the same time, breathing a restless breath. The 
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Tianbao three years on the 15th of January, Yinchu. 


Changle, Wannian County, Anyi Changle intersection. 


From the moment when the red chip was pulled out and the candle was thrown, Li Bi has been following 
the Siwang car to which the Donggong belongs. But instead of rushing forward to show his identity, he 
pulled a distance and followed quietly. 


Li Mi held the reins in his hand, leaned forward, and clamped his legs with his legs, maintaining a 
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conjecture was emerging. This idea is what Daoists call the "heart demon". The more resistant it is, the 
stronger it is. When there is a gap, it will take advantage of the emptiness. The vines are entangled in 
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After leaving the Xingqing Palace, this Siwang carriage passed through the Changle intersection in Anyi 
and walked all the way south. This trend is quite strange, because the Prince's residence is in 
Changlefang, located in the ten king's house in the east garden of Anguo emple. 


Neither attending the spring banquet nor returning to the mansion. On this good night, where does the 
prince want to go? 


The streets in this area are full of people watching lanterns. They just admired the grand occasion of the 
lamphouse in the distance, but they wouldn't bow their heads respectfully to make way because of the 
ceremonial streamers on the Siwang car. The carriage moved very impatiently, violently slamming in the 
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without any choice. 


There were only a few guards on the two sides of the Siwang car, and the honour was not given. The 
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Li Mifu was on horseback, and occasionally turned back to see the light house of Taishang Xuanyuan 
Light Tower lit up. The people beside him cried out surprises one after another, but the more he heard 
the more anxious in his heart. When the twenty-four lighthouses are all lit, Que Lehuo will be 
resurrected. At that time, | am afraid that Chang'an City will be hit by a catastrophe. 

Before tracing the carriage, he had already greeted General Chen Xuanli and warned that there were 
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government building. As for whether Chen Xuanli listens or not, it is beyond Li Mi's control-after all, 
even now it is too late to start the evacuation. There are hundreds of guests in this building, and there 
are tens of thousands of people in Xingqing Palace Square. There is no way to leave the explosion ina 
hurry. 





Can only hope that Zhang Xiaojing can prevent the light tower from staring in time, that is the only hope 
of Chang'an City. 


Thinking of this, Li Mi frowned slightly, trying to suppress the demons. But this time, any Taoism failed, 
and the demons quickly expanded, almost infecting Li Mi's entire spiritual platform, forcing him to think 
in a highly reluctant way of thinking. 


At this delicate point in time, anyone who leaves the diligent government building is doubtful. 


So why did the prince leave Xingqing Palace at this time? Did he leave early because he knew there were 
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With this thought in mind, it was like fooding the foodgates, and could no longer be squeezed: as soon 
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Tianzi to Li Xiang, and there was no escape. 


Completely empty. 
Except for the prince, no, by that time, he was already the emperor. 


Li Bi's heart suddenly tightened, and his nails squeezed into the reins of the cowhide, leaving a very 
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Li Mi and the prince have known each other for many years. He did not believe that the loyal and 
cowardly prince would do such a thing. 


But ... Li Heng is after Li's after all. This family of people's blood has always buried a ray of ferocity. The 
blood stains on the front of Xuanwu Gate were not wiped clean. Thinking of this, Li Bi's body shook 
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The carriage ahead has gradually driven away from the crowded area, and the speed has increased. Li Bi 
bit her tongue and forced herself to calm down. He shook the reins and let the mount speed up, don't 
get thrown away. 


Siwangche walked through the squares of Changle, Jinggong, Xinchang and Shengdao. Li Bi found that 
the direction of the car was very frm, and the driver did not hesitate to cross the intersection-this shows 
that the car has a clear destination. 


The lights on the street are still very vigorous, but after all, it has reached Nancheng, and the level of 
liveliness cannot be the same as that of the north. The east side of this area is the east wall of Chang'an 
City, and the west side is the high **** of Leyouyuan, 

forming a two-winged high, low-lying city valley road in the middle. 


Residents of Chang'an call this section of the road "ditch ditch", which is a good place to visit during the 
day, but at night, the streets are dark on both sides of the shadows, and the momentum is good. 


The Siwang car walked into the shelter ditch, and the speed slowed down. When it reached the junction 
of Xingxing Shengping Road, it suddenly turned to the right, just passing the edge of the original 
southern foot of Leyou. 
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he thought about it, the Siwang car had stopped far away. 


There are not many residents nearby. There are no large-scale lamp stands, and only a few windproof 
thick-skinned lanterns are hung in the key places. The light is not very good. At the position where the 
carriage stopped, a tall spire was visible on the south side, which was the Tongfa Temple tower in the 
Xiu Xianfang; and on the north side, there was a tall blue square wall with a small gate of inverted 
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tilted forward, tiled on the ground, and pulled by iron chains on both sides, which can be retracted. 
Because it fell like a stone to the ground, it got its name. 
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the merits of the minister and open the door; or have a practical use, such as the 


Changmingfang brick kiln where the Turkic wolf guards are hiding. 
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So what is the place where an inverted tablet door opened in the square wall? Li Mi's eyes glanced over 
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complicated, with fowers and leaves such as honeysuckle, calamus, green wood, and Shicaozi. 


Li Bi immediately remembered that this is Shengpingfang, which has a medicine garden, specializing in 
the cultivation of various herbs for the Donggong. The medicine garden needs a lot of fertilizer, soil and 
plants, which is used by the prince. It is normal to open the door on the street. Li Bi remembers that Li 
Heng once rewarded himself with some herbal balm, and he proudly boasted of self-baking and self- 
adjusting, which turned out to be the material from here. 


But why did the Crown Prince come to the medicine garden? 


Li Bin was suspicious of his heart, patronizing and thinking, forgetting to pull the reins. Seeing that there 
was light in front of the mount, the owner didn't stop it, so he claimed to lean over there. 


There were few pedestrians nearby, and the guards around the carriage heard the sound of horseshoes 
and immediately discovered Li Mi's travel possession. They were very nervous, whining a warning, and 
lighting up their weapons. The hand resting on the 

window frame of the car looked like a frightened rabbit, and it retracted at once. 


Li Bi heard the shout and knew that her whereabouts had been exposed. She simply turned over and 
dismounted. She shouted: "| am Jing An Si Cheng Li Bi!" The guards didn't notice, the Siwang car 
trembled slightly. 


"| want to see the prince." Li Mi shouted loudly as he walked forward. The guards looked at each other, 
a little overwhelmed. The prince was in the Siwang car, and the conversation outside must have been 
heard clearly, but there was always silence in the car without any order. 





"Secretary, Jing'an Secretary Cheng Li, please see the prince!" Li Mi's voice was a little louder, and he 
kept walking under his feet, a little closer to the Siwang car. His emotions became agitated and he had 
to understand this matter, even at the heaviest price. 


There was no response in Siwang's car. Li Mi's footsteps stopped suddenly, frowning and looking north. 
The horses beside the carriage also turned their ears at the same time, breathing a restless breath. The 
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Whether it is a person or a horse, they feel it, and a slight rumbling sound comes from a distance, 
followed by an uneasy tremor under their feet. Although in this position, the horizon of the north was 
foro) aay ©) (-1n-) hyo) (ole <-lom o)Vm Mom COLULYLUT-1 apm oLUh em MINS) i ¢al-\nVamnat-]mcYo)aatcadallat-mealelcian al-\ (=m ar-] 0) el-al-lemkom.dUl-] aN Z0r-1a) 
Denglou. 


The twenty-four lamp houses of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building are mainly divided into three parts: 
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department is hidden deep in the bottom of the light house, covered with wooden skin and satin. The 
inside is where the hook of the light fgurine is located. 


When the fsh intestine pushed the long red handle on the wooden platform, the layers of force were 
transmitted to the organs of the 24 lamp houses in a fash. A copper ratchet suddenly clicked and 
staggered with the adjacent unicorn arm. This small misalignment caused a burning candle to slide 
directly under the Kirin's arm, and the hot fame just touched the exposed oil twister. 


The oil twister burned with a hula, its length was only a few inches, and Mars quickly drilled into the 
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The giant wheel on the Lantern Tower is still spinning vigorously, with a solemn light and shining glory. 
There is no more eye-catching building in Chang'an City at this time. The onlookers were so fascinated 
that they could not extricate themselves in this mysterious atmosphere. 


After dozens of fngers, the lower part of the "Wuwei" lighthouse 

burst into a very dazzling spark. In the thunder, the sparks frst 

turned into a red fower heart, and quickly gathered into a cluster of stamens. Then the stamen quickly 
stretched around, stretching into futtering petals of fre. From a distance, it looks like a peony is 
blooming dozens of times faster, and the entire set of lantern fgurines is swallowed instantly. 


None of the audience realized that this was an accident. They all thought it was part of the show. They 
applauded desperately and were almost crazy. 


ME-Vvat-]al-Urlanyl-1am Ml -4a lem Ko) n\(-) axel (avo) me|y-) 0) ele) /ajmmaal-laamm lame |(elamanc-] ¢om (0) at-ace) mi dal-mia-trae)(e)a-lom el-Le)al[=c 

of other light houses to bloom one after another, one after another, with fowers blooming and gorgeous, 
and the entire night sky lit up. The deafening explosions sounded one after another, as if Lei Gongzheng 
played the fast-track. 


This series of intense explosions set off a hurricane around. The band's performance came to an abrupt 
halt, and a series of exclamations rang from the building of Qinzheng. Many offcials and servants who 
were standing too close to the railing were overturned to the ground, and the scene was in disarray. 
People in Xingqing Palace Square were also shocked, causing a small areaof confusion. But this still 
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interest. 


After the initial eruption, the lamphouses turned into twenty-four 

giant torches, burning famingly, leaving the Xingqing Palace bright 

in daylight. Dozens of lamp fgurines were placed in fames, their paints peeled off quickly, their limbs 
were scorched, and their tongues of fre spewed out from the cracks of their bodies, but they still moved 
one by one, and the picture was enchanting and strange. If Chao points were present, you might like this 
hell-like scene. 


Inside the lamphouse, the fsh intestines gazed triumphantly towards Zhang Xiaojing, admiring the poor 
worm that had almost fallen into the abyss. He had activated the organ, the ritual had been completed, 
and there were only dozens of fngers left before Querehudo was completely resurrected. 


The ferce fre mines hidden in the lamp house have been carefully adjusted, and the outbreak is still 
second, mainly to support combustion. Twenty-four heats are now enveloped around the Tianshu from 
all directions, and the Tianshu is still turning, just like a lamb turning slowly on the grill. When the 
temperature rises high enough, the huge fery thunder hidden in Tianshu will explode violently. By that 
time, within a few square meters, it will become scorched earth. 
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Yuchang is very happy, he rarely shows emotion so naked, he can't even kill Zhang Xiaojing. The kind of 
despair that emerged on the guy's face was so beautiful, just like pouring a mellow Xinfeng Meijiu into 
the mouth, | really wanted to appreciate it for a while. 


Unfortunately, this wish is doomed not to be realized. After starting the organ, he and Xiao Xiao owed 
each other. Next, he had to leave the lamphouse quickly before the outbreak, and he still had to deal 
with Xiao Gu's bastard. 


As for Zhang Xiaojing, let him be swallowed by Que Lehuo with Denglou. 


Wi al-micvaM [al =ti4[al=wciK=] 6) ol-1o Me) oM-lale mm )a-) of-]a-1omm Komcin-1ome lo) Ua mo)amual-my Zelelel-lame)(-lace)aaem\Zall(-mualialdial-acvee 
Before the sole of his feet left the ground, he suddenly felt a burning heart. Yugu bowed his head and 
wanted to see what happened. First, a brilliant light hit his eyes, and then the fame burst from bottom 
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Zhang Xiaojing climbed on the edge of the wooden wheel, watching the fsh intestine transform into a 
human-shaped torch, thrown into the air by a strong impact, and then painted a bright trajectory, falling 
towards the darkness at the bottom of the light tower. 


Xiao Gui said that he would not allow this killer to survive. Zhang Xiaojing thought he would work on the 
retreat route, but did not expect it to be so simple and rude. Under the wooden platform, a ferce fre 
mine should also be buried. The organ activated by the fsh intestine not only awakened the twenty-four 
lamp houses, but also detonated the fery thunder beneath his feet. He personally put himself on a dead 
end. 


Zhang Xiaojing, whose entire body was suspended under the 





wooden wheel, was lucky to avoid most of the shock waves. He 
couldn't help feeling, clenched his teeth, and barely turned back to the wooden wheel before his arm 
muscles cramped. 


Twenty-four faming freballs were circling around at this time, as twenty-four suns rose at the same time, 
making the lamp tower brightly scary. Zhang Xiaojing can clearly see every detail in the building. The 
cyan and red fames spread into the lamphouse along the arm, like a group of heralds holding a high fag, 
wherever they go, no matter the skin, bracket, suspension bridge, link rope or wooden wheel, they all 
respond to the call. Raise the Suzaku banner. 


It did n’t take long for the entire lamphouse to be full of vermilion peonies, and they were clustered 
around Tianshu. The fames were leaping and dancing, and with the sound of stripping, waiting for the 
fnal bloom. 


Zhang Xiaojing slumped beside the square platform, staring at the growing **** around him, his heart 
was in deep despair and pain. 


He has gone through numerous twists and turns, and fnally rushed to Que Lehuo. However, this has 
reached the limit and can no longer get closer. All efforts, after all, could not prevent this disaster from 
happening, he fell to the place closest to success. Only a little difference, but this point is like a rift. 


The sky pivoted solemnly, and remained motionless in the blaze. The top of the column pointed towards 
the north pole of the sky. As the saying goes, "the sky is endless, the three lights are shining, and the 
polar stars are not moving. However, Zhang Xiaojing knew that under the blaze of the fre, the ferce fre 
iva ale(=1q@reve)ale-llal-tomlamaal-M al¥] om al-icm ol-\-1amr-\ iV] <clalclopmr-)ale Ml mm aat-\A-180) 6] mr-] ar-lahvmd|aal-¥m o)alavsdl al-a laa] ey-]e-1e)(=1 
damage to Changan City. 


What a cruel thing this is, let a hopeless savior watch all this towards the endless abyss. Zhang Xiaojing is 
not a temper that gives up easily, but by this time, he can't think of it anyway, and there is no way to 
eliminate this disaster. 


This time, he was really desperate. 
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leave the warning area of = Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp House and hurried away. 


The shock wave released by the explosion was like an invisible sickle sweeping across the grass. Yuan Zai 
only felt that his back was pushed by Juli, and when he was overturned to the ground, he fell to Venus. 
The surrounding Longwu Army and Brigade Army soldiers also fell to the ground one after another. 
Some unlucky ghosts near the Denglou screamed and hugged their legs to roll on the ground. 


Yuan Zai jumped up from the ground in awkwardness, his ears were buzzed by the explosion. He 
crawled on the ground and ran dozens of steps forward, until he rushed behind a low wall and backed 
against the wall, he felt safe enough. Yuan Zai panted, cold sweat permeated on his broad forehead. 


After a while in his heart, he was afraid that if he hadn't acted decisively just now, he ordered everyone 
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distance. Yuan Zai raised his head again, and saw that the entire lamp tower became dazzling in the 
fames. Twenty-four groups of raging fames burned the sky into a red. This is defnitely not a well- 
designed gimmick. No matter how skilled craftsmen, it will not burn the main structure. That fame has 
already spread to the spiral arm, it is defnitely an accident, and it is a deliberate accident! 


This is the ferce fre thunder Zhang Xiaojing said? 





18. YIN CHU (3,00 - 3,59), PART 2 


The thought of Yuan Zai's head hurt again. He clearly saw that Zhang Xiaojing put a ferce fre thunder 
into the transfer machine. Is this unclear to do bad things? Now the conspiracy fnally succeeded, and 
the lamp tower was fnally bombed. No matter how it looked, Zhang Xiaojing did the whole thing. But 
Yuan Zai always couldn't understand that Zhang Xiaojing's too much behavior was full of contradictions. 
When he fnally rushed from the top cabinet into the lamp tower, he specifcally told Yuan Zai to issue a 
warning. Which villain would be so kind? 


Yuan Zai shook his head, trying to get rid of these doubts. Was it shocked by those explosions just now? 
What about Zhang Xiaojing, what does it have to do with me? Now that the evidence is conclusive, all 
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Yuan Zai has a strong hunch that this matter is not over yet and a bigger crisis is yet to come. Today's 
plan is to issue an alarm as soon as possible. This alarm can't be sent by others, and Yuan Zai must go in 
person so as to show the loyalty of "dangerous devotion" 

go in person, so as to show the loyalty of dangerous devotion . 


Yuan Zai stretched out his hands and rubbed his face to wake up as soon as possible. 


At this time, the Longwu military guard circle near the lamp tower had been messed up. Most of the 
soldiers were affected by the explosion just now and fell to the ground. The remaining soldiers were 
overwhelmed and waved their arms to prevent anyone from approaching. People come to save the 
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Yuan Zai ignored this mess, he raised his shirt and tucked it into his belt, and quickly ran along the 
emergency communication channel opened by the Longwu Army, rushing towards the Jinming Gate. On 
the way, Yuan Zai saw that the building above Qinzheng was messy. The candle shadows were scattered 
and the steps were tumbling. Even the endless music sound was interrupted. 


Yuan Zai is familiar with the rules of the palace. This is the most important occasion of the Spring 
Banquet of the year. If a song is suddenly stopped, it will be regarded as unlucky. Even if the hands of 
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it can be seen that it was a disaster. 
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without the awe-inspiring power of peace. He was continually whispering with several deputies around 
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Chen Xuanli has seen the burning scene of the lamp tower just now. The mess at the scene of the Spring 
Banquet reached Jinming Gate as soon as possible. But Chen Xuanli was a cautious person and did not 
immediately dispatch the Dragon Martial Army. Even after receiving Li Mi's warning, he didn't move. 


The Longwu Army is a forbidden army, with a sensitive position and unchangeable status. In the 
previous generations of the Tang Dynasty, there was a forbidden army in battles in the palace. Not to 
mention a long time ago, Tang Long, who was personally spurred by the Holy Saints, and the two 





conquests of congenitally, both mastered the benefts of the forbidden army before they could kill Wei 
and Princess Taiping. Chen Xuanli has experienced two things in person, knowing what the emperor is 
most afraid of. 


Imagine when Chen Xuanli and his soldiers entered the Spring Banquet without the order of the 
emperor. What would be the result? Even if it was for escort, the emperor would inevitably think, this 
time you will be involuntarily, and next time you will be involuntarily, and then ... maybe there is no 
more. 


Therefore, Chen Xuanli must frst fgure out what happened to the lamphouse just now. Is it a well- 
designed gimmick or an accident? Or, as Li Mi said, it was deliberately flled with ferce fre thunder? 


Depending on the situation, Long Wujun can make the most correct response. 


Chen Xuanli was scorching his head, and suddenly found that someone under the city was running to the 
Jinming Gate, and yelling, it seemed that there were any urgent matters to be notifed. Seeing this man's 
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"Secretary-General Jing'an seeks to see." A soldier soon notifed. 


Chen Xuanli was slightly surprised, Jing Ansi? Li Bigang just left, why is there another one this time? Yuan 
Zai panted to the top of the city, and when he saw Chen Xuanli, he shouted in spite of the salute: 
"General Chen, please evacuate Shangyuan Spring Banquet as soon as possible!" 


Chen Xuanli was stunned. Li Mi said the same thing just now, why is this the same tone? He asked 
rhetorically: "Is it your Excellency that there is a ferce fre and thunder in the Taiyuan Xuanyuan Lamp 
Building?" 


"It's not clear, but according to our company's information, the lamp tower has been infltrated by the 
earthworms, and there must be a means that is not conducive to the emperor!" Yuan Zai is not as clear 
as Li Mi, so he has to be as smooth as possible. 


Chen Xuanli asked: "Has it already happened, or has it not happened yet?" 


If it's the former, don't worry. The Spring Banquet was just a mess, and there were no casualties; if the 
latter is the case, it will be in trouble. 


Yuan Zai replied: "| just returned from the lamphouse when | came down. | saw that Mao Shun was 
idalae\iamelonisamigelsamaal-Mc-)|mel6)i(olal-emr-laromualomaal(=1 mi (om ale)(ol|al-ar-Wk-lae om ia-w-lalemala-\ Vai m0) Ome -leal-lin-](6| 
that the means of the cricket may not only burn the lamphouse so simple." Chen Xuanli lightly bearded. 
Suspicious, Yuan Yuan took the previous step and whispered: "No need to **** the soldiers, just sneak 
the saint out, others can leave slowly." 


He knew Chen Xuanli's fear and suspicion, so he suggested that instead of having a big fan, only send 
two or three people to quietly transfer the emperor to a safe place. This will not only protect the 
emperor, but also cause no suspicion. Chen Xuanli stared at Yuan Zai. This guy was so brave. Isn't it a 
hint that as long as the emperor is safe, everyone else will die? There are also clan monarchs, princes of 





the ffth grade and above, and emissaries from all nations, who died in Yuan Zai's mouth? But Chen 
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After a moment of silence, Chen Xuanli fnally made up his mind. The two Jing'an people have issued the 
same warning. No matter whether there is a threat of ferce fre and thunder in the lamp tower, Tianzi is 
not suitable to stay in this building. 


He immediately summoned his subordinates to close the gates of the Xingqing Palace to guard against 
possible attacks, and then took off the helmet: "| personally went to see the emperor." ,, It's too striking. 


Yuan Zai Gongte said: "Then the offcial will leave ..." 


"You go with me." Chen Xuanli said coldly. Somehow, he didn't like this guy who made a very reasonable 
speech. Yuan Zai's complexion changed a little bit: "No, no, the rank of the lower offcial is too low, and 
it's against the court to rush into the building." 


"You don't have to go upstairs, but you have to stay with me." Chen Xuanli insisted. He didn't have time 
to verify Yuan Zai's identity and intelligence, and he simply took it by his side. In case there was any 
difference, he could solve it on the spot. 


Yuan Zai was full of helplessness on the surface, but inwardly he was very happy. He counted on Chen 
Xuanli's cautious personality and came up with a move to "retreat to advance." As long as he agreed 
with Chen Xuanli, he would defnitely have the opportunity to see the saint and leave an impression on 
his old man's heart-this is a godsend opportunity that he can't afford. 


Of course, this time, the risk is also great, the light tower will blow up sometime. But Yuan Zai decided to 
take a risk. Didn't the rich get all the risks? 


Chen Xuanli was not interested in Yuan Zai's thoughts. He stood at the head of the city and looked 
towards the square. The lamp tower has become a huge torch, exuding heat and light, even here at the 
Jinming Gate, you can feel its power. The sky-burning fre seemed to be very close to a certain limit. By 
this time, everyone began to feel something was wrong. 


Shangyuan Denglou, even if it is luxurious, will not burn to this extent. 


Chen Xuanli clasped his brows and shouted, "Go!" He rushed down the tower with Yuan Zai and several 
guards. 
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gradually moving towards himself. 


Everything that can be done has been done; the passage to escape has been devoured by the tongue of 
fre, and it is impossible to go downstairs. He exhausted all options, only to wait for the last moment to 
arrive. 


It is said that people can see their own life in the moment before death. But what fashed in front of 
Zhang Xiaojing's eyes was faces. Xiao Xiao, Wen Wuji, the eighth regiment brothers, Li Mi, Xu Bin, Yao 





Runeng, Iss, Tanqi, Wenran ... Every face seems to treat him Say something, but they can't last for too 
long, and they will soon be destroyed in the fre. 


Zhang Xiaojing concentrated his attention on it for a long time before reluctantly recognizing what they 
wanted to say-in fact, there was only one sentence: Do you regret it? Do you regret it? Do you regret it? 


This is a very sharp question. Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes, and 
his mind emerged from the scene of yesterday morning when he 
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Zhang Xiaojing smiled. He twitched his chapped lips and slowly spit out two words: "No regrets." 
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city and the many ordinary people who live in it. 


Zhang Xiaojing just felt that there were still too many regrets: he failed to stop this conspiracy and lived 
up to the trust of Li Sicheng; he did not see Wenran safe and sound; there was no chance for those who 
bullied the eighth regiment veterans to get their due revenge; | was also tired of Xu Bin, Yao Runeng and 
Ise ... By the way, | am also very sorry for Tanqi. | was so ashamed that | promised to solve this matter, 
but the result fell into such a feld. | don’t know what happened to her now? 


Thinking of this, a graceful and vague fgure appeared in his pupils, Zhang Xiaojing sighed helplessly, 
shook his head, and the fgure dissipated immediately. 


Looking back on what he did on this day, Zhang Xiaojing felt that he actually made many low-level 
mistakes. If you give him another chance, maybe the situation will be completely different. If you can 
arrive at Changming Square earlier, there is no chance for the ferce fre oil to be shipped out; if you can 
catch the fsh intestines in 

Pingkang Square, you can expose the plan of the cricket earlier; if 

the ferce fre mine installed on the transfer machine is not damaged 

,the smooth detonation, there is no need to have the trouble behind ... 


Zhang Xiaojing was confused in the fre, his eyelids suddenly jumped. He was a little strange, what's 
wrong with him? Was confused by high temperature? So he turned his thoughts back again, and again, 
and sure enough, his eyelids jumped again. 


If it was repeated, he opened his eyes, and the whole person stood up, supporting the wooden platform. 
The vitality that had been gradually dissipated suddenly gathered back again. 


correct! If the ferce fre thunder seal is damaged, vent it! It won't explode! Regardless of size, this truth 
makes sense! 


Mao Shun wanted to defect the transfer plane, just to use the angle of defection to crush the bottom of 
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endlessly-it is made of bamboo. With the power of human beings, even if it can't be broken, it can leave 
a few cuts on the outer wall to let the stone grease leak out. 





Zhang Xiaojing never calculated how many cuts and how much stone oil would be lost to make this huge 
fery thunder completely lose its inner strength. He just realized this possibility and didn't want to die 
with regret, so he came to do the last stroke. 


At the thought of hope, Zhang Xiaojing burst into vitality again. He glanced left and right and saw a piece 
of tools thrown in the basket near the wooden platform. This is what the cricket craftsmen have 
abandoned here after installing the unicorn arm. Zhang Xiaojing picked up a few axes from the basket. 
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Zhang Xiaojing grabbed these axes and turned back to Tianshu. Tianshu still twirled, as if there was 
ratolaaiiatcm’Zelad amine) ¢)¢)ial-mlamaal cm cela (eh Mal-m o)t-V4lavca iam] qole) elem dal-laqmant-(o(-maal-mo)|aucre Mm oy-]ate-da-l-1ame)\\elmalct-1a 


The heights of Tianshu and Denglou are the same. There can be no such tall bamboo in the world. In the 
design of Mao Shun, a piece of hard bamboo is connected through, and the joint is fxed with a cast iron 
sleeve. If there is any weakness in it, it should be near the iron sleeve. 


Zhang Xiaojing was unkind and waved a big ax. Unfortunately, the surface of Tianshu has been hardened, 
leaving only a shallow white mark on the axe blade. Zhang Xiaojing cracked again, and then a small gap 
was barely opened, and black stone grease oozed out, as if a person was injured and shed blood. Zhang 
Xiaojing waved his axe for the third time and tried his best to hack in the same place, and then he 
severely cut a big mouth. 


The mellow and thick black petrolatum spewed out of the narrow slit, as if the fountain was pouring on 
the wooden wheel. At this 

time, the temperature outside was already very high. As soon as the 

petrolatum was sprayed onto the surface of the wooden wheel, it was immediately hula-fred. After a 
while, the wooden wheel foor was completely burned and became a steamer. 


Zhang Xiaojing knew that this was not enough. For Tianshu, who is almost the same height as Denglou, 
this wound is not enough to expel the medicine. He also needs to cut more mouths and release more 
stone fat. 


But at this time, the wooden wheel had been burned by stone oil, and it was impossible to fall. Zhang 
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he waved his axe and chopped wildly, until he cut a big mouth of stone grease, and then continued to 
move up. 


These spurting stone grease will make the interior of the lamphouse burn more crazy, which in turn will 
cause Tianshu to explode more quickly. Zhang Xiaojing is not only competing with time, but also helping 
his opponent accelerate on the way. So, in this burning lamphouse hell, a determined fgure was walking 
through the fre and smoke. Time and time again, he approached the pillar of Tianshu, which was about 

to explode, and tried his best to fght for the possibility of being so small as to be negligible. 


The fre became more and more vigorous. The red fames were like wild grasses in the spring. They were 
everywhere, and the temperature in the building was hot enough to be comparable to a lamb cake oven. 
Zhang Xiaojing's eyebrows were quickly burned, 

his scalp was almost burned, and the upper and lower clothes were 





unable to resist, and they all turned into holes with charcoal edges, and the whole body was burned by 
fames-especially the back. He was in Jing'an before. Nei had just been burned once, and it was even 
more painful to see the high temperature again at this time. 


But Zhang Xiaojing's movement, but no stagnation. He dexterously jumped between the bamboo frame 
and the wooden frame, from time to time next to Tianshu, slashing with an axe. Wherever he went, he 
left behind black fountains, making the fames below noisier. 


Bang! Click! Wow-- 
There was another opening in Tianshu, sprayed with black oil. 
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resin were sprayed out. He just used his last breath and hoped to reduce the explosion of the lighthouse 
as much as possible before he died completely. Hazards. He threw away the axe that had been rolled, 
and pulled the last one from his waist. 


He raised his head and tried to distinguish the upward path. The height of this area is close to the top of 
the lamp tower, the fame has not yet spread, but the smoke has been extremely thick. The thick smoke 
of the whole lamp tower gathered here and drifted towards the sky. Zhang Xiaojing's one-eyed eyes 
were so red that he could hardly breathe, but he coughed loudly and climbed up. 


He stepped on the foot and quickly turned up one more layer. This foor is more narrow than the space 
below. It is only the size of an ordinary person's patio. Except for the Tianshu, there are only a few 
wooden frames interlaced and matched, without vertical ropes and suspension bridges. Zhang Xiaojing 
reluctantly looked around. The smoke was thick and he could not see anything. 


Going up again, there seems to be no way out. Zhang Xiaojing could feel his body shaking slightly. No, 
not the body, the whole space is shaking, and the range is quite large. He reached forward with his left 
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longer extended upwards here, and the top was inlaid with a circle of copper convex Fudan seal. Above 
it bears a wooden cross frame made of ## 452 shape, and a tongue-shaped pick is slanted on the shelf. 
When the hub is started, the moving light house will pass under the shovel span, let the pick pull the 
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Zhang Xiaojing waved his axe and split it a few times at the top of Tianshu. He frst smashed the bronze 
Danzhuan hard, and then made another cut. At this height, even if there is stone resin in Tianshu, it is 
impossible to run out. Zhang Xiaojing did this mainly to keep his heart down, as if to complete a 
necessary ceremony. 


After doing all of this, Zhang Xiaojing threw the axe downstairs, feeling that his whole body was almost 
burned to maturity. He used 


his last force to climb over the 4% 3@ straddle, leaning back against the pick, collapsed to the ground. 


This time it was really over. He has done everything he can, and then he will look at God's will. 





18. YIN CHU (3,00 - 3,59), PART 3 


Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Tower is more than 150 feet tall, staying on top of it, overlooking the entire 
Chang'an City. It's a pity that at night, there is smoke around and nothing can be seen. Zhang Xiaojing 
felt quite regretful. It was so rare to climb so high that he still failed to take a last look at this city that he 
(o|[oll a} icm ol -\-1am kom 0) ge) -(eim 


There were freworks around and dense smoke, and the main body of the lamphouse below had been 
completely reduced tothe seaof fre, and the hot breath was tumbling. At this time, the top of the 
lamp tower is the only pure land that has not been completely occupied by fames. Zhang Xiaojing leaned 
his head softly against the paddle under the cross frame, tilting his head, but his heart was calm for a 
while. 


Nineteen years ago, he also leaned on the fagpole of Fengsui City in this way, waiting quietly for the 
upcoming ending. Nineteen years later, fate reincarnate again. Only this time, there will be no more 
reinforcements. 


Zhang Xiaojing thought so confused, and suddenly felt the light tower under him, seemed to tremble 
slightly, and then made a deep roar. 


The Longchi in Xingqing Palace is an extremely special scenery in Chang'an City. 


As early as the year of Emperor Wuhou, this is just a common square in Wannian County, called 
Longqing Square. There was a well in Longqingfang, which suddenly spewed for no reason, and the 
water was crazy, and a few acres of land was submerged overnight. At sunrise, there is often fog and the 
scenery is extremely beautiful. Chang'an City's hope-seeking people think that this is a good place for 
feng shui, and there are more private rumors in the workshop, saying that Shuibo is a dragon. So 
members of the Li clan moved to live next to this water, including the current Saint Li Longji. 


Later, Tian Zi Jian Zuo changed the name of Longqing Pool to Longchi to show the sign of Longxing. This 
time, the clansmen beside Long Chi didn't dare to live for long, and offered their residences one after 
another. Emperor Tianzi took Longchi as the core and merged several squares to build the Xingqing 
Palace. Because Longchi was covered with Dize, it was expanded many times to form an extremely wide 
lake. The waves are vast and the boat can be painted. There are countless pavilions along the coast. 
Peonies, lotus fowers and weeping willows have been planted, and many birds have been raised. 


The Longchi Lake is the Qinzheng Government Building and the Huacai Xianghui Building, which are 
within a hundred steps of each other. At this time, the diligent government affairs building was 
brilliantly lit and lively, and the banquet was in full swing. In contrast to Longchi, only a few lanterns 
were hanged along the banks of Agarwood Pavilion, Long Pavilion, etc., to make embellishments, and 
most of the lake surface was dark and quiet. 


A red-crowned crane stands on a rockery in the lake, hiding its head in its wings and sleeping deeply. 
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there was no abnormality. But the crane shook his quiver uncomfortably, and few his wings across the 
water, leaving. 


Click. 


Just where the crane had just settled, a rock on the rockery became loose. These stones are all strange 
stones found in the depths of Zhongnan Mountain. They have different shapes and are stacked together 
by craftsmen at an ingenious angle. They are not frmly connected to each other. After a while, the stone 
moved again, and was pushed away by force. 


A black hole appeared on the rockery, and the wet Xiao Xiao got out of the hole with the cat's waist, and 
the eyes on both sides of the eagle's nose showed excitement. This is Xingqing Palace, the core of 
Datang and the hub of Chang'an. The people who are fortunate enough to enter here are very few, but 
now he is among them. 


The rockery was very close to the shore, and Xiao Gui was cautiously lying on the edge of the mountain, 
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peripheral vigilance of the diligent government building, South Square, and Xingqing Palace. No one will 
pay special attention to such a wide and unimportant place as Longchi. 


After Xiao Gui confrmed the safety, he learned a low cricket scream at the black hole. Soon more than 
twenty elite soldiers emerged from the black hole. They were all wearing tight-ftting fsh skins and 
leaning against their heads, with a tarpaulin bag on their heads, and they were all covered with stern 
murderousness. 


In order to facilitate the power operation of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building, Mao Shun led the water 
source from Taozheng Square to Taishang Xuan Yuan Lamp Building, but such a large amount of water 
must fnd a place for excretion. It is too troublesome to build another drainage channel alone, and 
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matter to accommodate this amount of water. 


For Tianzi, for the thickening of Longchi's water potential, he was happy to see its success, so this project 
was passed. Although Long Wujun is a senior veteran guard, they formed a mindset and stared at the 
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the large area was actually used by the earthworm. 


Xiao Gui took these two dozen people into the lake, swam a dozen steps while holding a tarpaulin, and 
set foot on the shore made of pebbles. The pebbles are of average size, but it takes a lot of time to pick 
them up. Xiao Gui tweeted and found a secret space between several willow trees and bushes. 


Twenty people took off the water, opened the tarpaulin, and took out the crossbow machine parts and 
sharp blades. In the quiet Liulin, there was a loud clacking assembly sound, but no one spoke at all. 


Xiao Gui fnished assembling frst. He lifted the crossbow machine and aimed a shot at the willow tree in 
front. The crossbow arrow was directly nailed into the trunk, leaving only the wing tail. Xiao Gui nodded 
with satisfaction, it seemed that the spring had not failed in water. Immediately they will see the 
emperor, if the crossbow machine made a mistake, it would be too rude. 
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Looking over the city wall, you can see that the towering light tower has become a huge torch, and the 
blazing fames are rising from every body. The twenty-four freballs are still turning around. Master 
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The plan is progressing smoothly, | believe the fsh intestines have also been killed. Unfortunately, | don't 
know where Zhang Xiaojing is now, whether he has safely withdrawn to the Hydraulic Palace. 


But this thought only stayed in Xiao Gu's mind for a moment. Now 
that he is in the Xingqing Palace, he is about to do a major event that no one has ever done. 
"Big head, let me see, how did | avenge Wen Wui." Xiao Gui murmured secretly. 


At this time, Taishang Xuanyuan Denglou made a deep roar, and it seemed that something had burst 
from the inside. "It's starting!" Xiao Gui's eyes widened and he looked forward expectantly. The 
subordinates around them also clustered around the open space, holding their breaths and looking 
away. 


After a few fngers, | saw a ball of light that was ten times as bright as the surrounding fame, bursting 
from the middle of the lamphouse. The angry Que Lehuo stretched his limbs from the inside and 
stretched out a giant hand. The entire lamp tower was instantly torn by the waist and cut into two 
pieces. The huge body twisted into a shocking shape in the air, and the skeleton was vaguely visible. 
Over the Xingqing Palace, there was an upsurge. The sound of a thunderbolt swept all around, and the 
sound of countless startling birds suddenly sounded on the surface of Longchi Lake, and countless 
sleeping birds rose into the air. 


But at this time, no one would put their eyes on them. At the breaking point of the lamp tower, the 
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South Square 

were engulfed. 


At this moment, Chang'an City changed from hustle and bustle to silence. Whether it is the lantern- 
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busy Jingan offcials in Guangdefang Raised his head in an instant. The dark night sky was stabbed by a 
sudden light. Then the whole city seemed to be captured by the demon, and every light was dimmed at 
the same time. 


Xiao Gui grabbed Liu Shao tightly, shaking with excitement. After so long and painstaking efforts, the 
earthworms fnally shook the towering tree. Those pains he had suffered in those years should also be 
tasted by those guys. 


But he suddenly discovered that it didn't seem right! The Tianshu of the Taishang Xuanyuan Denglou 
really exploded, but the power of the explosion was far less than Xiao Xiao expected. 





You know, Que Lehuo ’s most important means of killing is not fre, but the impact of an instant burst, 
which is invisible and qualityless, but it is enough to destroy the strongest city wall. According to the 
previous calculations, the loading of those stone resins will make the lamp tower crack up and down, 
and the impact will be enough to level the neighboring diligent government building to the ground. But 
now, Taishang Xuanyuan Light Tower is just cut off by the waist. It looks like freworks are rolling, the 
momentum is vigorous, but the lethality is greatly reduced. 


This explosion method showed that the Tianshu explosion was not complete, only detonating the 
middle section. Xiao Gui opened his eyes wide and saw that the tall fgure of the diligent and 
administrative affairs building was still in the smoke. It was not lightly blown up, but the main structure 
remained intact. 


"Damn, is it wrong?" Xiao Gui gritted his teeth and severely broke the willow branch in his hand. 


Shortly afterwards, the upper half of the structure of the lamphouse made a whimper that was pressed 
to the limit, completely detached from the deformed base, and fell obliquely towards the Xingqing 
Palace. These half-burning high-rise buildings are more than seventy feet high, with an unparalleled 
sense of oppression, so they roared down from the heights and fell down, not much more than Taishan 
pressure. 





18. YIN CHU (3,00 - 3,59), PART 4 


It is facing the position, is the main building of diligent affairs. The wide roof of Xieshan Mountain is 
proudly standing up to meet its biggest challenge since its completion. This is a showdown between the 
two giants. The mortal can only wait and see, but it is impossible to save the building. 


The upper half of the lamp tower hit the straight ridge of the diligent government building without 
hesitation, and made a huge collision sound. For a time, the wood chips splashed and the Uva collapsed. 
After all, the lantern building was made of bamboo and wood, and was burnt down by the fre. It collided 
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lamp tower has not failed completely. Its debris and debris are scattered with countless fames, falling on 
the beams, scattered into the rafters, and splashed into every wad In the gap. 


If you don't save it, I'm afraid that this building will soon become Zhurong's hell. 
"Do it!" 


Do it! 


Xiao Gu threw Liu Zhi away, and stepped out of the open space, with a ferce light in his eyes. Although it 
failed to achieve the expected results, but after such a bombardment, | am afraid that the Qinzheng 
government building has also become a mess. | am afraid that Long Wujun has not yet fgured out what 
is happening. This is when the defense of Xingqing Palace is the weakest. 


He raised his hand, stretched his index fnger a little bit over there, and clenched his fsts. The soldiers 
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The earthworm fnally and the most ferce attack started. 


Even across the tall Leyouyuan, Donggong Medicine Garden can hear the loud noise from Xingqing 
Palace. Li Mi's face was pale, and his body shook, almost unable to stand. 


This voice means that Zhang Xiaojing fnally failed. That is to say, the building of diligent affairs may have 
been swallowed by Que Lehuo, and the end of the people in the building is unknown. If Chen Xuanli 
didn't withdraw the emperor in time, the series of terrible consequences that followed would make Li 
Mi's brain almost bleed. 


The curtain of the Siwang car slowly opened, revealing a slightly panicked face. He looked towards the 
explosion, seeming at a loss. 
"Prince!" Li Mi stepped forward, shouting extremely rudely. 


"Chang Yuan?" Li Heng's frst reaction was actually a surprise. He jumped off the car and hugged Li Mi all 
at once, shouting excitedly: "You are still alive !!!" 


Li Bi's reaction to the prince was very unexpected. He had originally expected Li Heng to see his reaction, 
either guilt, indifference, or a triumph of success, but he did not expect such a reaction. With so many 





years of friendship between the two, he could feel that the prince's joy was sincere, without any slight 
pretense. 
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theory he is now the emperor. 


Li Mi pushed Li Heng away, took a step back, and knelt on one leg: "His Royal Highness, there is 
something unclear about his subjects." Li Heng extended his hands with a smile on his face to take him, 
but Li Bi stubbornly maintained his original position. 


"Why did the prince leave the party in a hurry?" Li Mi raised his head and asked. 
Li Heng was puzzled when he heard this question: "Of course | came to see you from Changyuan!" 
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Another unexpected answer. Li Bi frowned, staring at Li Heng. Li Heng knew that once Li Mi had any 
opinion, it would be such an expression. He became embarrassed and had to explain. 


Tan Qi previously told Li Heng that Jing Ansi was attacked and Li Bi was taken away, which made him 
restless at the Spring Banquet. Later, Tan Qi also brought the matter to the emperor, and he was 
reprimanded by his father and emperor. It didn't take long for him to receive a secret letter. This letter 
was not sent by anyone, but after a piece of "Nei Shang Yu Yi Wu", | don't know who was pressed under 
the glass bulb. 


The letter said that they are scorpions and now have control of Li Mi's life. If the prince does not believe 
it, he can look around the fence. 


Hearing this, Li Bi suddenly realized why Xiao Xiao had put him in the lamp house and stood for a while, 
but it was actually shown to the prince. He remembered that the light houses on both sides were lit at 
the time. It was not for testing, but for the Prince to distinguish his appearance. 


"So what?" 


"| confrm that after you fell into their hands, | no longer wanted to stay at the banquet site, and | 
wanted to save you. But | dropped the mouse control device, | was afraid that it would be too ruthless, 
and you would be poisoned. The letter appeared again out of thin air. ”Li Heng preached.“ The letter 
said that | must go to the Donggong medicine garden without delay. There will be instructions for me to 
do it in exchange for your life. It also warns me if Tell others, you are dead. " 


"In other words, did His Highness leave the Spring Banquet in a hurry for his life, not for other reasons?" 


"Of course!" Li Heng replied without hesitation, "Chang Yuan, but you are going to lose your life, the 
Spring Banquet is not important at all. It doesn't matter how the father emperor blames." 


His expression didn't seem to be hypocritical, and he could hear it in his tone. He didn't even know what 
the sound just meant. 


Li Bi warmed slightly, his childhood playmate, after all, is not the kind of ruthless person. But more 
questions emerged one after another. If Li Heng's words were true, what did Xiao Gui do? After 





struggling to kidnap Li Mi, just to remove Li Heng from the diligent administration building? And 
according to Li Heng's description, at least one of the cricket's traitors has mixed into the diligent 
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Are there any follow-up conspiracies? 


Li Bi's feeling of relaxation just tightened again. Li Heng stared at Li Mi, seeing his face cloudy and 
uncertain, and asked what was going on. Li Mi opened his mouth and didn't know how to answer it. 


What should | say? The lamp building exploded, the government building was destroyed, and your 
father and emperor were already killed. Are you the emperor of Tang Dynasty? 


Things have evolved to the worst situation, and now the city has become a mess, extremely dangerous. 
Before clarifying the situation, Li Bike did not dare to make a hasty conclusion. This prince's 
temperament is too soft, and easy to be emotional. It will be impossible to predict what will happen 
when he hears this shocking news. 


At this very moment, if you take the wrong step, you may lose everything. 

In the face of this unprecedented disaster, some people may cry, or the Six Gods have no Lord, but Li Bi 
will not. Since Que Lehuo has already happened, regretting and shocking in any case, it is impossible to 
reverse the time. The most important thing now is what to do next. 
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"Is the letter still there?" 


"Here." Li Heng handed over the two letters, and Li Bi took it over and looked at it briefy. It was a small 
letter, and any offcial could write such a word. 


Li Bi held the letter in his arms and said to Li Heng: "Your Highness, do you know what the Cricket wants 
you to do in the Donggong Medicine Garden?" 


Li Heng shook his head: "I don't know yet, | just arrived here, you came here-hey, but since you have 
been out of danger, Changyuan, | don't have to be forced to do things for them?" 


Li Mi smiled bitterly: "I'm afraid they never expected the prince to do anything." 

"what?" 

"It was their greatest purpose to transfer His Royal Highness out of the diligent government affairs 
building." Li Bi said here, suddenly stayed for a moment, seemed to think of something, and then 
hurriedly asked, "Apart from His Highness, who left the Shangyuan Spring Banquet ? " 

Li Heng thought for a long time and shook his head. There were too many people at the Spring Banquet. 
He left in a hurry and had no time to count who had been absent. Li Bi frowned in disappointment, and 
looked coldly at Le Youyuan, trying to pass through the hills and see through the Xingqing Palace on the 


other side. 


At this time, the wagon driver of Siwang looked forward timidly: 





"Humble ...... The humble job probably knows." Li Heng glared at 


him with dissatisfaction: "Shangyuan Spring Banquet, the ffth grade and below are not eligible to 
participate. You know? "Li Mi stopped Li Heng:" Say it? "The coachman squeezed his hands and 
finched." The humble post is just speculation, speculation. " 


"But anyway, the prince will not blame." Li Bi said. The coachman looked at Li Heng, and Li Heng snorted, 
believing Li Mi's statement. The coachman stuttered. 


No rides or cars are allowed in the Xingqing Palace, so people who attended the banquet walked to the 
Jinming Gate and walked in. The cattle, horses, and horses they used were parked in an open space not 
far from Xingqing Palace. During the entire banquet, the driver will be here to stay. 


The Siwang car has a special status, and there are special areas for parking. Nearby are all the horses 
and horses of the kings and ranks above the rank three, which are densely parked together. Before and 
after Yinchu, the coachman received the order that the prince was about to leave, and quickly hurried to 
leave. He remembers blocking a luxurious Qixiang car in front of the passage, and he had to let it go 
before he could go out. As soon as he looked up, he didn't know when the car was gone. He was quite 
happy because he saved a lot of trouble. 

"Who is that Qixiang car?" Li Bi asked. 

"It's Li Xiang's, and his family likes this extravagance." The coachmen have their own circles, who owns 
what kind of car, what kind of horse, and what kind of decoration style they like. For these, they are all 
familiar with it. . 

Before the coachman fnished speaking, Li Mi had jumped back into 

the horse and said to Li Heng in a word: "Please prince, take a break 


here. Remember, from now on, don't go anywhere, don't listen to anyone, unless it is a minister Me. " 


Li Heng listened to his tone very seriously and couldn't help but be surprised and asked him where he 
was going. Li Mi rode on the horse, his eyes deep: 


"Jingan Secretary." 





19. YIN ZHENG (4,00 - 4,59), PART 1 


He tried to open his eyes to distinguish, and fnally found that it was a string of multicolored tulle. 
Presumably this is also a design from Mao Shun. The lights of the light house can show a more layered 
light through them. 


Tianbao three years on January 15th, Yin Zheng. 
Chang'an, Wannian County, Xingqing Palace. 


Xiao Gui led the elite crickets, and quickly advanced along the edge of Longchi. However, more than two 
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Strictly speaking, the building for diligent administration is not in Xingqing Palace, but part of the city 
wall in the southern section of Xingqing Palace. Its south side faces the square, and there are left and 
right connected to the towering Miyagi stone walls. There is no access on all three sides. The only 
entrance is on the north side, located in the inner courtyard of Xingqing Palace surrounded by the 
forbidden army. It was originally designed to reduce the risk of being attacked, but now it becomes a 
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The building of diligent affairs at this time has been completely shrouded in dense smoke. The feld of 
vision in front of me is extremely poor, and it is enough to watch everything. Mars few from time to 
time in the fog, dark red and dim yellow fashing alternately. Xiao Gui and others had to slow down and 
bypass the broken debris and scattered debris of the lamphouse, so as not to hurt the soles of their feet. 


Xiao Gui walked at the head of the team, trying to distinguish the scene ahead, and was not anxious. The 
harsher the environment, the better for them. If these twenty or so crickets face the Dragon Martial 
Army, they will surely be wiped out. Only in a chaotic and complicated environment can they win a 
chance. 


Suddenly he stopped, his head tilted slightly, and he heard a burst of noise in his ears. This voice did not 
come from the Qinzheng government building, but from a place farther south. That was the cry of 
countless people. 


Tens of thousands of people gathered in the square of Xingqing Palace at this time, packed tightly, and 
spending a lot of money was enough to cause a serious accident, not to mention such a terrible 
explosion. 


Although the real explosive power is not that great, why have the 

people of Chang'an seen such a scene? Just listening to the sound, 

Xiao Gui could imagine that the tens of thousands of people who ran out of fear at the same time ran 
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vortex of people-this is good news, in all directions The army of King Qin who has arrived will be 
surrounded by this huge turbulence and have no time to look around. 
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beast-shaped black shadows appearing in front of him, and he couldn't help but feel refreshed. 


The cicada has fgured out the situation around the building of Qinzheng Affairs in advance, and knows 
that at the left and right of the entrance, there stands a statue of a spirit beast-the Eastern Blue Dragon 
and the Northern White Tiger, symbolizing the northeast direction of Xingqing Palace in Chang'an. 


As long as you see the two stone statues, you have found the right entrance. Xiao Gui shuddered, and 
issued a short order to the people behind him. They stopped and raised the crossbow hung around their 
waists, and laid them fat on their arms. 


At the entrance of the building of Qinzheng Affairs, in addition to the spirit beast, there are many guards 
of the Longwu Army. Chen Xuanli's military training is a good hand. Although these guards were shocked 
by the sudden explosion, but no one left the post without authorization, but increased the alert. Xiao 
Gui saw that the 

threshold at the entrance had been raised a bit, forming a half-height wooden wall to prevent outsiders 
from entering. 


For this situation, Cricket has a plan. Thick smoke is the best bunker. They have occupied favorable 
shooting positions, and more than a dozen crossbow machines have been lifted at the same time. 


"Do it!" Xiao Gui ordered in a low voice. 
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The sound of slack springs was one after another. These earthworms were once elites in the military, 
FTatoMnicr-] alalcar- Wm ole) e)t-]aniv/nuam- Mm alllale|a-re myn) osm [cWr- lu of-1 (ome LUT-] /haVew-\ ina lolol -4amaal-m Mo) atal 0) [Ula mcre) (el [=] acm a=) 
covered with armor, the dozen or so tricky crossbow arrows just penetrated into the gaps of the armor 
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In just a moment, the guard at the door fell halfway. The rest of the guards responded very quickly, 
turning over and jumping over the threshold, and stooped down. It's a pity that the cricket had already 
ignited several tubes of fery oil, throwing a parabola across the wooden threshold. Soon a faming fame 
rose on the other side, accompanied by a scream. 
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Just then, a group of Hu Ren musicians ran from the side in panic. They are the banquet 
orchestra of the banquet. They are staying in the lounge at the 
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Crickets will naturally not let them go. Regardless of 2 & or pipa, facing the sharpness of the blade, it 
seems very weak. However, in a few moments, these poor musicians fell under the butcher's knife and 
broke their strings. After killing them, Xiao Gui realized that the survivors from the upper foor of diligent 
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back on the arrow, crossed the threshold, and came to the frst foor of the Qinzheng Hall. 





This hall is extremely empty, with sixteen red lacquered columns standing in the middle, on which the 
dragons are covered. The columns are flled with all kinds of exotic fowers and plants, or rich, or fragrant, 
lush, and different shapes, decorating this hall as a "natural way of Dao" scenery. 


In the middle of the hall, a wide sky ladder hangs down to the second foor-in fact, it is a wooden 
staircase about fve feet wide. Dragon shape. Those who climbed up the stairs and walked up the stairs, 
like stepping clouds, like Longxiang, returning to the banquet hall on the top foor repeatedly. The 
emperor and many guests climbed the building, and they went up here. 


However, this ladder has changed now. Its original structure is that the main body is suspended, and it is 
only lifted by the pillar at the turning point of each foor, and does not occupy the space in the 

building, but the price is that the foundation is not strong. The 

violent shaking just now caused the stairs to collapse one after another, and the ladder was half 
destroyed. Xiao Gui looked up along the patio and saw that there were even a number of stairs leaning 
on top of each other, causing a mess. 


The height of each foor here is more than three feet, if people jump off forcibly, they are afraid of dying 
faster. That is to say, the upper foor of the building for diligent affairs has been temporarily isolated 
ligelaamaal-melelasi(e (mela (en 


Xiao Gui recalled the structure of the building slightly, pointing to the right: "Go here!" 


There is a passage for miscellaneous work here. It connects to the house below and goes up to the foors 
in the building for the purpose of spreading vegetables and wine. There is no right way, you can only try 
to go here. 


The handy staircase is located at the corner of the building, and its entrance and exit are covered with 
two turns to avoid disturbing the sight of the nobles. The earthworms quickly crossed to the stairs. The 
staircase here is naturally not as expensive as a stairway, with few decorations, but the bottom of the 
staircase is very solid in order to carry heavy objects, so it is intact. 


Xiao Gui said nothing, and went upstairs. On the way, servants and maidens continued to fee in panic, 
and they were all solved neatly. Occasionally lucky guys escaped the attack, screamed and turned 
around to escape, and the crickets were not interested in chasing. 


Their goal is only one-Tianzi. 
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doorway at the entrance of Xingqing Palace. 
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sights were cast on the banquet hall at the top of the building at the same time. Unfortunately, under 
the cover of the sky-shattering power of the burst of the light tower, they could not see what was 
happening there. 


Waiting until Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Tower collapsed and hit the front of the diligent government 
affairs building, the two people woke up like dreams-but they would rather this is an illusion. 





The emperor of the Tang Dynasty, who was actually attacked in the heart of the capital and the 
destruction of Miyagi, was a terrible nightmare. 


"Save the drive!" Chen Xuanli reacted frst, shouted, and ran forward 
Yuan Zai followed him, but hesitated. Looking at the prestige just now, the emperor has already crashed, 
and then he ventured into it again, showing some loyalty. Is it worth it? 


As he thought about it, his steps slowed down. Unexpectedly, Chen Xuanli glanced back at him, and his 
tone was full of cruelty: "Xingqing Palace has been completely closed, and those who have left the 
house will not be killed!" Yuan Zai looked stiff and raised his head and said: "Yuan Zai is responsible for 
Jingan. Is it a greedy person who is afraid of death? At this very moment, rescue is the most important 
thing! Secretary Jing'an is willing to be the forerunner of the general! " 
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take more responsibility. Chen Xuanli snorted coldly. Now it's not time to pull the skin, he must frst 
withdraw the emperor from the upper foor-if he is still alive. 


They were already surrounded by three or four escorts. On the way, they gathered more than a dozen 
guards from the inner patrol and formed a small combat team. Chen Xuanli was in a hurry, constantly 
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At the door of the building, they frst saw the corpses of soldiers of the Longwu Army and the raised 
threshold. Chen Xuanli's face was extremely green, and the tragic situation in front of him showed that 
things were worse than he expected. Cricket not only detonated the lamp tower, but even quietly 
infltrated the Xingqing Palace, the number is unknown. 


As a general of the forbidden army, this can no longer be called a 
shame, but a serious malfeasance. 


Yuan Zai also saw the seriousness of the situation. Obviously, there is only one goal for the earthworm, 
that is, the throne. He made a calculation in his mind. The security forces in this building of Diligent 
Government Affairs were estimated to have suffered heavy casualties in the attack just now; and now 
the square must also be in chaos, dragging the main force of the Long Wujun to death; as for guarding 
Xingqing The frst reaction of the guards of Gong Zhumen was to strictly guard the city gates. The more 
chaos they made, the less they dared to leave their posts. 


The Longwu personal guard directly under Chen Xuanli could be used, but they were stationed outside 
the Jinming Gate, and the Jinming Gate had just been closed at the request of Chen Xuanili. It will take a 
lot of time to reopen. 


That is to say, under the gap between yin and yang, the only ten people who can be rushed to the 
government building in a short time to rescue the driver. As for how much the enemy came and what 
weapons were in their hands, they were completely at a loss. 


Yuan Zai anxiously suggested to Chen Xuanli: "The enemy and the enemy are unknown. If you go to the 
dangerous place, you will jump to the general. It is better to wait for the Yulin and Qian Niuwei troops to 
arrive, and then make plans. 
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government. When the lantern tower fell, they would immediately be dispatched to come to King 
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But this suggestion was categorically rejected by Chen Xuanli, joking, but now the emperor is in danger! 
Waiting for the other army to rush to save the driver is equivalent to sentenced to death. In this 
situation, the number of King Qin's army is not important at all. What matters is time! Hour! One more 
fnger and one less fnger may be the difference. 


"You must go in now! Just now!" 


Chen Xuanli withdrew his knife and changed his previous caution. At this time, there was no way to be 
cautious any more, and you had to force yourself to climb the building. Even if you were all dead, you 
wouldn't let the emperor have any failure. 


Since the coach had given the order, the soldiers of the Longwu Army rushed into the lobby on the frst 
foor without hesitation. They soon discovered that the Tongtian Ladder had been half-destroyed, and 
that it was not possible. 


"Take the staircase next to the handyman!" Chen Xuanli was very familiar with the foor layout and 
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the fre staircase spreading a raging fre, could not go. Chen Xuanli narrowed his eyes and examined it, 
and found signs of man-made destruction on the top of the ladder. 


Those **** crickets, as expected, boarded the building from here, and also cut off the back road! Chen 
Xuanli punched **** the stairs 

handrail, breaking the hardwood. The white ballast at the break was stained with the blood of the 
forbidden general. 
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turned his neck and suddenly pointed to the side: "| have a way!" 
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"Step on those fowers! You can touch the edge of the wooden ladder on the second foor." 

When Chen Xuanli heard it, his eyes were full of ferce glance. When was this? What the **** did he 
dare to say such nonsense? He reached out to grab Yuan Zai's shirt. Yuan Zai's waist fell away from Chen 
Xuanli's palm and ran towards the fowers between Zhu Qi's pillars. 

Chen Xuanli was about to catch up, but saw Yuan Zai squatted down, and then moved a piece in front of 
him—not a clump, but a square and square fower border—from the piece of fowers alone. Above the 
fower border are purple-blue tulips and yellowish-white Naga fowers, but below there is a rumble. 


Chen Xuanli only realized what this guy meant. 


These fowers and plants on the ground foor of the Qinzheng government building do not really grow in 
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in the imperial garden on weekdays, the soil is cultivated in the cabin, and the soil is buried in the soil, 
and the gardener is responsible for watering. Once the roof of the car is blooming with leaves, these 
spring-shifting thresholds can be pushed to any place and become a movable royal garden. 


Yuan Zai has always been the best luxury, and he is more sensitive than anyone else in such subtle and 
elegant means. Only he will notice such details. 


Chen Xuanli hurriedly ordered everyone to come forward to help, push out the several vehicles with all 
their hands and feet, roll over the body, and dump all the fowers and soil inside. Pity these exotic fowers 
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distressed. 


The soldiers piled up empty cars one by one and approached the ceiling. Then they climbed to the roof 
of the car in turn, and their arms could reach the edge of the broken ladder on the second foor, and they 
could go up with a little force. 


After a while, everyone including Yuan Zai climbed up the second foor smoothly. This layer gathered a 
lot of servants and maidservants, and some nobles dressed in elegant clothes. All of them were gray- 
faced and paralyzed. When they saw a rescuer coming, they all called for help. 
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leading to the third foor. Fortunately, this staircase was intact and 
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The third foor of this building of Qinzheng Affairs is an open room on all sides, without walls, only 
supported by a few rows of pillars. The height of this foor is just above the walls on both sides, and there 
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all sides. It is an excellent place to receive coolness. It is called: "Inviting Wind Hall." 


This completely unshielded layout encountered a large-scale explosion in the front of the light tower. It 
was simply that the lamb encountered a tiger and was ravaged. A whole layer, whether it is a copper 
mirror, a porcelain bottle, a screw screen, a silk mat or a living person in it, was shocked by shock waves 
frst, and then washed again by the fre cloud. Immediately afterwards, the upper foor of the lamp tower 
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into this foor, bringing countless fying debris and Mars, the scene was miserable. 


When Chen Xuanli rushed to the third foor, they saw smoke and ruins all over their eyes, the foor was 
messy, almost impossible to move, and they could not hear any cry for help or moaning, for fear that 
there would be no survivors. Several fre heads leaped violently. If not, it would cause a second fre ina 
short time. 


Chen Xuanli suppressed the horrifed mood, waved away the 

pungent smoke, and ran towards the ladder leading to the fourth 

foor. The Shangyuan Spring Banquet was held on the seventh foor, where the emperor was also. This 
was Chen Xuanli's only goal. 





Yuan Zai immediately followed Chen Xuanli, and the scene in front of him raged, making him speechless. 
Should we continue to move up? This risk value is not worth taking? You know, even if the emperor did 
n’t die in the explosion, he might be controlled by the earthworm now. The risks are growing, but the 
benefts are getting smaller. Yuan Zai's heart could not help but shake. 


However, he could not fnd any excuse to leave for the time being. Chen Xuanli's current state of mind, 
as long as Yuan Zai reveals his intention to leave, he will be killed as a deserter on the spot. 


The ground on this foor is littered with sharp debris and a lot of broken porcelain, making it diffcult for 
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search around, and suddenly his eyes lit up, and he couldn't believe what he saw. 


On the edge of the foor a dozen steps away from him, there is a square pillar with eaves, propping up 
the high eaves eaves corner. At this time, at the lower edge of this square column, leaning on a person, 
his clothes were torn, and he seemed unconscious. The man was bruised all over, almost unable to see 
his face, but he was familiar with the one-eyed one, and once scared his pants for this. 


"Zhang Xiaojing?" 


Yuan Zai was shocked and happy. He didn't expect to meet this guy again in this building. He didn't care 
much and shouted to stop Chen Xuanli. Chen Xuanli turned around and asked him how he was going. 


Yuan Zai pointed to Zhang Xiaojing: "The culprit of the bombing was him. We are always looking for him 
from Jing'an." Chen Xuanli glanced over there. He had heard the name before, and it seemed that he 
was the captain of Jing'an, and then he didn't know How was it wanted by the whole city, and soon the 
wanted order was cancelled again. 


However, this name only stopped Chen Xuanli for a moment. He was not interested in solving the case. 
The safety of the emperor was the most important. He was about to move on, Yuan Zai called again: 
"This is an important criminal, you can go frst, General! Here | will deal!" 


Chen Xuanli heard that this guy was making excuses and didn't want to leave. But this excuse is so grand 
that he can't refute it. Of course, the murderer of the building explosion cannot be ignored. He didn't 
have time to talk much, so he snorted and rushed to the fourth foor with the others. 


Yuan Zai watched Chen Xuanli leave them then walked in front of 

Yuan Zai watched Chen Xuanli leave them, then walked in front of Zhang Xiaojing. He smiled playfully 
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waist. 


This knife belonged to a Longwu guard who died at the entrance. It was picked up by Chen Xuanli and 
handed over to Yuan Zai. He wasn't used to the weight of this weapon in the military, and weighed it 
several times to get a frm hold. 


"When you were arrogant in Chao's family, did you ever think that the retribution came so fast?" Yuan 
Zai shook his blade and said bitterly to Zhang Xiaojing. The experience of urinating pants was a shame, 
and he hated this violent fve Yan Luo. 





Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes tightly, and did not respond to Yuan Zai's voice, unaware of his life or 
death. 


Yuan Zai pointed the tip of the knife at Zhang Xiaojing and began to work slowly. He had calculated that 
it was proper, and Zhang Xiaojing died in this diligent administration building, which was the best result. 
Not only out of hatred, but also out of interest. His hard work tonight was only completely safe when 
Zhang Xiaojing died. 


Yuan Zai now deeply understands Feng Dalun's mood: this guy is too dangerous, as long as he is alive, it 
is a huge variable, and he does not die. It is really uneasy. 


"The evil you did is enough for the court to retrieve the torture of Gu Fali. Now | kill you, it's also for 


you. 


Yuan Zai murmured nonsense nonsense, and slowly stretched out the straight knife. He had never killed 
anyone and was slightly nervous, so his capacity was not very precise. The tip of the knife frst lifted the 
outer robe, aimed at the heart, and then pierced the rough skin stained with smoke, and immediately 
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This time, the tip of the knife was very stable, and only one last effort was needed to completely 
penetrate the heart. At this time, Yuan Zai suddenly felt a sharp pain in the back of his head, his eyes 
were black, and he fainted. 


"lecher!" 


Tan Qi put aside the copper candlestick in his hand, stepped on Yuan Zai's body, and few towards Zhang 
Xiaojing. 


Zhang Xiaojing's memory is a little vague about what happened after climbing the top of the lamp tower. 
He vaguely remembered that he was leaning on the 3% #8 straddle, waiting for the last moment to come, 
his eyes were colorful and gorgeous. 


At frst Zhang Xiaojing thought it was an illusion produced before death, but there was always a strong 
voice in his ear. Although his reason has given up his escape, but the stubborn impulse in his 
heart, but never really convinced, has been trying to fnd a possibility of survival. 


He tried to open his eyes to distinguish, and fnally found that it was a string of multicolored tulle. 
Presumably this is also a design from Mao Shun. The lights of the light house can show a more layered 
light through them. At this time, the lantern building was burning, and the fames were igniting. These 
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How are they fxed on the lamphouse? 


Zhang Xiaojing raised his head, and suddenly found that over a dozen hemp ropes were fxed on the 4 
38 span frame, and the lower end was scattered, pulling them in different directions. All kinds of tulle 
are hung on the hemp rope, and they are hung densely around the lamp tower, just like the spring. This 
is called the pull spring rope, but Zhang Xiaojing does not know and care. 





What he cared about was the rope itself. After a short observation, he found that there was an extra 
thick hemp rope, the rope was tied to the neck of the robe, and the other end of the hemp rope was 
pulled diagonally to the edge of the south wall of Xingqing Palace and fxed to the mouth. together. From 
a distance, a thick line was drawn diagonally between the city wall and the roof. 


An idea of survival emerged inexplicably. 


The fsh intestine is a very delicate person, and he must have reserved the retreat route early so that he 
can leave quickly after starting the last organ. This route will not go downstairs, time will inevitably be 
too late, and his retreat can only be on the top, so there is only one way left: 


Holding the spring rope. 
Sliding away from the lighthouse along this lead rope is the fastest way to retreat. 


The next thing, Zhang Xiaojing's actual record is unclear. He trancely remembered that he struggled to 
get up, climbed the straddle frame, grasped the thickest rope by instinct, and then hung his hands with a 
volley of silk ribbon, swinging his body and sliding away from the light tower. top. 


His body quickly slipped across the night sky of Chang'an, left the light tower, and few towards Xingqing 
Palace. 


Just as he was about to arrive at the south wall of Xingqing Palace, the light tower burst suddenly, and 
the strong shock wave caused the entire rope to swing violently. Immediately afterwards, the upper half 
of the lamp tower overturned and hit the Xingqing Palace. This action completely changed the direction 
of the rope. Zhang Xiaojing's feet had almost stepped on the city wall, and was suddenly pulled into the 
air again, with a lot of debris rolling into the third foor ... 


... Zhang Xiaojing slowly opened his eyes and saw Tan Qi's face. 


Tan Qi's long black hair was scattered across the forehead, and his cheeks were covered with dirt and 
dust. The aqua skirt was torn, with large and small burning holes, and bare white skin. 


But she didn't feel a little shy at this moment, she moved forward, hugged Zhang Xiaojing's head, and 
called his name out loud. Zhang Xiaojing's lips whined, but he was speechless. Tan Qi looked at the left 
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throat. Zhang Xiaojing desperately opened his mouth and accepted it with his tongue. Before in the 
lamphouse, he was almost toasted. At this time, there was a dripping entrance, such as drinking 
honeydew. 


Zhang Xiaojing slowly recovered and asked her how she came here. 
Tan Qi himself did not expect to meet with Zhang Xiaojing here. Before she annoyed the prince, she was 


dragged away from the Shangyuan Spring Banquet by the guards and was temporarily locked in a 
storeroom on the third foor of the Inviting Hall. 





There is no wall on this foor, so the design of the warehouse is half sunk to the second foor. When the 
lamphouse exploded, the scorching strong wind swept through the entire Inviting Hall, and the entire 
foor was ravaged miserably, but the warehouse barely escaped. Tan Qi heard the chaos outside the 
warehouse and realized that this was the outbreak of Que Lehuo, and his heart was 

desperate. 


After the voice was quieter outside, she pushed open the twisted door and stumbled through the smoke, 
but did not know where to go. 


It was at this time that Tan Qi saw that Yuan Zai was about to raise his sword to kill. She did not know 
Yuan Zai, but immediately recognized Zhang Xiaojing's face. In a hurry, she lifted a heavy copper 
torchbear candlestick and smashed Yuan Zai severely, which saved Zhang Xiaojing's life. 


After listening to Tan Qi’s story, Zhang Xiaojing turned his neck and looked puzzled: “Are n’t you in 
Pingkang? Why did it appear in the Qinzheng government building?” 


He didn't ask. Fortunately, Tan Qi had been forced to rely on the tension of his will, and fnally collapsed. 
She thumped on his chest, cried loudly, and repeated in her mouth: "I'm sorry, sorry, sorry ..." She felt 
that she really didn't do anything, did nothing well, after all, let Que Lehuo It broke out more, wasting 
the trust of the son and Deng Tuozi in vain. 


"Don't cry, what's going on?" Zhang Xiaojing's tone was rigid. 
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Xiaojing said with relief: "If you make such a trouble in Yuqian, let them withdraw the city's wanted, | am 
afraid that | have been shot by this guy in front of Chaofen-so your efforts are not in vain. 


He tried to reach out to touch her hair bun, but his arms and muscles hurt for a while. 


"However, Que Lehuo still exploded ..." Tan Qi's tears washed the dirty face out of the two gullies. The 
chaos just now had a great impact on her. Jing Ansi ran for so long, but he failed to stop the attack. The 
strong sense of frustration made Tanqi fall into the self-doubt of quicksand and was diffcult to pull out. 


Zhang Xiaojing explained weakly: "In the explosion just now, more people would have died, thanks to 
you-l said earlier, you can do more meaningful things than serve tea and water, how many men are not 
as good as you. " 


Tan Qi smiled reluctantly, only when Zhang Xiaojing was coaxing himself. His body was stained with 
blood, and her clothes were ragged. She could hardly imagine how diffcult it was for him to be alone 
while he was imprisoned in the government building. 

Even if Que Lehuo was really weakened, it must have been the man’s credit for running back and forth? 
Zhang Xiaojing struggled to get up, Tan Qi quickly helped him to sit halfway by the pillar. At this time, 
Yuan Zai also woke up and whirled around. He rubbed the back of his painful head and raised his head. 


He found that it was a maid who smashed himself. 


In fact, the real Jingan Secretary Cheng Jiwen, Yuan Zai said that, he 





wanted to habitually pull the tiger skin. Unexpectedly, this touched 


Tan Qi's counter-scale, she stared at her: "You rammed goods, also worthy of posing as Jing An Si 
Cheng?" Picked up the copper candlestick and smashed it hard. This time the force was heavier than 
before, hitting the thigh, Yuan Zai could not help but uttered a scream, and fell to the foor again. 


"Tanqi ..." Zhang Xiaojing stopped her, and said helplessly, "He is indeed from Jing Ansi." 


Upon hearing this, Tan Qi threw away the candlestick and tears fell down. Such people have entered the 
Jing'an Division, doesn't it mean that the son is already lucky? At the sight of survival, Yuan Zai hurriedly 
said loudly: "There might be a misunderstanding between Xia and Zhang Duwei!" 


Zhang Xiaojing stared at the bureaucrat with a broad forehead. Half of his embarrassment was due to 
him. He sullenly said, "I reminded you that something happened in Xingqing Palace before, but now it 
can be fulflled?" Yuan Zai nodded busy. Having just been hit by this mad mother-in-law, he was afraid to 
take the offcial stand again. 


"If that is the case, why would you kill me?" 


Yuan Zai's thoughts turned very fast, knowing that it was useless to beg for mercy, and he simply raised 
his neck: "So many people, seeing Captain You are about to blow up the lamp tower, even if | believe it, | 
can't convince everyone." 


This sentence is very vague and clever. It not only indicates that there is no hostility, but also implies 
that the hands are forced by the situation. It also implicitly questioned Zhang Xiaojing's actions. Zhang 
Xiaojing knew that he had misunderstood, but this explanation was too verbose. Now that the situation 
is pressing, he has no time to argue and ask directly: "What is the situation outside now?" 


Yuan Zai had to rub his thigh while briefy speaking about the attendance and government affairs. This 
building was invaded by people. Chen Xuanli led his team to aid. Zhang Xiaojing frowned tightly, unable 
to speak for a long time. He knew that in addition to Que Lehuo, Xiao Gui had another plan. 
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breath. 


This guy's strength, although he can't be ranked high in Datang's opponent, is undoubtedly the closest 
enemy to success. 


"| have to go up!" 
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escapes just now exhausted his physical strength and willpower, hurting him all over, and in a very poor 
state. 


Tan Qi opened his eyes and quickly supported Zhang Xiaojing's arm, trembling: "Deng Tuozi, you have 
done enough, don't force yourself 

anymore ..." Zhang Xiaojing shook his head and sighed: "Resting for 

the army When there is at least a hundred fngers, Xiao Xiao can kill, as long as he moves his fnger. " 





"Isn't General Chen Xuanli still there? Is he always better than you now?" Tan Qidao said. Somehow, she 
didn't want to see this man fghting again, not at all. Even if the emperor upstairs is at stake, she only 
hopes that he can lie here honestly. 
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me." Zhang Xiaojing said. He gritted his teeth again, struggling to support, frst kneeling halfway, then 
stomping hard, and fnally stood up again. The expression on his face was exhausted, and only one eye 
still showed a ferce light. 


Yuan Zai looks like a monster. What is this guy hurt like, and he has to go upstairs to stop the ferce 
worms? No matter how he calculated, he could not fgure out the value of this move. 
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"The road is my choice, | will go to the end." A hoarse voice sounded in the invitation hall. 


In the ruins and the turbulent fre, Zhang Xiaojing walked upstairs. His fgure was very weak, but he was 
also very determined. It was not until this moment that Tan Qi fully understood why the young man 
would choose him as Jing An Du Wei. The young man's vision was never wrong. 


When he thought of Li Mi, Tan Qi felt a pain in his heart, and he couldn't help crying again. This subtle 
voice was immediately caught by Zhang Xiaojing. He paused and turned his back to her: "Oh, by the way, 
tell you good news. Your son, is still alive-well, it should be said that at least when | saw it, | was alive. 


Tan Qi's eyes fashed, and a line of surprise came from his heart. Somehow, she felt strongly that the son 
must have been saved by him. But when she knew that it was not time to ask for details, she extended 
her arms hesitantly and hugged Zhang Xiaojing from behind. A fragrant fragrance quietly penetrated 
into Zhang Xiaojing's nostrils, reminding him involuntarily of the moment in the Jingjiao commentary 
room. 


"Thank you." Tan Qi whispered, and put her face on the back full of burns, feeling that the muscles there 
were tight for a moment. 


Li Bi almost created a miracle. 


He rushed from Shengpingfang to Guangdefang, traversing Liufang and going north to Sifang, and it took 
less than two quarters. The traffc situation in the above metaverse is simply an impossible task. At least 
a dozen people were hit by fying galloping horses, and he didn't even have time to stop and check. 


The accidental explosion of the Taiyuan Xuanyuan Lamp Building caused great chaos in Wannian County 
to the west. But farther away, the ordinary people just know it as a beautiful gimmick. 


Especially when you arrive in Chang'an County in the east, everyone 
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a major disaster is happening quietly. 





It stands to reason that at this time, Jingzhao House should issue an emergency order, knock on the 
street drums to stop watching lanterns, and let the people return to their respective squares, and the 
gates of the cities will fall. But the entire court center was also trapped in the building of the diligent 
government affairs, and there was not even a commander at the center. Chengping has been long, the 
vigilance and effciency of the entire Changan City have been worn away. 


Only many watch towers near Xingqing Palace still hold their posts. The martial arts sent a rescue signal 
frantically, but without the support of the Dawanglou, no one paid attention to the news. Those purple 
lanterns can only fash in vain again and again. 


Li Bi rushed to the door of Guangdefang in one breath, and saw the smoke in the square from a distance. 
It was the wreckage from the Jingansi Hall, which has not been extinguished. He did not care about the 
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The guard at the gate of the square saw the horse suddenly approaching, and was about to raise the 
fork to stop it, but he heard the knight stop drinking and the movement stopped suddenly. Is n’t this ... 
Is n’t this Li Sicheng? Li Sicheng, who was taken away by the thieves, came back by himself? 


The stunned guard, Li Bi jumped in and went straight to Jingzhao Mansion. 


Inside and outside the Jingzhao Mansion, the aftermath of the burning of Jing Ansi is still being handled 
Tale-lame)ael=la\ vai aatlalal=)eur-lalem alemelat-m at-Komacr-)|PAqLomiat-]mdalomeol(cie-lanamaal0lalel-lam aal-r-]alcos atcay-Vanci i athom o\-1-10 e101 | mae) 
this point. 


Li Bi rushed to the front of the house, jumped off the Malay and slammed the reins, and ran straight into 
the gate. A young man holding a fle was about to go out, looked up, and was stunned. 


With a snap, a dozen books rolled to the ground. There was a lightly wounded man next to him who was 
leaning to the door. The wounded glanced at Li Mi and couldn't help but yell: "Li Sicheng!" Then he knelt 
and cried. 
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Li Bizhi ignored the reaction of others. He swings his arms and rushes into it violently. Along the way, 
from the guards to the offcials, they were all shocked, they all gave way to avoid the edge. 


Li Bi walked to the main hall before stopping, looking around, and then grabbed the front of a small 
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"It's Ji Yushi ... Ah, it's not right, it's Ji Sicheng." Xiao Wen Li answered with trembling, then pointed to 
the offce. 


"Ji Wen?" Li Bi raised his eyebrows. This man has a lot of roots in Donggong. He was the son of prime 
minister Ji Xu. He was introduced to Yuqian by Prince Xue Xuegqi, and the emperor said: "It's a bad thing, 
| don't need it." . Unexpectedly, this guy actually turned to Li Linfu, and Gan ran for the horse to seize 
power. 


Thinking of this, Li Bi sneered, let go of Xiao Wen Li, and walked to the front door of the pushing hall. 
Several guards brought by Ji Wen stood in front of the door They didn't know Li Mi but they were 
frightened by his powerful aura, but they were afraid to move. Li Bifei kicked up and kicked the inner 
door directly. 


At this time, Ji Wen was pouring himself in the house, and his heart was Tao Taoran. His task is to seize 
power. As for other things of Jing Ansi, Yuan Yuan runs outside anyway, so he doesn't have to worry 
about it. So Ji Wen called for a wine, closed the door, and tasted it beautifully. 


As soon as Li Mi broke in, Ji Wen was so scared that his wrist shuddered, and all the wine in the glass 
spattered on the carpet. This wine was transported from west to west for thousands of miles, and it was 
expensive. Ji Wen was distressed and irritated. He raised his eyes and was about to attack, but suddenly 
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"Ji Fuduan is really so elegant." Li Bi's voice was soaked in Sanjiu ice water. 


Ji Wen was quite confused for a while. Hasn't this guy been taken away? Why did you come back 
suddenly? If it was rescued, why didn't Yuan Zai advance notice? What did he plan to do when he came 
back to me? 


A series of doubts quickly emerged in Ji Wen's mind, and fnally precipitated into three words: "Ji 
Fuduan"-the deputy is the elegant name of Shi Shi, who called me the deputy, he made it clear that he 
did not recognize me as Jingan Sicheng , This is to seize power! Ji 


Wen quickly judged the most critical contradiction, quickly adjusted 
the muscles on his face, and piled a stiff smile: "Chang Yuan, how did you come back?" 


Li Bi said bluntly: "Something happened before the Xingqing Palace. Is your Excellency still sitting here 
for a drink?" 





"Ah?" Ji Wen didn't expect him to ask such a sudden question, "In front of the Xingqing Palace? Aren't 
you pulling out the lights and the spring banquet?" 


Li Bi sighed secretly. Such a big thing, as Jing An Sicheng actually unknowingly, how can it be so 
incompetent? He took a step forward and shouted sharply: "The scorpion is thundering on the lamp 
tower, and now the Xingqing Palace is in disarray, eroding back and forth, and the situation in Chang'an 
is extremely critical!" 


Ji Wen's beard shook violently. No wonder he heard a loud noise from the west just now, and thought it 
was the spring thunder, but it turned out to be such a tragic event! Diligent and administrative affairs 
are upstairs, but the emperor and the group of ministers, if they are subjected to ferce fre and thunder, 
is it not? 


"|, | will mobilize the staff as soon as possible, go to King Qin..." Ji Wen's voice was dry. However, Li Mi 
interrupted him without any words, pressing step by step: "It's too late! If you have a hardworking king, 
there is only one thing you can do!" 


"what?" 
"Li Xiang, where are you now?" 


Ji Wen gave him a puzzled look: "Li Xiang, isn't he attending the Spring Banquet on the main building of 
Qinzheng?" Li Bi said with a sullen face: "He had left the main building of Qinzheng before the explosion, 
and he went where?" 


Ji Wen's beard was shaking again. He is not stupid, knowing what it means to leave at this juncture. He 
couldn't help but smile bitterly: "| have been cleaning up the mess in Jingzhao Mansion, where can | fnd 
time to look around?" 


"You are his person, wouldn't you know where the master is going?" Li Bi didn't even plan to test it in a 
fctitious way, and went straight in. 


Hearing this, Ji Wen said in a serious way: "Chang Yuan, you're so bad. It's the left patrol envoy and the 
servant in the palace, and the imperial courts rectify the imperial courts and make up for the 
shortcomings. Is it a private servant? Where is Li Xiang, it ’s almost the same to ask Feng Ge. 


"You really don't know?" 


"Exactly!" Ji Wen replied frmly, but he felt a little sad. After all, he was not Li Xiang ’s confdant, and even 
if the latter had any plans, he would not be able to reveal it to him. 


Li Bi said: "Very good! Then please ask Ji Duan to stay here for a while. After Jing Anji fnds out where Li 
Xiang is, come to consult again!" Ji Wen thought, as expected, the fesh came and turned his eyes: " 
Yours is held by the thieves, and Jingan Siqun has no head. Taking Chang'an Chengzhi as the next 
consideration, | took over for the time being, without the heart of the love stack-but the next 
appointment is the appointment of Fengge, and | dare not leave without reason. " 





To put it bluntly, my appointment was issued by the Ministry of Science and Technology, you have to 
recapture it, and you have to make an order frst. Ji Wen realized that such a big thing happened in 
Xingqing Palace, and Li Xiang ’s whereabouts became suspicious again. When this was very unusual, he 
had to live in a place where the government offce must be harmed to take the initiative in the chaos. 
The authority of the Jing'an Division must not be released. 


Li Bi's eyes were sharp: "What if | insist?" 


Ji Wen sneered and clapped his hands, the guards outside the door quickly came in. These escorts were 
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"Come here, help Li Hanlin to rest!" 


Li Bi's offcial position is to be punished for Hanlin. Ji Wen called it this, but made up his mind not to 
recognize his identity as Jing'an Secretary. 


The guards heard the order and rushed together, just about to start. Li Mi smiled slightly, and clapped 
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surrounded, and all face panic. 


Ji Wen held up the big seal and yelled angrily: "The offcial is here, do you want to rebel?" Li Miran slowly 
also removed the seal from his waist, and looked cold: "The offcial is here." 


In the push hall of Jingzhao Mansion, the two showed two big seals at the same time, facing each other. 
The offcial seal that Ji Wen picked up, the Newton Silver Ribbon, was exclusively for the Royal Envoy. 
Tonight's seizure of power hastily started, and the Chinese Ministry of Education was too late to cast a 
new seal, so a copy of the document was issued, which was printed with the right to use special 
opportunities. 


As for Li Bi's tortoiseshell seal of Jingan Sicheng, according to common sense, it is more powerful than 
the offcial seal of Yushitai. But he was taken away by the thieves before, and the document issued by 

the Ministry of Chinese Books has specifcally pointed out that to prevent the thieves from using it, the 
seal should be cancelled. Useless waste stamps. 


Ji Wen laughed: "Li Hanlin, this kind of waste seal, or Mo is out of shame!" But Li Bigao held the offcial 
seal, and his expression remained unchanged. Halfway to Ji Wen's laughter, he stopped abruptly, his 


eyes widened, and he found something was wrong. 


This is not the Turtle New Copper Seal, but the Turtle New Phnom Penh Copper Seal, the dark gold line 
looks particularly dazzling. 


This is not the seal of Jingan Secretary, but the seal of Jingan Order! 


Although He Zhizhang was seriously ill in bed, from a legal point of view, his post of Jing An Ling was 
never given up. 





Li Bishen went to Xuanping Square to "visit" He Zhizhang, and this one was taken by him. At this time, it 
means that he has the right to "interim Jingan order". Ji Wen was shocked to fnd that, after going 
around, he became a subordinate of Li Mi. 


"Here, this is a correction! He Jian is already ill, it is impossible to give Into to you!" Ji Wen was anxiously 
corrupted. Li Bidao: "It was because He Jian was ill that he specially entrusted this seal to me. If he has 
any questions, he can ask his old man-who is coming, give me the seal of Ji Sicheng!" 


It was at this time that he called it "Jishi Cheng", which is really no ridicule. Jing'an, everyone saw that 
this sergeant was not pleasing to the eye. The guards did not dare to resist, but were also disarmed and 
shoved aside. Ji Wen was ashamed, and without the legal asylum of the Zhongshu Provincial Documents, 
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"| want to see Li Xiang! | want to see Li Xiang!" Ji Wen suddenly shouted wildly. 
"If you can see him best, we are also looking for him!" 


Li Bi left Ji Wen and his several guards in the pushing room, and sent someone to guard the door, like 
house arrest. Then he quickly summoned several surviving principals and asked about the situation, only 
to fnd out how troublesome things were. 


The attack of the earthworm and the fre caused heavy casualties. After Ji Wen took over, he didn't do 
anything right, but expelled a group of Hu people. From the time until the present time, nearly fve hours, 
the entire Jingan Division is like a headless fy, and even the Wanglou system has not been repaired. 

What made Li Bi angry was that Ji Wen's only decision was to arrest Zhang Xiaojing and waste a lot of 
resources in this wrong direction. 


This is a complete mess. 


"Something is not enough, there is more to lose!" Li Bi snorted heavily, and was full of contempt for the 
waste. Several principals asked cautiously: "Li Sicheng, what shall we do now?" 


"Send someone to Xingqing Palace as soon as possible to fgure out the situation." Li Mi gave the frst 
order. The safety of Xingqing Palace-or to put it more bluntly, the life and death of the emperor will 
directly affect the next series of decisions. 


"Also, repair the Dawanglou as soon as possible, and inform the local government offces and city 
gatekeepers that the lantern will 
end early. The curfew is restored, and all the people return to the square quickly. 


The principals heard this command and all sighed in silence. Even the Lantern Festival must be cancelled, 


showing how serious the situation is. 


"Also, you have to fnd Li Xiang as soon as possible. Every mansion he recorded in the case must be 
investigated." 





A cold gleam fashed in Li Mi's eyes. If the whole thing was done by the prime minister, he must still hide 
a very dangerous backhand. What has happened, don't have to think about it, what is important is how 
to take the initiative in the following chaos. You know, at this level of struggle, either you die or | live. Li 
Bi must estimate the worst case and make preparations in advance. 


When | heard it, | still wanted to check Li Xiang. The principals looked at each other even more and 
didn't dare to ask deeply. Li Bi raised his head and sighed slightly: "The building has been dumped, and 
everything is done." Several principals saw the chief's expression so serious, and his heart was awe- 
inspiring. 


Strange to say, as soon as he came back, the soul of the entire Jingan Division also returned, and the 
atmosphere of Jingzhao Palace changed. Even the offcials who were transferred by Ji Wen were infected 
by Li Milei's style and quickly integrated into the rhythm. For example, Zhao Shenjun from You Xiaowei 
feels that his 

management style has changed greatly, which is much stronger than the original lazy procrastination. 


The dilapidated Jing'an Division, under the strong drive of Li Bi, creaked up again. 


At this time, a principal carefully asked again: "Li Xiang's mansion may not all be under the name of Li 
Mansion, what other tip does Si Cheng have?" 


There are too many houses in Chang'an City, even if Li Linfu has a secret house, he will not slap his own 
signboard. If there is no direction, fnding a needle in a haystack is the same. 
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the rich mansion of Beijing Middle School." 


After Li Bi was kidnapped by the Centipede, he was taken to a luxury mansion, where he witnessed the 
explosion test of a light tower. The most striking place in this house is a self-raining pavilion with a **** 
on the eaves. This kind of pavilion originated in Persia and was costly to build, not just anyone can build 
it. 


At frst, Cricket caught Li Mi and did not intend to keep him alive, so he didn't cover it. Now that he has 
survived, he cannot let this conspicuous clue pass. It is clear who found this mansion behind the scenes 
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But the principals were still worried: "Sri's papers have been burned down. The construction involved 
must be reviewed by the Yu Department. | am afraid it is too late." 


Li Bi looked around: "Where is Xu Bin? Has he survived?" Xu Bin has super memory, and if he is still 
there, Jing'an will do more with less. 


An offcial said that Master Xu was injured and was in the offce for cultivation, because Ji Sicheng 
thought he might be a scrounger, and he also sent someone to take care of it. Li secretly smiled back: 


"Xu Bin was sent by me to check the ghost. This is really blinding Ji Wen!" 


He instructed his men to lead the way and went to the establishment hall to check it in person. 





The order in the hall is slightly better than before, the doctors have fnished the treatment, but the 
groans of the wounded are still endless. The manpower has been exhausted, and then it depends on 
their own chemistry. Li Bi shrugged his nose. This smell mixed with the body's burning and oily smell 
made him very uncomfortable. But to a large extent, this scene is his responsibility. Li Bi had to atone for 
the atonement and endure the tumult in his stomach. 
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Xu Bin's retreat is located in the corner of the hall, separated by a double screen into a space, and the 
two soldiers stayed faithfully outside. Li Mi walked over, waved his guard away, and stepped inside. Xu 
Bin was lying on the side of the bed with his face outward, his eyes closed, and a white cloth strip 
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Li Bifang approached lightly, suddenly his pupils shrank suddenly, and the whole person froze. 
Xu Bin's body was lying curled up toward the inside of the bed. 
That is to say, his entire head and neck were turned around by force. 


As the place where the emperor swallows the house, the decoration of the building of Qinzheng Affairs 
is as luxurious as possible. Lou Queshan came out, carved beam painting building, fying cornices hanging 
on the dangling, colored silk foating silk. This style looks extremely gorgeous but once it is exposed to fre 
it is a place to 

support combustion everywhere. No matter under the hall corridor, 

it is now covered with billowing black smoke, filling every void, like a madman splashing thick ink 
everywhere. 


The distance from the third foor to the seventh foor is not very far, but Zhang Xiaojing's physical 
condition has fallen to the bottom of the valley, plus a mess along the way, making this road a thorny 
road. He gritted his teeth, trying to avoid the broken porcelain scraps on the ground, and touched 
towards the stairs. 


Along the way, he saw many servants and offcials of various sizes. They lay down on the ground in 
various postures. Their lives and deaths were unknown. The case in front of them was up and down. 
These people were drinking at a banquet the moment before, and they were shocked the next moment. 
Zhang Xiaojing also found some corpses that were dressed differently from the guests, some with 
crickets and some with dragon martial arts. 


It seems that after Chen Xuanli ascended the building, he encountered a strong resistance from the 
earthworm, but he has always maintained a forward posture. 


Zhang Xiaojing rushed to the sixth foor in one breath and had to stop to catch a breath. Today, he 
basically didn't eat much. He only ate some sesame oil cake a few hours ago. At this time, his belly was 
empty and there was a golden star hidden in front of him. He lowered his head slightly and saw a piece 
of roasted lamb leg under a fallen stone screen. The leg of lamb was roasted golden and tender, and the 
leg bone was still pinched by one hand. 


It seems that when the explosion happened, this unfortunate guest was picking up the leg of lamb and 
was ready to enjoy it. The results shook together. Before he could take a bite, he was pressed under the 
stone screen. Zhang Xiaojing leaned over and dragged the leg of the lamb. His hand didn't move. It 
seemed unlucky. Ironically, it was the surrounding fre that kept the temperature of the leg of the lamb 
unaffected. 





Zhang Xiaojing opened his mouth wide and tore off one without any politeness, chewing in his mouth. In 
the end, it is the master chef's craftsmanship. This lamb is roasted crispy and soft, and it is seasoned 
with precious spices such as cloves and pepper. It is also poured with apricot syrup. As soon as he fell, he 
immediately turned into a stream of heat to disperse his limbs and corpses, and slightly flled his vitality. 


He was also hungry and ate while walking, and a fat leg of lamb licked his bones after a while. Zhang 
Xiaojing fnally felt better, clutching this thigh bone, and came to the staircase entrance from the sixth 
foor to the seventh foor. Sweeping up, his eyes became stern. 


On the stairs, there were four or fve bodies lying on the ground, with the majority of the Dragon Martial 
Army, it can be seen that Chen Xuanli suffered an ambush here. Yuan Zai said that they did not come 
with more than a dozen people, so after counting, Chen Xuanli had very few people left. Even if he 
luckily broke through, it was a heavy loss. 


But this can also prove that Xiao Xiao will never have too many people, otherwise there should be Chen 
Xuanli in these bodies. 


Zhang Xiaojing put his bones in his waist and was about to climb the stairs. Suddenly his heart moved, 
and his feet were retracted back. Between the sixth and seventh foors, there are only two channels for 
passengers and goods, which must be guarded by Yan Bing. If you go up in a hurry, | am afraid you will 
be shot directly. 


He walked lightly to the side of the building, where the eaves angle was very low, and a convex wooden 
lip turned over at the edge. Zhang Xiaojing grabbed his wooden lips, stepped on the trunk, and turned 
hard, and the whole person climbed on a diagonal ridge covered with Uva. Jog a few steps up the **** 
of the sloping ridge and jump over a carved fence to reach the seventh foor. 


The seventh foor of Qinzheng's main building is called the Star Picking Hall. It is a rectangular hall with 
no pillars, the foor is slightly inclined, the highest point on the north side is the emperor seat, facing 
north and south, the other seats are arranged in turn south and down, and the arch guard is under the 
royal seat. The so-called "for the sake of politics and morals, such as Beichen, where all the stars live 
together". 
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of the main hall to a wide fat wooden terrace outside, with clouds on both sides. Standing on the terrace, 
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with excellent vision. The terrace is very close to the lamp house. 


The lamp house was just opened. The red chip is to throw candlelight here and start the lamp house. 


Unfortunately, for this reason, when the explosion just happened, the fat wooden terrace collapsed for 
the frst time, and fell down the city wall with the unlucky eggs standing above it and enjoying the lights. 
Tianhan Bridge was also damaged by half, leaving half of the miserable wooden frame half-twisted in 
the air, as if the remaining dragon wailed. 





Zhang Xiaojing turned over the seventh foor, which happened to be the remaining bridgehead of 
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smoke downstairs foated up, forming an excellent protection. 


This hall is semi-enclosed, there is also a circle of Xingqing Palace's southern wall outside, and Zhang 
Xiaojing desperately vented a lot of Que Lehuo's energy. Therefore, the explosions and impacts just did 
not hurt the muscles and bones, and there was no death or injury, but the scene was a bit chaotic. 


At this time in the Star Picking Palace, divided into three distinct groups of people. More than a hundred 
Chinese guests gathered together, shaking like a group of quails; standing next to them were dozens of 
crickets, armed with short crossbows and long knives, ready to start slaughter at any time. Farther south, 
Chen Xuanli and the Dragon Martial Army soldiers, who were not in ten people, raised their crossbows, 
but did not move forward, forming a confrontation. Other unrelated persons, such as maidservants of 
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It seems that the combat effectiveness of the Longwu Army is still very amazing. It continuously broke 
through the defense and rushed to the seventh foor in one breath. Judging from the positions of the two 
parties, the Cricket may have just controlled the situation, and before he could do anything else, the 
Long Wujun rushed up. 


It's a pity that Chen Xuanli can't go any further-Zhang Xiaojing clearly sees that at the highest point, Xiao 
Guizheng smiled and pointed the crossbow at a man wearing a reddish robe. Pedal Liuhe Boots-Li Longji, 
the Datang Emperor. 


No wonder Chen Xuanli did not dare to act rashly, the life of the emperor is in the hands of the old 
veteran! 


The Datang Decree stipulates that those who hold the qualities fght with the hostages. But in front of 
the emperor, this rule is meaningless. 


And on many guests, there are large and small black spots stains, like the sticky material just sprayed, 
and the same specifcations of pumps are scattered on the ground. Don't need to read more, this must 
be Yanzhou Shizhi, which is on fre-that is, the earthworms can use a little fre at any time to burn all the 
Datang elites. 


Zhang Xiaojing had a headache. The situation in front of him was 
too subtle. Several parties were in a state of high tension. With a 


slight change, it might evolve into the worst situation. The hostages are too expensive to be lost. 


There is no time to delay, and after a while, there will be countless reinforcements swarming, so Xiao 
Xiao will defnitely take action as soon as possible. 


You can't play, you can't drag, this is simply a dead game. 


It's a pity that Zhang Xiaojing's physical condition is too bad, it really can't move, can't forcibly break the 
situation. The only way is ... 





Zhang Xiaojing's big hand grasped the bridge post of the broken bridge, and suddenly squeezed hard, it 
seemed that he made an extremely diffcult decision in his heart. 


He stooped and sneaked into the temple from the broken bridge. This star picking hall is too wide, and 
there are so many people that nobody noticed him at all. With the help of those overturned cases and 
brackets, Zhang Xiaojing quickly approached the core of the confrontation. 
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the timing, deliberately kicked a porcelain plate frst, to attract everyone's attention, to avoid being too 
nervous to crossbow. Then he slowly stood up and raised his hands loudly: "Jing Ansi Zhang Xiaojing is 
doing business!" 
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but glanced sideways, remembering that Zhang Xiaojing had been 

wanted by the whole city before, and then the wanted order was revoked, which made him slightly 
puzzled. Zhang Xiaojing took out a waist card from his waist and showed it to the people of Long Wujun. 
It was indeed good for Jing An Du Wei. This made the soldiers in the confrontation somewhat relieved- 
the Jingan Division had arrived, indicating that the reinforcements were not far away. 


Xiao Gui's crossbow still rested on Tianzi's head, his face unchanged. 


Chen Xuanli was still staring at Xiao Gui with all his attention, and his crossbows were still. Zhang 
Xiaojing walked up to him and whispered: "General Chen, the army is coming, please be sure to delay 
for a moment, everything is destined to the life of the Son." 


This is a nonsense, and still use your advice? Chen Xuanli snorted. Zhang Xiaojing said again: "But before 
this, there is a matter of urgency, let the general know frst." 


"Speak!" Chen Xuanli kept his eyes fxed. 
"lam also a scorpion." 


After fnishing this sentence, Zhang Xiaojing shot suddenly, hitting the short crossbow in the hand of 
Chen Xuanli with the bone of the leg of lamb eating the rest. As soon as the crossbow was lowered, Xiao 
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shoulder. Zhang Xiaojing 
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Xuanli's throat. 


In this series of actions, the two acted intimately, as if they had been drilled thousands of times. Zhang 
Xiaojing rode on Chen Xuanli with a dagger and shouted to the surrounding soldiers: "Put down your 
weapon, otherwise General Chen will die!" 


In response to this shock, the soldiers of the Longwu Army looked at each other, not knowing what to do. 
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into his neck and cut it straight out. 





The soldiers had no heads, so they had to throw down the crossbow. Several worms quickly rushed over, 
bound these soldiers and threw them aside. 


There was a commotion over the guests, and Chen Xuanli rushed to the seventh foor just now. But being 
disturbed by this unexpected guy, the situation was reversed instantly. Someone heard that he claimed 
to be a lieutenant in Jing'an. He was still a ghost inside, and he couldn't even curse. The earthworms 
immediately started to suppress the commotion. 
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royal seat. Xiao Gui grabbed Tian Zi's arm and shouted with joy to this side: "Big head, | know you will 
come!" 


"I'm late." He said briefy. 


"Come, come, haven't you seen the emperor yet?" Xiao Gui laughed and dragged the emperor towards 
the front like a dog, which caused the latter to groan with dissatisfaction. Xiao Gui sneered: "Your 
Majesty, Weichen is no different from your identity, but you and | are still a little bit alike-we all have 
one life." 


The emperor had no choice but to move a step forward. 
Zhang Xiaojing looked up and walked slowly towards him and the emperor. 


The last time he left Xiao Gui was an excuse to catch Mao Shun. Now that Mao Shun, Yuchang and the 
two guards are dead, Xiao Gui did not know that he was almost broken in the lamphouse. He still 
thought he was his own. Therefore, to break this round, Zhang Xiaojing had no choice but to continue to 
pretend to be a cricket, for which he spared no effort to attack Chen Xuanli. 


As long as Xiao Gui is not suspicious, he waits for the opportunity to approach it, and suppresses it, and 
other crickets are not a threat. 


The biggest risk of this move is that a little carelessness will cause a big misunderstanding, and he can no 
longer turn over, but he has no other way. 


Zhang Xiaojing walked up level by level, getting closer and closer to 

the imperial seat. This is the frst time he observes the emperor from 

a close distance. It is a 60-year-old fat old man with broad eyebrows and sharp jaws and ears, looking at 
his face. For more than thirty years, Yuyu has given him a natural dignity. Even if he is held by Xiao Gui at 
this time, he still loses his prestige. There was no trace of confusion in the slightly cloudy eyes. 


It was this person who made the entire Datang National Power prosperous and carefully created the 
scene of the prosperous world in the 20th year of Kaiyuan. It was also this person that expanded the 
territory of Datang to the limit, and it was all over the world. But it was this person who indirectly 
created a monster like Cricket. 


Zhang Xiaojing is still ten steps away from Xiao Gui and Tianzi. A little closer, he can launch a raid. 





Going to the eighth step, his muscles were slightly tight, and he tried to squeeze out the last trace of 
strength in his bones, suddenly struggling. Xiao Xiao suddenly said at this moment: "Yes, big head, wait a 
minute." 


Zhang Xiaojing had to stop. 


"| prepared a gift for you, take it!" Xiao Gui gestured, and a cricket rushed into the guest, grabbed a 
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Zhang Xiaojing took a closer look, lying down and trembling, a prince in a robe wearing a folded scarf, 
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a slanted neck—it was Yongwang Liyin. 


The two faced each other and pulled Zhang Xiaojing back to the scene last October. 





20. MAO CHU (5,00 - 5,59), PART 1 


Speaking of which, everyone could not help but look back together, focusing their attention on a girl in 
the crowd. It was this year's red chip pulling lights. She heard the murderer mentioning herself, and she 
couldn't help but change her face and stepped back. 


The second day of Tianbao was October 7, at noon. 
Chang'an, Wannian County, Jinggong Square. 


A strong, pungent, **** smell permeated the entire polo feld, and those healthy Western horses were 
anxious, kicking their hooves and setting off yellow dust. 


Zhang Xiaojing stood in the middle of the court, panting, and the one-eyed red was like a mad beast. Not 
far away, a long-handled knife was thrown on the ground, and a giant horse beside him lay down on the 
ground like a mountain of meat. Its neck is tied with a ribbon, and the tail is bundled with feather ropes, 
which shows its unique status. Unfortunately, its abdomen has a large knife edge, and blood gurgling 
from the body seeping into the loess and soon 

dyeing the court A strange color of Zhu Qi. 


At this time, his left hand was grabbing the hair bun of Yongwang Liyin, so that this nobleman could not 
move. Yong Wang kicked his legs in horror and shouted for help. 


A lot of people have gathered around the stadium, including the elder brother who came to play polo, 
the servants of the Yongwang Mansion, the people near the stadium, and the large number of bad 
people who just arrived in Wannian County. But no one dared to get close to them, and who could 
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Zhang Xiaojing lowered his head and looked at the noble son: "Did Wen Wuji die like this?" 
"| don't know! | don't know him !!" Yong Wang shouted hysterically. 


He has not recovered from the shock just now. He was happily playing polo. Suddenly, a black fgure 
rushed into the court, killing his beloved mount with a huge knife with a monstrous murderous intention, 
and then pressed himself to the ground. The golfers tried to come to the rescue, and the two people 
were killed cleanly, and the others were immediately scared away. 


Yong Wang has never seen this one-eyed dragon, and his heart is inexplicable. It wasn't until the one- 
eyed Longkou spit the name "Wen Wuji" that he really became afraid. 


Zhang Xiaojing's knife shook, and his voice was colder than that of a 

poisonous snake: "Here is a ten-year-old bad handsome, and the 

torture case is the best. Since it has been found here, it is best not to lie to His Royal Highness." The 
threat was frightening, he could feel it, and this killing **** could do everything. He stopped, hurriedly 
said: "| really don't know!" 





Zhang Xiaojing took out a small bamboo tube from his arms without expression and forced it into 
Yongwang's mouth. Yongwang only felt a bitter juice fowing into his stomach along his throat, and then 
Zhang Xiaojing put a square scarf around his mouth tightly. on. 


He whined and tried to struggle. Zhang Xiaojing punched Zhongyongwang's ribs in one punch: "Mo 
worry, this is an emetic soup made by Houttuynia cordata and Bai Weigen. Any medicine store is always 
available. It is a good way to save the poisoned, um 

... but if there is a mouth Things are different, it's different. " 


As if to prove Zhang Xiaojing's words were true, Yong Wang suddenly bowed his waist and vomited 
violently. The porridge-like digestion in the stomach rushed back to the mouth along the esophagus and 
was about to spit out, but was blocked by the square in front of the mouth, and fowed back again. A 
part of it entered the respiratory tract, and the prince choked on it. 


On one side, the stomach cramps and keeps coming back, and on the other side, the mouth is not 
vented, and it is poured into the nose. The two overlap, let Yong Wang tears together, extremely 
embarrassed, and even sporadic vomit ejected from the nostrils. If it continues this way, it is likely to be 
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amnesty, lying on the ground and vomiting for a while, then stopped. Zhang Xiaojing said coldly: "This is 
Wanliu Guizong, which is the torture technique invented by Lai Junchen at that time. It is the lightest of 
the eight methods of Lai Shi. If your highness has leisure, we can try one by one. Come." 


This guy actually intends to impose a punishment on a prince in full view? Yong Wang fnally determined 
that he was a lunatic. For lunatics, power and reason are useless, only obedient and soft. 


"|, | said ..." Yong Wang's throat was hot, and he could only say dumbly. 
"Speak from the beginning." 


It turned out that on July 7th in the second year of Tianbao, Yong Wang occasionally passed Dunyi 
Square and happened to see Wen Ran setting up incense cases in the yard and begging to heaven. When 
he saw that Wenran was outstanding, he moved his mind. Back at the mansion, Yong Wang chatted with 
his confdant and left the matter behind. Later, after a few days, he happily came to the newspaper and 
said that he could buy Wenran as a slave in the future, and then Yongwang knew that these people had 
made things worse. 


"This king covets the beauty of beauty, but he has no heart to seize. It is really the Xionghuo Gang, 
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willing to please and wantonly to play, this is causing a disaster, it is not my intention!" 


Zhang Xiaojing understood it as soon as he heard it. There are too many such facts, and the above may 
just be an unintentional sentence, but the people below will take ten times the effort to promote it. | am 
afraid that the Xionghuo Gang has taken a fancy to Wenji, and this time, using Yongwang's signboard, he 
made a trivial matter to make people die. 


"Ben Wang also scolded them fercely, these people are really unreasonable!" 





"It's just a matter of no reason?" Zhang Xiaojing's mouth twitched. "And then three fnes?" In your eyes, 
are these grass folks all right like ants and crickets? "Yong Wang realized that he was wrong. It was half 
fattering: "You have revenge, brave men, you should only go to them. This king will accompany you." 


"Your Highness is bothered, the Xionghuo Gang has been washed by me again, and the County 
Lieutenant is also slaughtered by me." Zhang Xiaojing said lightly. Yong Wang's forehead jumped, feeling 
a pain in his stomach, knowing that he could never be good today. 


Zhang Xiaojing went to the feld to investigate the case before, and he heard this shocking change once 
in Changan. He remained silent, and proceeded to investigate in secret. With his bad and handsome 
means, he easily identifed the forces involved. So Zhang Xiaojing frst found a reason, led the bad guy to 
uproot the Xionghuo Gang almost, but unfortunately Feng Dalun ran fast and escaped a life. 
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worked with Zhang Xiaojing for several years and the relationship is okay, so Zhang Xiaojing wanted to 
be reasonable. Unexpectedly, county Wei Mingli pretended to appease, but was poisoned in the wine. 
There were a large number of swordsmen around him, and Zhang Xiaojing was going to be killed on the 
spot. Fortunately, with the familiar reports of his men, Zhang Xiaojing took the lead in counterattack and 
killed the county offcer with a knife. 


Zhang Xiaojing knows that there is still a reason to kill the Xionghuo Gang. If he kills his boss, he will be 
prosecuted as a death penalty. He rushed straight to the polo feld, and took the last culprit frst. 


King Yong raised his head and tried to persuade: "You have committed a heinous crime, | am afraid you 
are going to die. This king can still speak to his father and emperor, maybe he can be lenient." Zhang 
Xiaojing stretched out unexpectedly The big hand, grabbed Yong Wang's hair bun, picked up his neck, 
and dragged away from the court step by step. 


The Yongwang was terrifed, thinking he was ready to poison his hands. It's a pity that Zhang Xiaojing's 
hand, like iron tongs, couldn't break free. 


"Gan Xiaowei, Liu Wenban, Song Sixteen, Du Brao, Wang Hedong, Fan Laosi ..." Zhang Xiaojing dragged 
while nagging some names. Yong Wang does not understand who these people are or what they have to 
do with this incident. 


"They were all dead, all died in the Western Regions, and the Turks were killed. Wen Wuji and | brought 
their ashes together and placed them in the Wenji Xiangpu, the brothers of the Eighth regiment, except 
Xiao Except for the kid, Chang'an has come to Changan anyway ... "Zhang Xiaojing's voice was originally 
stable, but it suddenly became murderous." But you have broken down the shop of Wenji, and all those 
ashes are broken It’s spilled into the dirt and rubble, and | can’t fnd it again. " 


"It's not me, it's them! They!" Yong Wang shouted with hoarse exhaustion, he felt he was too wrong. 


Zhang Xiaojing stomped on the ground of the horse racetrack: "Since then, the brothers of the eighth 
regiment, like the yellow sand at this foot, are trampled by people and horseshoes every day." 





When Yongwang heard this, the spine climbed with a coolness. He seemed to be bitten by a poisonous 
snake, his limbs froze, let Zhang Xiaojing drag. 


The bad guys around and the chief of the palace followed them closely, but no one dared to get close. 
The names of the fve Yan 

Luos are so powerful in their hearts that they are just forming an array in the periphery and watching 
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The call of Yongwang did not touch Zhang Xiaojing at all. He dragged the sixteen princes facelessly away 
from the polo feld to the Guanyin Temple across the street. 


This Guanyin Temple in Jinggong Square is not large in scale. The temple is best known for enshrining a 
jade statue of Guanyin. This temple has a deep relationship with Yongwang. When he was born, he 
suffered a serious illness. His mother Guo came to this temple to pray for three days and nights. It didn't 
take long for Guo to die. Strange to say, on the day of Guo's death, Yong Wang was miraculously healed. 
The palace said that Guo moved the Bodhisattva and changed his life for one. Her card was also placed 
in the temple. 


With this fate, Yong Wang was very concerned about this Guanyin Temple, and often rewarded him. He 
would come to incense every year during the festival and pay a visit to Guanyin and mother. His interest 
in polo is precisely because there is a polo feld on the street near Guanyin Temple. Every time he comes 
to Shangxiang, he plays by the way and slowly becomes a master. 


At this time he found that Zhang Xiaojing dragged him to Guanyin Temple, straight hair in his heart, 
wondering what the lunatic was going to do. Zhang Xiaojing kicked the temple door open and drove 
away the monk who lived in the temple with his eyes, and went 

straight to Guanyin Hall. 


The dripping Guanyin was standing in the hall, warm and clear, with extraordinary appearance. There is 
also a side shrine with seven lotus fowers standing next to it, and there is a sign standing inside, which is 


naturally the mother of the Yong King Guo. 


Zhang Xiaojing let go of his hand and kicked Yongwang to the ground, letting him kneel in front of the 
Guanyin statue. Yong Wang looked up and saw his mother's card, and he burst into tears. 


"You swear me in front of the Bodhisattva and your mother-in-law, and | will spare you a life." Zhang 
Xiaojing said lightly. Yong Wang couldn't believe his ears: "What oath?" 


"From now on, you must not retaliate or investigate Wenran and Wenji Xiangpu. 


Yong Wang thought it was too easy. Would n’t it be a new trick torment people? He opened his mouth 
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Zhang Xiaojing was expressionless, but his heart smiled slightly. 


Kill all the people involved in the incident, although they are happy, but they will defnitely be retaliated 
against. He is familiar with the means of those people. 





He died alone, and he died. But Wenran is still young, and she still has a long way to go. Wen Wuji has a 
spirit in heaven and will never 
allow Zhang Xiaojing to sacrifce his daughter's happiness in order to avenge himself. 


Therefore, Zhang Xiaojing went crazy, but could not ignore the fate of Wenran-she could be regarded as 
the only blood of the entire eighth regiment remaining in the world. 
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make a guarantee not to start again against Wenran. Zhang Xiaojing has done an investigation, and Yong 
Wang sincerely believes in the Guanyin Temple. He swears here that he should take it seriously. As long 
as Yong Wang dared not take action, his men will surely have a degree of convergence and Wen Ran will 
be able to lead a peaceful life. 


Zhang Xiaojing thought of this and kicked over again, urging him to hurry. Yongwang had to kneel on the 
ground reluctantly, and wipe the stains off the corner of his mouth with his sleeve. Burn incense to 
Guanyin, worship, then incense to your mother, bow, and then squeeze a line of incense, twisting and 
squeezing and said: "From now on, the king and the Wen family will have a grudge against each other. If 
there is any violation, Tian Lei will die! " 


After speaking, Yongwang respectfully knocked three heads respectfully. No matter how stubborn he is, 
in the presence of Guanyin and his mother, he is always respectful. After doing this, he folded the 
incense into two and handed it to Zhang Xiaojing: "Is that all right?" 


Zhang Xiaojing took the incense and crushed it with his fngers into a fne powder: "If you break the oath, 
even if the Guanyin Bodhisattva does not pursue it, | will come to you." Yong Wang lowered his head 
and dared not with that horrible one-eyed Stare. 


Zhang Xiaojing breathed a sigh of relief, and ignored him, turned and walked out of the temple, his arms 
ficked, and pushed open the temple door and went out. There were already soldiers gathered outside 
the temple, and when he came out, he drew swords and crossbows. Seeing Zhang Xiaojing take the 
hand out, the frst reaction of those bad people actually took a step back at the same time. 


"Ten thousand years of bad handsome Zhang Xiaojing, surrendered himself!" 
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nest of old birds on the big tree in front of the door. 


A few months later, Zhang Xiaojing did not expect to see Yongwang again, and it was on such an 
occasion. 


Yong Wang did not expect to see Zhang Xiaojing again. Since the attack on the polo feld, he has fallen ill, 
and when Zhang Xiaojing is mentioned, his stomach will cramp and vomit. Seeing the deity at this time, 
he was even blushing, his lips together, and "wow" spit out the precious wine. The sour gas came tangy. 


Xiao Gui laughed: "Big head, you left him a life earlier to protect the affair. Now there is no need to 
worry about this, the murderer who kills Wen Wuji, will leave it to you!" 





Zhang Xiaojing took a step forward in silence, and Yong Wang panicked his right hand in panic: "You 
promised, | won't touch it, you won't kill me!" 


"Today Xionghuo Gang kidnapped Wenran, do you know?" Zhang Xiaojing asked. 


"Uh... uh... | didn't know it in advance!" Yong Wang's face was uncertain. He did not lie, Feng Dalun 
informed him afterwards, and was acquiesced. In Yong Wang's heart, this is not an oath-but the 
problem is that he does not have the fnal say. 


"Big head, don't talk to him, pick out your heart and soul with a knife, and the sacrifce is unscrupulous." 
Xiao Gui shouted above. 


The air in the hall suddenly became tense. Everyone knows that the emperor is very fond of the sixteen 
princes, and now these thieves are going to open the heart of the Yongwang live in his face, how should 
it be. 


Zhang Xiaojing grabbed Yong Wang's shirt with a blank expression, suddenly extended his arm, and 
slapped him hard. Yongwang was beaten dizzy and his cheeks swelled up. Xiao Gui thought that he was 
going to vent frst, without urging, and waited with interest to 

watch him start. 


Zhang Xiaojing said: "It's too cheap to pick him up for this kind of faint king. The eight methods of Lai's, 
you have to give him one by one." He grinned, revealing a gruesome grudge. When Yongwang heard it, 
his whole body shook like a chaff. Last year, "Wanliu Guizong" had tortured him so much that he was 
not as good as death. 


Xiao Gui looked at the fre outside: "It's not to sweep your interest, our time is running out." Zhang 
Xiaojing kicked Yong Wang down and stepped on his chest, grinning: "It's okay, | think of a good idea ." 


He was dragging Yong Wang's hair bun just like it was a few months ago, and dragged him fercely to the 
broken bridge on the seventh foor, pushing it out. Half of Yong Wang's body was hanging outside the 
diligent government building. Xiao Gui watched with interest, looking forward to what wonderful drama. 
Tianzi stood beside him, motionless, but his eyes showed anger. 


Yong Wang has been scared away, vomiting loudly, as if the nightmare is recurring. Zhang Xiaojing 
grabbed his skirt and lowered his voice and said: "If you want to live, just listen to me." 


Yong Wang was still screaming, Zhang Xiaojing gave him a slap in the face: "| really want to kill you now, 
but now | still need you to do one thing." Yong Wang was stunned, not understanding the end What do 
you mean. Zhang Xiaojing said: "| will push you downstairs next, you have to listen carefully ..." 


He whispered something in the ear of Yong Wang. Yong Wang opened his eyes frst, then shook his head 
desperately. It's a pity that Zhang Xiaojing didn't give him the opportunity to push hard, Yong Wang 
screamed and fell straight down from the seven-story broken bridge. Since it is called the Star Picking 
Palace here, it is naturally very high from the ground. If you fall down like this, it will defnitely become a 
mess of meat. 





After the prince was smashed, Zhang Xiaojing returned to the main hall with a calm mind. Xiao Gui licked 
his lips, feeling a little unpleasant: "Big head, you are so cheap for him?" Zhang Xiaojing said lightly: "As 
you said, time is running out, let's go straight to the topic and better." His eyes foated to the emperor. 


"Enough! You have something to tell me directly." 
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The emperor who had just experienced the pain of bereavement fnally spoke. He frowned tightly, but 

his waist was straight. A fat old **** next to him saw it, and he fell to his knees with a loud grunt, crying 
out loud in spite of the threat from the cricket. The cry was like a signal. All the guests hula-laed on their 
knees. The thief pushed the Son to this point. The group of offcials were all in a state of panic and shame. 


The earthworms were alert and calmed their crossbows, whoever dared to come forward would be 
struck by the arrow. 


"Your Majesty, you fnally spoke." Xiao Gui seemed to smile. 


When they broke into the seventh foor just now, there was chaos in the banquet hall, crying and 
howling everywhere. Only the emperor remained on the imperial seat, and he refused to surrender. 
Even if he was hijacked by the earthworm, he did not say a word, maintained his condescending 
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The death of Yongwang made this layer of restraint fnally unable to hide. 


"Who the **** are you?" Tianzi hung two red-yellow wide sleeves on both sides, bowing his head 
slightly, as if inquiring about a courtier. 


Under the frelight, Xiao Gui closed his eyes with satisfaction, and seemed to enjoy the beauty of this 
moment. He extended his fnger and nodded his forehead: "We are the veterans of the Eighth Regiment 
of the Western Region's Hufu. If your majesty has a good memory, nine years ago, you also gave us a 
reward." 


Tian Zi's eyes were a little dazed, obviously he couldn't remember at all. Xiao Guidao said: "Nine years 
ago, Sulu Khan committed the crime and besieged to change the city. The eighth regiment defended the 
Fengsui Fort for more than 20 days. Only three people survived in the end, and two of them arrived 
today. Small things are naturally not in my mind. " 


The emperor said nothing: "Are you blaming my poor soldiers?" 
"No, no." Xiao Gui shook his fnger. "We are very honored to participate in it and be loyal to Your 
Majesty. It is our duty to protect the country and protect the country. We are also satisfed with the 


award awarded by the court. Today is here , Not for those old things, but for admonishment. " 


"Bing admonishment?" Tianzi's eyebrow fickered, almost wanting to laugh. Where is this kind of 
"admonishment" under the sky? 


"Your Majesty is a real dragon, we are just humble earthworms. But sometimes, the earthworms can see 
this palace's truth and reality better than the real dragon." 


He pointed one of the crickets at his fnger: "This man is called Wu Guiyi, Hejianren, his family has been 
drought for years and his rent has not diminished, his wife and children are separated. He left the camp 





and returned to his hometown, and he was accused of feeing." Pointed to another earthworm: "His 
name is Mowaer, Jincheng Zahu. He raised a loan to raise a camel. He was driven away by the emperor, 
and the loan was not repayable. He could only die because of his physical condition. 


"By the way, there is this Saofahui, a native of Henan County. He has a little contact with Shangyuan 
Lantern Festival. Your Majesty, you love to watch the Lantern Festival is lively, so all the prefectures and 
counties are competing with each other to raise artists, to win the name of the red chip. There are 
dozens of alternatives behind the lamp-pulling cars that each team enters Beijing, and the costs are all 
on the local county residents. Sofa Hui was a brilliant carmaker who worked hard for the government 
and was exhausted and almost bankrupt. . " 


Speaking of which, everyone could not help but look back together, focusing their attention on a girl in 
the crowd. It was this year's red 

chip pulling lights. She heard the murderer mentioning herself, and she couldn't help but change her 
face and stepped back. 


Fortunately, Xiao Gui was not too entangled in this topic. 


"Every cricket on this foor was once a veteran in the army, and there is a story behind them. Although 
the story is small and does not enter the eyes of the chiefs, it is true. Such encounters, let it go Folks, I'm 
just afraid of more. The small eyes that come out of the worms are vividly visible on the pillars of Datang. 


"So you are planning revenge?" 


"What did Cao Yan say? The meat-eaters are disdainful and unable to seek far away. Your Majesty, our 
Datang is sick, it looks like leafy and fowery clusters, it is the beauty of the prosperous world, but the 
roots are rotten and rotten. After being eroded, it will look like this building of diligent government 
affairs, and it will suddenly collapse. It needs a ferce fre and **** medicine to wake up the world. " 


Tian Zi has not heard such harsh words for many years. He said in a deep voice, "What the **** do you 
want?" 


Xiao Gui said one word at a time: "If the non-giant city burns, there is no surprise to the people; if the 
real dragon falls, there is no way to alert Li Min. What the Weichen thinks is in front of the millions of 
people in Chang'an City, your majesty. A life. " 


Although everyone had a hunch about the practice of the earthworm, he said so majesticly that it 
caused a commotion. 


Heavenly Son didn't move, and stretched out his arms: "My life is here. If you want, you can take it 
yourself. If that is the case, | will never shrink back." 


Unexpectedly Xiao Gui suddenly laughed again: "Your Majesty need not be so anxious. Our plan for the 
Cricket is divided into two foors. If the lamphouse can blow up your majesty under the eyes of everyone, 
it would be best. If the heavens don't bless the virtue, it's not fnished Full power, Weichen will visit the 
building in person, and by this time, it is natural that His Majesty lives best. " 





He kept laughing, but the maliciousness in his grin grew stronger. 


"| hope that your majesty temporarily moves the dragon's toe, you surrender yourself, follow Weichen 
to see the world outside of Chang'an, and see the world of crickets and ants frst-hand." 


Surprise and anger rose from the crowd. This thief is so brave that he wants to kidnap Tianzi out of 
Beijing, and he has to travel around and humiliate publicly. Even Emperor Sui Yang did not suffer such 
insults. If the trip really takes place, Datang's face will be completely lost, which is even more terrible 
than the death of the emperor on the spot. 


Hearing this request, Tianzi's face fnally changed: "You can kill me, but don't think I'm going with you." 


As Xiao Gui raised his hand, the crickets raised their short crossbows and aimed at the group of guests: 
"Your Majesty, do you not pity these courtier guests?" 


Emperor Tianzi said with a sullen face: "The death of a group of ministers, can accompany the 
mausoleum." His meaning is very clear, today everyone in this building is dead, and will never follow 
these crickets to leave. 


"Jun worrys about his servants, he humiliates his death!" 


A high voice sounded from the group of guests. This is a sentence in "Yueyu". This shout instantly ignited 
the anger of the guests suppressed by despair. They shouted loudly, and the crowd surged. 


Twenty or so scorpions hurriedly raised their crossbows, but the chaos became more and more ferce, 
and the guests seemed no longer afraid of the threat of death. They fnally realized that if the emperor 
was taken away or died here, | am afraid that everyone would not end well. They called, surrounded by 
this, countless feet stepped on the porcelain plate and brocade, rushing towards the direction of the 
imperial seat. 


Zhang Xiaojing quietly bent down his knees, accumulating strength, and wanted to take advantage of 
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crossbow string fring suddenly came, and then the offcial who frst shouted the exit sign fell straight 
down, and there was a 

crossbow in his head 


Xiao Gui put down the crossbow machine, and his face was impatient. The shouting in the hall suddenly 
calmed down, and the splashing blood fower made them realize the terrible death again. That was a 
senior member of the rank, a person who stomped his feet to shake the capital, but he died like this, like 
a dog. 


Just now the Yongwang fell off the building, everyone just heard the screams, but now this person is 
really dying by his side, all of a sudden, everyone was shocked. 


Only one person is the exception. 


A fgure suddenly rushed in front of Xiao Gui, and while his crossbow failed to wind, he launched an 
attack. Xiao Gui was caught off guard, only to feel his head was hit by a jade fute. The jade fute 
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his belly with a punch. 


After a few fngers, the talent in the hall saw clearly that the dark shadow was actually the emperor 
himself. The earthworms around were all stunned and dared not to send arrows to prevent the leader 
from being injured by mistake. They could only watch the two men twist into a ball. 


Tian Zi's fghting skills were quite brilliant, and Xiao Gui was suddenly suppressed to the disadvantage. 


Cheng Ping's days are too long, and everyone seems to have forgotten that this high ninety-fve statue, 
when he was young, was once a bow rider, accustomed to driving horses and chasing eagles, fying 
arrows and shooting rabbits. In the two court coups of Tang Long and Innate, he had been profcient in 
pro-fghting and fought against each other before he had the situation today. 


Although today is more than 60 years old, the foundation of his youth is still there. Everyone, including 
Xiao Gui, regards him as an old man who is old and declining. But the inherent vigour in the bone will 
not be easily extinguished by fne wine. 


The two men played for a few rounds, Xiao Xiao was a veteran in the end, slowly adjusted the rhythm, 
and began to gradually pull back the situation. The emperor gasped for breath, and was soon the end of 
the crossbow. Xiao Gui was about to launch a fatal blow, and suddenly he stumbled. 


The exploding sound of proper talent hit the entire banquet hall, and the ground was messy. Xiao Gui's 
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his waist, and stabbed into Xiao Gui's right eye. 


Xiao Gui uttered a painful scream and quickly backed away. The emperor stabs too quickly, and even the 
tether is too late to untie it from the scrambled belt, and is dragged forward by Xiao Gu. The 

two men knocked over the imperial seat together, rolled down the slope, and the Tongtianguan and the 
crossbow fell to the ground. 


Zhang Xiaojing realized that his opportunity had arrived and few up, trying to catch Xiao Gui. But Tianzi 
had climbed up from the ground, and when he saw him approaching, he was extremely vigilant and 
grabbed a saliva and threw it at him. Zhang Xiaojing fashed over and hurriedly whispered, "Your Majesty, 
I'm here to help you!" But Tianzi's answer was to throw another fork that cut meat. Anyway, the ground 
is messy, and everything can be picked up. 


This can't blame the emperor. Zhang Xiaojing frst stunned Chen Xuanli and killed Yongwang. I'm afraid 
no one would treat him as his own, only when he came to help Xiao Gui. 


If Zhang Xiaojing is in its heyday, it is not a problem to deal with the ten emperors. But he is too weak 
now, his reaction speed is obviously reduced, he can only dodge while approaching. Zhang Xiaojing's 
heart was horizontal, but he couldn't do it. He could only stun the emperor. 


He was thinking that the old **** next to him suddenly stretched out his arms and hugged Zhang 
Xiaojing's legs and feet. Zhang Xiaojing wanted to pull away, but he struggled. Tianzi took the 
opportunity to rush over and stabbed Zhang Xiaojing's throat with that ivory handle folding knife. 





The tip of the knife has punctured a thin layer of skin on the outside. As long as you use half the force, 
you can kill the giant leader who attacked Miyagi. 


But the emperor didn't work hard enough, and he heard a woman scream in the hall. Tianzi's face 
changed abruptly, his wrist trembling, the knife did not stab it. 


Xiao Gui stood a dozen steps away, his right eye was bloody, and his left hand severely strangled the 
slender neck of a woman wearing a Kundao robe. 


"Too true !!!" Tianzi exclaimed. 
Li Bi stood in front of Xu Bin's body, unable to speak for a long time. 


Xu Bin is a treasure he found in the household department. When he was planning to build the Jing'an 
Division, he deployed staff from all over. Many bureaus and bureaucracies are in violation of Yang Feng 
and Yin, and they are sent by offcials who are not usually seen, regardless of their temperament or 
ability to handle things. Li Bi was furious and asked He Zhizhang's sign. Without any politeness, all were 
returned. 


The only one who stayed was Xu Bin, who was sent by the Ministry of Household Affairs. 
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household department,otherwise he will not be sent over. Li Bi found that he has an advantage, and his 
memory is amazing, as long as he has read things, especially numbers, he will never forget them. Such a 
talent can happen to be the core of a big case. 


Therefore, under the careful training of Li Bi, Xu Bin quickly became a decisive member of the Jingan 
Division. This man is not good at speaking, but his attitude is very diligent. The entire Changan 
information is contained in his head, which can be read at any time, much faster than going to the rack. 
Secretary Jing'an has today's ability and is inseparable from Xu Bin. Li Bi knew that Xu Bin's family also 
had old mothers and young children. He had promised him personally, and after this matter, he was 
released. 


But now, all this has become a cloud. 


At this time Xu Bin was lying on the couch, his head folded at a strange angle, his eyes closed slightly. He 
was too cowardly. Even if he died so wrongly, he did not want to stare at others, but chose to close his 
head. 


Li Mi closed his eyes and twitched his nose. He sucked the liquid that had fowed into the eye socket into 
his nasal cavity and made a grunting sound. There was a slight drowning pain. He and Xu Bin were only 
superiors and even non-friends, but he felt extremely sad. This is not just for Xu Bin, but for all those 
who have sacrifced today. 


Li Biqiang endured the tumbling of his heart, reached out, straightened Xu Bin's head, and then put his 
hands on his lower abdomen, making him look like he was sleeping soundly. "I'm sorry 





.." Li Bi pondered in silence. 


He gently dragged the quilt, trying to cover Xu Bin's face, but he could cover half of it, and his arms 
suddenly froze. Li Bi opened his eyes wide and found that Xu Bin's fngers were a little weird. He looked 
closer and found that Xu Bin's nails were all covered with light gray mud. 


The Jingzhao prefecture is in control of the capital, so the walls are still white, but it will be turned into a 
light stucco only after the gray year. Li Bi hurried to the other side of the bed, and by the candlelight, he 
saw a few scratches on his side against the wall. 


Li Bi had asked before that Xu Bin's consciousness was not fully awake and his body could not move, but 
he could do simple conversations. So the biggest possibility is that the murderer enters the screen and 
talks with Xu Bin. Xu Bin noticed that something was wrong during the conversation, but could not warn 
or fee. He had to quietly leave marks on the wall with his nails, and then he was silenced. 


Neither the Turkic Wolf Guard nor the Centipede had any reason to kill Xu Bin. It seems that the 
murderer is an acquaintance of Xu Bin, so it is not possible. It was the traitor who had never been caught. 


Li Bi crouched down and pressed the candlestick close to the wall. The walls of the hall are thick, the 
scratches are too shallow, and the strokes are scribbled. After reading Li Mi for along time, he could 
barely distinguish between two characters. The frst one was the "four" character, and the second one 
didn't seem to be fnished. He could barely see the word "Japanese". 
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think of the murderer? But why is it not more convenient for him not to write the name of the murderer 
directly? 
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He withdrew from the screen, immediately summoned the relevant persons, etc., and issued two orders: 
"The soldiers detained here guarded, and at the same time closed all large and small doors, prohibiting 
anyone from entering or leaving Jingzhao House." It was too reasonable, so it was amended to "prohibit 
offcials who belonged to the Jingan Division from entering and leaving the Jingzhao Mansion." 


The traitor must have been the person of Jing'an, so the others need not be suspicious. 

These two commands were executed quickly. The two soldiers guarding the screen were held down by 
their robes and escorted to 

a secluded room awaiting interrogation. At the same time, more 

soldiers went to the entrance and exit of Jingzhao House, replacing the original guards. 

This is an absolutely necessary measure. The destructive power of the traitor is too great. When Li Bike 


does not want to do anything, he is still put on the vest with a knife. Now Jingzhao Mansion has become 
a drip-proof urn. As for how to pick up the turtle from the water, it depends on his means. 





The interrogation of the guard soldiers is progressing quickly. When the two unlucky soldiers heard that 
Xu Bin was killed, their faces were scared, and they were so busy that they shook everything they knew. 
According to their explanation, during this period, there were many people entering the screen, 
including doctors, servants, and various offcials, and no records were left. 

Li Bi asked again, who ordered them to guard Xu Bin? 


The soldiers replied that they had received orders from Yuan Zai to treat Xu Bin as an important suspect. 


"Who is Yuan Zai? Why does he have the power to do this?" Li Mi asked sharply. One Ji Wen is enough, 
how come another Yuan Zai? An agent explained the origin of Yuan Zai in a low voice. 


"Where is he?" 
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not returned." 


Li Bileng snorted, although Yuan Zai's behavior made him very unpleasant, but at least ruled out the 
suspicion of internal rape. 


"Why would Yuan Zai determine Xu Bin as a suspect? What is the reason?" Li Bi asked. 





20.MAO CHU (5,00 - 5,59), PART 3 


The soldiers could not answer this question. Finally, Zhao Shenjun stood up and answered. Although the 
time when he came was short, his inner feeling was quite clear: "Master Xu collapsed in the back garden. 
After the attack, he was found and sent to Jingzhao for treatment. Cricket sneaked into the Jing'an Hall 

It is from the waterway in the back garden. Yuan Yuan believes that it is the principal Xu who opened the 
water net, let the crickets come in, and then passed out pretending to escape suspicion. " 


Li Bi was silent, his long fngers tapping on the table. What Yuan Zai said is not entirely unreasonable. 
Naturally, Xu Bin is not a traitor, but he should have just hit the moment when the traitor entered the 
Jingan Division. The traitor shot out, maybe because he was worried that Xu Bin saw his face. 


If you think about it carefully, this is the most reasonable guess. 


This traitor is really vicious and bold. Li Bi couldn't help but feel cold in the spine when he thought of a 
poisonous snake vomiting a core around him He stood up left a principal to continue the 

around him. He stood up, left a principal to continue the interrogation, and asked the guards to write 
(ofe\ a le-]| maalom el-te) e)(=1 

who had approached Xu Bin, and then compared with the members of the Jingan Division. 


Next, Li Bi has too many things to do and cannot spend all his time here. 

He walked out of the interrogation room and sighed slightly after holding his hands. At this time, 
Jingan's shortcomings were fnally exposed. This is a newly established government offce. It lacks details, 
but it is forcibly above the two counties of Jingzhao, Jinwuwei, patrol envoy and city gate guard. When 
there are powerful people standing on top, the entire Jing'an Division is at his mercy; but once it is 
messed up, the talent will be stretched. 

"Apart from Xu Bin, who else did Yuan Zai become a traitor?" Li Mi suddenly asked. 

"There is also a Yao Runeng who sent a signal to the enemy on the Dawanglou, but he was arrested and 
is now being held in the prison of Jingzhao Mansion." Zhao Senjun, who was standing on the side, 
answered respectfully. He fell out of favor in the right Xiaowei, hoping to hold another thigh. 


"He? Message to the enemy?" 


"The specifc situation is not very clear, but it should be a message to a person named Zhang Xiaojing." 
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Li Mi looked stern and stepped a little faster, urging the followers aloud: "Take me away, Yao Runeng 
will most likely know who the traitor is ..." 


In the moment Xiao Xiao held the female Kun Dao, everyone, including Zhang Xiaojing, was relieved. 





As long as the emperor escaped the threat of the earthworm, the greatest crisis would disappear. 
Although the female Daoist has the favor of the emperor, but on this occasion, her life is obviously not 
comparable to that of the emperor, and she will die, and no one will feel sorry. 


Only one person is the exception. 
This time, it was the emperor again. 


The emperor had already resisted Zhang Xiaojing and could kill him with one blow. But seeing Taizhen 
being held by Xiao Gui, Tianzi's movement stopped immediately, and his eyes showed great fear. 


"You must not hurt her!" Tianzi shouted angrily. Just now King Yong was pushed downstairs, he had 
never been so angry. 


"Let my brother go frst!" Xiao Gui shouted. His eyes were hurt, the whole person's hand strength was 
insuffciently controlled, the tighter his neck was tightened by him, the more diffcult it was to breathe, 
his white cheeks were fushed, and his full chest fell. 


Without saying anything, Tianzi withdrew the ivory handle folding knife. The old man had a fght just now, 
and he was also breathless, but his eyes were still. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't expect the emperor to be soft for a Kun Dao, but he had no strength to express 
surprise. Zhang Xiaojing only felt that his knees were soft and slumped on the ground, and the muscles 
of his limbs began to cramp violently. The battle just now exhausted his last strength. 

"Your Majesty, come here!" Xiao Gui still ordered the woman's neck. 


"Release Taizhen frst, and | will go with you." Tianzi said. 


"Please forgive Weichen for not being able to obey the purpose." Xiao Gui's hand increased a bit more, 
and the really real body became softer at this time. 


The emperor didn't hesitate for a while, and stepped over with a robe sleeve. The other two cicadas 
rushed over, kicked away the old 


****who was trying to stop, and controlled Tianzi again in his hands. The other person raised Zhang 
Xiaojing and walked towards this side. 


Xiao Guiao smiled and said: "| knew that Your Majesty was a passionate seed. Why did you have to 
spend so many lips just now!" The emperor didn't look at him at all, but stared anxiously at Taizhen, his 
eyes saddened. 


Xiao Gui let go a little, letting out a long breath, and burst into tears. 
Those guests stayed in place, feeling that the **** call sign of "the death of the humiliating minister" 


had just become a big joke. Because Tianzi was a woman, just because of a woman, he gave up the 
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their hearts. This woman was robbed by his son from his son. It is not surprising that such a ridiculous 
relationship leads to something ridiculous. 


The black smoke around the building of Qinzheng Affairs became stronger and stronger, and the fre 
after the collapse of the lamp tower has gradually transitioned to the main body of the building. The 
clan and cries of soldiers could be heard faintly outside. The reinforcements of the forbidden army 
should be not far away. 


Xiao Gui knew the time was almost up. He made a whistle, and the earthworms were instructed and 
immediately became busy. They frst dragged Tianzi and Taizhen, as well as Zhang Xiaojing, who had no 
strength, under the copper crane in the southwest corner of the hall, and then drove the guests to the 
center of the hall like a group of sheep. 


At this time Chen Xuanli woke up on the foor, his hands were tied back, but his mouth was not blocked. 
He raised his head and shouted: "Now the Guardian Armed Forces are coming from all directions, even if 
you hold your majesty, where can you escape?" 


Xiao Gui glanced at Chen Xuanli, and pulled a piece of tulle from the cloud wall, and wiped the blood 
from his eyes, but the smile on his face remained the same: "This laborless general is bothersome! 
Crickets go up and down the world, permeable . " 


The earthworms were very convinced of their leader. They had no worries at all, and systematically 
forced the guests with torches and crossbows to make them gather in the center. The guests realized 
that this was probably for the convenience of burning them all at once, but no one dared to resist with 
the fuel inside and the crossbows outside. 


Suddenly, an envoy who does n’t know which country can bear the horror, screamed, and ran out 
regardless of his foot. The earthworm named Sofahui raised a burning candlestick expressionlessly and 
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into a freman. Huo Ren shouted sternly, kept walking, and rushed to the edge of the foor, broke the lap, 
and fell downstairs ... 


This tragic episode left a deep impression on the other guests. They had to continue to move obediently 
towards the palace. The only thing they can do to resist is to move their footsteps more slowly. 


Xiao Gui ignored these things, and Shi Shiran walked under the bronze crane in the southwest corner, 
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of him. After bandaging properly, he smiled at Zhang Xiaojing: "Big head, this time we are the same." 
Zhang Xiaojing leaned back against the copper crane and was weak. He nodded reluctantly. 


Beside him, Tianzi was embracing Taizhen, with a look of despair and solemnity—Zhang Xiaojing even 
had the illusion that the emperor seemed to be touched by his choice and was completely immersed in 
this tragedy of ruin. It is rumored that he is obsessed with enjoying the show in Liyuan. This kind of false 
and real emotion probably originates from this. 





Zhang Xiaojing is not as nervous as Tianzi. Although his body was extremely weak, he was constantly 
thinking about what to do next. 


The bad news is that he never fnds an opportunity to restrain Xiao Xiao or rescue the emperor. The next 
chance is even slimmer; the good news is that Xiao Gui still treats him as his own, and his position has 
not yet been exposed. 


Today's plan can only use Xiao Xiao's trust to continue to follow them and take one step at a time. 


But he was curious. How did Xiao Gui plan to retreat? This is the seventh foor star picking hall. It is too 
high from the ground to jump. The two stairs in the building can't be used. Even if they can be used, 
they must face countless forbidden troops. 


Xiao Gu seemed to read Zhang Xiaojing ’s concerns and shook his fngers: “Remember how Gan Xiaowei 
taught us in the Western Regions? Everything will be established in advance, but not in advance. In 
addition to the pre-armor, there will always be A pre-B. His teachings must not be forgotten. " 


Speaking of which, Xiao Gui turned his head and shouted in the hall: 
"Hurry up, the enemy will be here soon! 


When the crickets heard the urging, they all speeded up, kicking and kicking those guests who 
deliberately procrastinated, and rushed towards the palace. The greasy all over the body stumbled, 
crying and scolding together. Their gathering place in the temple is the entrance to the ladder that leads 
up from the ground foor, and it is also the only way for reinforcements. 


At this time someone was already preparing the torch, and as soon as the gathering was completed, it 
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down the pace of reinforcements, and the cricket can retreat calmly-if there is really such a retreat 
channel. 


The guests were fnally rushed to the vicinity of Tongtian ladder, forming a circle of despair. Every cricket 
in the neighborhood has a smile of excitement. They have all been humiliated and bullied, and they have 
to be repaid today, and in the most happy way. 


The earthworms stood a long distance away from each other, raised 
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offcials. 


Just then, there was a strange sound throughout the foor. The voice was fne and deep, and it didn't 
know where it came from, but it seemed to be everywhere. The earthworms holding fre kind of looked 
at each other, | don't know where the sound came from. 
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fnd the source of the sound. Only Zhang Xiaojing closed his eyes, a scent of breath slowly spit out of his 
loose lungs, and his body quietly moved a few steps in the direction of Xiao Gui. 


The sound continued for a moment, and began to spread from below to above. There is fne dust falling 
from the ceiling and falling on the tip of people's nose. Everyone felt as if the luxurious cypress veneer 
foor beneath his feet was shaking slightly, like an earthquake. 


After a short while, the corners of the four foors on the four foors at the same time made a clear sound 
of Gaba Gaba, just like a high-pitched whistle suddenly added to the sing. Then various noises were 
added one after another, which became a messy ensemble. 


Before everyone could react, the upheaval happened. 


The foor of the seven-story hall was shocked frst, and then suddenly separated from the four walls, one 
side frst, and then the two sides were pulled apart, so that the entire foor was tilted at one end, and fell 
down fercely downward, sinking into the sixth foor in one breath. This big action shattered the main 
structure. In an instant, the walls were shattered, the smoke was rising, and all the guests, crickets, and 
banquet utensils standing in the hall were cluttered and fell to the sixth foor. The entire Star Picking Hall 
is empty, and even the roof is crumbling. 


The only thing that was spared was a circle of trails around the Star Picking Hall. They took up the main 
pillars at the four corners and were not part of the same foor. The copper crane is just at the corner of 
the Southwest Trail. From the perspective of the copper crane, the center of the seventh foor suddenly 
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his direction while swinging. His shoulder seemed to be pulled by the shock and accidentally hit Xiao 
Xiao's back. Xiao Gu was caught off guard and fell to the edge of the hole with a crooked body. 





20. MAU CHU (5,00 - 5,59), PART 4 


But Xiao Gui's reaction was also very quick. In the moment when his body fell, he stretched his hand and 
grabbed the Taixuan Xuansu belt. Tai Zhen screamed, and he fell out when he was dragged by him. 
Fortunately, the emperor responded quickly, hugged Taizhen, and pulled back desperately. With this 
slowness, Xiao Gu adjusted his posture, grabbed the edge of the broken foor with one hand, and several 
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Zhang Xiaojing sighed secretly. This emperor really cherishes sentiment. If he didn't stop, Xiao Gui and 
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that is once in a lifetime, | am afraid there is no chance. He shook his head and waited for Xiao Guilai to 
blame the teacher. 


Xiao Xiao didn't doubt Zhang Xiaojing's intentions. After all, the shock was just too unexpected. It was 
not surprising who fell in which direction. He glared angrily at the Son: "What's going on?" 


This unexpected change almost buried most of the crickets and 

This unexpected change almost buried most of the crickets and guests. Although there is a distance of 
six feet between the seventh 

foor and the sixth foor, as long as the luck is not too bad, it will not fall. However, a large number of 
reinforcements have now boarded the building, and it is impossible to leave the frefies with room to 
ignite. 
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"What's going on?" Xiao Gui shouted again, and blood oozed out of the gauze at the eye injury. 


The emperor hugged Taizhen tightly and shook his head. His expression was even more angry than Xiao 
Gui. This is the main building of diligent affairs. Since the 20th year of Kaiyuan, he has had countless 
feasts here, but he has never been aware of such a big architectural hidden danger. This ... Isn't this a big 
deal? ! 


Only one who knew what was happening was Zhang Xiaojing. 
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supported by a large column of rafters like an ordinary pavilion. Especially on the third foor, the Inviting 
Wind Pavilion and the seventh foor, the Star Picking Hall, are uncovered and unobstructed, and the wind 
is coming from all sides. If there is a ringed porch column, it is really a great scenery. 


In order to ensure the landscape and safety at the same time, the 
Ministry of Industry widely invited experts to invite Mao Shun and 
Chao to solve this problem, and fnally Mao Shun's idea won. 


He pointed out that the key lies in how to reduce the pressure on the upper four foors and the top. 
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tenon and mortise method. Instead of pressing on the four-cornered temple pillars, the pressure was 
transmitted downward through the convergent bucket arch and attached rotating beam. In other words, 
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In this way, the main column does not bear too much pressure, which can reduce the number of roots; 
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collapse. Mao Shun concealed this set of independent supporting systems in the foor decoration 
without any abruptness, which could not be seen by laymen. Mao Shun also gave him a name, called 
"Inner Building". 


Chao Fen greatly praised this. But with his professional vision, he pointed out that this design has a faw. 
If someone deliberately destroys it, there is no need to take action on the main body, just destroy the 
convergent bucket arch and attached rotating beam at key nodes, which will cause the foor itself to be 
unable to support the weight and the layers collapse. 


However, the Ministry of Industry disagrees. Who would dare to come down to demolish the building at 
the feet of the emperor? So 
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After the completion of the diligent government affairs building, the wide view and transparent inner 
hall were very pleasing to the emperor. Therefore, Mao Shun's worth has risen and the ship has risen, 
which has laid a foundation for winning the construction rights of Taishang Xuanyuan Light Tower in the 
future ... 


Before Zhang Xiaojing left, Chao Fang also told him this hidden danger. Zhang Xiaojing was downstairs 
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of the third foor were damaged to varying degrees. He instructed Tanqi to mobilize a group of surviving 
handymen to prepare for the destruction of the "building-in-building" nodes between the third and sixth 
foors. 


His strength is weak, and his experience is still there. He knows that if the Star Picking Hall falls into a 
confrontation, there is no way to break it by personal strength. This plan to destroy the "building inside 
the building" is the last method he can use when he fnds that something is impossible. It's hard to make 
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As for whether it would cause the casualties of the emperor and the group ministers, Zhang Xiaojing 
could not protect it so comprehensively. 


He deliberately dropped Yong Wang from the broken bridge, which was a key step in this plan. Under 
the broken bridge, which is the position of the six-layer eaves, there is a long-necked beast head 

with an oblique extension, wide eyes and wide wings, scales and 

fns,called Capricorn. The location where Yong Wang was pushed down by Zhang Xiaojing was carefully 
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Zhang Xiaojing told Yongwang to go downstairs to report that the situation above Tanqi was irreversible, 
and she immediately proceeded according to the plan agreed in advance. 





From the effect point of view, Yongwang did report honestly, and Tan Qi also carried out Zhang 
Xiaojing's instructions meticulously. Unfortunately, the foor collapsed a bit slower. If you can get even 
20 fngers earlier, you can wipe out the cricket, including Xiao Gui. 


Xiao Gui leaned forward, and the entire Star Picking Hall had completely changed its appearance. The 
lavish Xuan open room that used to be a feast, had now become a large, broken hole. There were 
frelight hidden in the six layers below, and human bodies, rubble, broken wood and debris were stacked 
together, and there were moans. 


Except for Xiao Xiao, the surviving cricket is only fve people, and everyone is happy. Just as long as they 
stood a little bit in the hall, they would encounter the same end. These people are not afraid of death, 
but it does not mean that they are not afraid of accidents. 


Xiao Ji suddenly saw that a half-broken cypress plank was suddenly lifted, exposing the curved handrail 
of the sky ladder. A group of soldiers armed with crossbows jumped out of the stairwell. 


Although the lights were dim and the clothes could not be seen 

clearly, it must be the forbidden army to look at the vigorous movements. As soon as they rushed up to 
the sixth foor, they immediately found Xiao Gui overlooking on the seventh foor. Seven or eight people 
raised their crossbows and shot fercely upward. 


Xiao Gui hurriedly retracted his neck, barely avoiding it. Several crossbow arrows hit the copper crane 
with a crisp sound. But they haven't been able to climb up yet. 


"Go!" Xiao Gui ordered. It is meaningless to investigate why the slab collapsed. The important thing is to 
transfer these two precious hostages as soon as possible. 


Of the fve surviving cicadas, the two held the emperor, the two held it too true, and the other carried 
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quickly came to the southwest corner of the seventh foor of the Qinzheng government building. Here, 
they overturned the balustrade and stepped on the fying eaves of Uwa. Here the **** is not small, and 
everyone has to carefully clamp their feet at each place to ensure that they do not slip. 


It is already on the outside of the main building of Qinzheng, and the position is quite high. At this time 
the sky became deeper and deeper, the darkest time before dawn. The night wind blew high above the 
sky, and seemed to be a little stronger than the wind in the middle of the night. Zhang Xiaojing climbed 
on the back of the earthworm and looked up. Although there was a lot of smoke, it 

was quickly shattered by the night wind, and the surrounding scenery could be seen from the gap. 


At this time, Chang'an City is still brightly lit, bright in the distance. However, compared to the previous 
bustle, these lights showed a little panic. Zhang Xiaojing noticed that the watchtower, which had been 
quiet for a long time, seemed to be back in operation again, and the dense purple lights fashing 
endlessly. He read a part of the information, that was to inform Zhufang Lantern Festival ended, curfew 
began. 


"This response is too slow." Zhang Xiaojing thought, looking down at the distance. 





The upper half of Taishang Xuanyuan Lamp Building was inserted upside down in the Qinzheng Affairs 
Building. The fre color of the whole body outlined this wreckage into a strange shape. In the inner 
courtyard of the nearby Xingqing Palace, there are also countless fragments of faming fames. The 
picture was like a dying fre dragon hitting the pillar of Optimus, and blood was splattering. 


Outside the Xingqing Palace, half of the dilapidated lamp tower is still burning, like a huge torch, 
illuminating the square in front of the Xingqing Palace. Many people lay down on the square, covering 
the entire slate foor. Looking at the clothes, the people in white who fell on the ground were almost all 
people watching the lanterns, with a handful of black armor of Long Wujun and artists who pulled out 
the lanterns. Countless fgures ran back and forth, crying. 


Seeing this, Zhang Xiaojing sank in his heart. Although Que Lehuo's explosion weakened a lot, it still 
caused heavy casualties among the people watching the lanterns. Thousands of deaths and injuries may 
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lights. | am afraid that the family will die here and be destroyed. 


Zhang Xiaojing only felt a feeling of frustration accumulating in his chest. He didn't care about the right 
time, and said: "Xiao Gui, have you seen it? So many lives, because we are all gone." 


Xiao Guizheng was standing on a straight ridge and looked in a certain direction. Hearing Zhang Xiaojing 
suddenly asked, he replied indifferently: "It's always a little sacrifce to do big things. As long as it's worth 
it, don't care too much." 


Zhang Xiaojing said angrily: "That's thousands of lives. They are ordinary people like us, so there are no 
more. Do you not feel a little guilty?" 


"But they succeeded in holding the Dragon Martial Army, otherwise where could the emperor be so 
easy to get, and it would be considered dead." 


"How can human life be so measured!" 


"Human life is measured in this way!" Xiao Gu poked back hard. "The price of holding a beacon is 300 
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overpowering a grassland tribe is 1,000 people; the price of the entire Datang vigilance is only 10,000 
people. No, is n’t ita good deal? " 


Zhang Xiaojing was speechless for a while, this algorithm was too cold, so cold that he didn't know what 
to say. 


"You are not trying to wake up Datang, this is just an excuse. You just want to vent your hatred." He said. 
Xiao Gui coldly said: "Big head, | saw it when | was guarding the Fengsuibao. Everyone was determined 
to die, you are persuading Wen Wuji and me to withdraw frst. Don't look at you, you are really hard, in 
fact, we are in the bone The softest one in the center. But | did not expect that you will be weak to this 


point. " 


"With so many innocent souls made in one hand, aren't you afraid of falling into **** after death?" 





Xiao Gui turned his head, and his blood-stained face was full of cruelty: "Hell? Big head, where do you 
think | have lived in these nine years? I've been prepared, how about you?" Zhang Xiaojing choked, just 
about to say what. Xiao Gui raised his hand and forcibly prevented: "If there is anything, wait until it is 
safe to talk!" 


Zhang Xiaojing remembered this, they are still holding a small team to escape the emperor. He was 
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the miserable situation on the ground. 


The emperor stood on the other side, also overlooking the miserable state of Xingqing Palace. His face 
was as thick as water, but he was quiet, and no one knew what the king thought. Taizhen was huddling 
tremblingly beside her, and now she only hoped that the nightmare would end as soon as possible, so 

that she could soak in the soup in Huaqing Chi. 


Xiao Gui made a gesture and moved carefully along the straight ridges on the cornices, and from time to 
time would step on a few pieces of Uva. The people behind followed in turn, Zhang Xiaojing crawled on 
the back of the cricket, shaking, feeling that he might step on the air at any time, and the experience 
was very bad. Too true performance is worse than him, this place is so high, so steep, her feet are sore, 
often rely on two crickets to support her arms. She felt she was going to die and couldn't help choking. 
The emperor suddenly stopped walking: "You have captured me, she is useless to you." 

Xiao Gui said without looking back: "No, with her in our hands, your majesty will only obey." 

"Here is the crest of the building of the diligent government affairs, surrounded by high altitudes, you 
have reached the end of the road." Tianzi continued to say calmly, "With this, | can guarantee that you 


leave the capital alive. 


Xiao Gui gave a contemptuous laugh. The pedestrian stumbled away for a while and gradually turned to 
the side ridge of a cornice. 


A pottery owl kiss is placed here, standing at the end of the main ridge, the head of the animal and the 
tail of the beast, and use the nightmare to get luck. 


Beside the kiss, there is still something that can never appear here. 
When Tianzi looked at the object, his face suddenly changed. 


"This is our way." Xiao Gui said proudly to the emperor. 





21.MAO ZHENG (6,00 - 6,59), PART 1 
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seems to be like fying birds in the sky. 


Tianbao three years on January 15, Maozheng. 
Chang'an, Xingqing Palace. 


The thing beside the kiss is a stone statue of a warrior. This gigantic king-like fghter, with a bearded hu 
hu, half-naked body, only half a piece of lion skin on his shoulders, wore a frilled corset, and wings on 
both sides. Its right hand is held high, the fve-fnger halberd is spread, and the left hand is holding a giant 
stick. 


Although Tianzi didn't know its origin, at least it could be seen that this thing was not in the middle- 
earth style, and it should come from the Persian Sassan area, and it also brought some traces of Sogdian 
style. 


The statue is not tall and it is a little shorter than the foot kiss Its location is very cleverly chosen. It is 
blocked by the kisses and cornices before and after. If you don't get close to the top, you can't fnd it at 
all-and there are several places in the entire Chang'an city that can look down on the top of the 
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Tian Zi's complexion became even more ugly. He had to hover in this building every day, but he never 
knew there was such a weird thing on his head. What if someone intends to do the curse of Wu Gu? 


Xiao Gui smiled and said, "Your Majesty, don't worry. This **** is called Rolling Mountain. It is the God 
of War in Persia. When the building was frst built, it was thought that Persian craftsmen participated 
and secretly repaired a place for the gods they worshipped. ." 


Datang craftsmen themselves are very capable, but they do not exclude the skills and styles of other 
countries. Large royal buildings such as the Qinzheng government building are dominated by Chinese 
customs, but the details are mixed with the characteristics of Turks, Persia, Tubo, and even Goryeo, Kuni, 
and Linyi. Therefore, it is not surprising that foreign craftsmen participated in the construction. Those 
craftsmen occasionally hide some private goods in obscure places, leaving a name or a paragraph of 
words, it is common. 


However, it is very rare to secretly display a foreign **** on the eaves of the royal palace. | don't know 
how it passed supervision 
and acceptance. The person who supervises this project must be the culprit. 


But what the Son of Heaven is thinking about is another question: 


How does the Cricket plan to escape? 





This is not a false god, but it sits on the cornice, and there is still no way to escape around it-does the 
fghting **** suddenly show up and can't carry them back? 
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to the side. Everyone noticed that under the stone carving, a large square hole appeared, which 
coincided with the shape of the base of the stone carving, and it looked as if this piece of cornice had 
been pierced by a hole. 


This hole is used as a channel for craftsmen to transport clay materials when building cornices. The 
workers will frst mix the materials on the ground, put them in the bucket, and the rope will pass through 
the hollow, which can be hung up and down on the cornice, which is very convenient. It seems that after 
the completion of these Persian craftsmen, they did not close it according to the regulations, but 
covered it with a statue of Rolling Mountain. 


"How do you know?" Tian Zi stared at Xiao Gui, his self-esteem was really unacceptable, this diligent and 
administrative building was full 
of loopholes. 


Xiao Gui said with emotion: "How can | say ... This statue of rolling mountain is the earliest reason | want 
to come to see His Majesty. Many years ago, | was a wanted criminal, full of hatred, but | do not know 
how to return He had to go around. In that year, | accidentally met an old Persian craftsman from the 
Jiling City in the Western Regions. He had retired and retired. When he was drunk, he boasted that he 
had built a building for the emperor and secretly fght The God of War was enshrined on top of the 
emperor ’s palace. Of course, the old craftsman did not have any bad heart. He just hoped that Rolling 
Mountain would have a place in the Middle-earth Royal. But this news, in my ears, means differently. . " 


Hearing this, Tianzi's shoulder shook slightly with anger. 


"| poured him a few cups, and he shook out all the details: where is the idol, what is the image, how to 
open it, and so on, | made it clear. | asked again and again, and | could n’t fnd anything new. He 
slaughtered him smoothly-should you understand? He wants to tell others, but it’s not good. "Xiao Gui 
said very relaxedly, as if talking about an ordinary little thing," Since then | have been thinking hard 
about how to use this secret to deal with your majesty. It was a rough idea at the beginning, and then it 
was continuously revised and improved, and fnally a perfect plan was formed. If this roll of rolling hills, 
you and | ca n’t reach This is the point today. " 


DCEToMCIUIMey-lan-lomnal-mcin-1d0(-M"UiNaM-10a(o)Co)anam Malm 100) l=) ge) mreol0| (6 alo) mi) el-t-] alco) mr-mlolalcadiaal-mam Malomlat-(ehclancals 
act of an old craftsman more than ten years ago turned into a disaster. The marvellous evolution 
of the number of games is beyond description. 


As Xiao Gui spoke, he took a rope from his waist, and other crickets also untied, and soon stringed the 
rope into a long strip. But everyone, including Taizhen, can see that the length is not enough to fall to 
the ground. 





"This length can only reach the third foor. Do you want to jump from that height?" Tianzi said 
sarcastically. "Even if there is no luck, the ground is full of forbidden troops. You still have no way to 
escape." 


"Your Majesty is bothered." Xiao Gui said lightly. 


They tied one end of the rope to the end of the cheek kiss and hung down slowly. As the emperor 
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Pavilion, which is open on all sides, so unlike other foors, there is no cornice sticking out, and there is no 
safe place to rest. 


Tian Zi no longer ridicule, he would like to see, at this point, what other tricks can these **** crickets 
ENE 


Xiao Gui dragged the rope with his hand to make sure it was sturdy enough, and then told the other fve 
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There is now chaos in the building of Qinzheng. The various forbidden troops have arrived, layer by layer 
to rescue people, search and arrest, and put out fre, cries and footsteps one after 

another. At this time, the sky was still dark. None of them thought of it, nor did they see that the 
cunning cricket was hanging on a string a few feet away from the east side of the building, and slowly 
slid down. 


Seeing that he was about to reach the height of the third foor, Xiao Gui began to shake his body, causing 
the rope to swing sharply. Swinging back and forth a few times, when he reached the highest point on 
the east side again, he suddenly moved, pulling the rope and jumping over the blue-grey wall opposite 
the third foor. 
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Palace, so it is followed by a section of the city wall on both sides. The height of the city wall is fush with 
that of the third foor Inviting Pavilion, and it is very close. However, for safety reasons, the foor and the 
city wall are not connected, and a gap of about three feet is deliberately left. 


Just now, Zhang Xiaojing slipped from the top of the Xuanyuan Lamp Building in Taishang, and it was 
supposed to fall on the city wall. As a result of the collapse, he rushed into the third foor of the Inviting 
Wind Pavilion. Xiao Xiao is now a repeat of old tricks. 


The decorative signifcance of this section of the wall is greater than the military signifcance, everything 
is beautiful and magnifcent. The city castellations are tall and straight, and the city head can run fast. 
Xiao Gai quickly fxed the rope to the sleeve of a fagpole, and then tossed it regularly three times. 


The sky was too dark, and Xiao Gui could not raise the fre. The people above could only judge from the 
jitter of the rope that he had landed safely. So the earthworms began to get busy. They had two 
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of two and slowly slipped down. 


Earthworms don't have to worry about the hostage's resistance, and there is a line between heaven and 
earth, and no one will take advantage of that time. But there was a trouble that had to be solved 





immediately: Tai Zhen saw that he was going to jump from such a high place, he was directly paralyzed, 
and he cried out loud, no matter how threatened the cricket was. 


In the end, a cricket couldn't bear it, and wanted to knock her out directly. The emperor said angrily: 
"You are not allowed to move her!" The Cricket turned her head and said fercely: "If she doesn't shut up 
and hurriedly recruit the forbidden army, we will push her down!" 


"I'll tell her." Tianzi straightened up. The earthworms hesitated and let go of his arm. The emperor 
stepped between Uwa and came to Taizhen, crouching down and lovingly lifting her scattered hair: 
"Taizhen, do you remember what | said to you?" 
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"Wish to be a lovebird in the sky and Lianlizhi in the ground." Tianzi grabbed her hand and chanted 
these two poems softly, as if 

returning to the Shenxiang Pavilion beside the Longchi. Too 

hesitantly raised his head, and there were two more tears on his white cheeks. 


She remembered that these two poems came from a wonderful dream of the emperor. The emperor 
said that in his dream he saw a man with a white surname, kneeling under Dangi, and he wanted to 
dedicate a poem to the emperor and the concubine to remember his feelings. The guy had been 
chattering about it for a long time, and the emperor woke up only remembering two sentences. Later, 
he told this matter to Taizhen, and Taizhen pretended to be annoyed, saying that | was just a Kun Dao, 
not a concubine. The emperor put her in his arms and promised that within a year, she would defnitely 
be given a place. It was Taizhen who turned to rejoice, and made love again. 


"Look, we can fy in the sky like a winged bird now, wouldn't it be beautiful? | promised you that | would 
never leave or hurt you." Tianzi relieved, holding her in his arms. . Taizhen buried his head in silence. 
These two poems are a little secret between her and the emperor, and no one else knows. 


The emperor stood up and stared at the earthworm, saying: "Let me tie down and slide down." 

The earthworms were stunned for a moment, Xiao Xiao was not there, and they did not know how to 
handle this unexpected request. At this time Zhang Xiaojing said: "Just do it. Anyway, there are people 
watching on both sides. Where can they go?" 

The earthworms stood still. Zhang Xiaojing's face sank: "My Zhang Xiaojing's words, you can ask Xiao Gu, 
should he listen?" He is used to being bad and handsome, and he is full of momentum. The crickets also 
know his relationship with the boss, and they are easily overwhelmed . 


No one noticed that when he heard the name Zhang Xiaojing, his eyes lit up. 


The earthworms tied hands together to tie Tianzi and Taizhen together, and also tied a belt on the rope 
to prevent Tianzi from getting old and unable to catch the rope. 


Zhang Xiaojing recovered a little bit of strength at this time, and said | would check the rope. The 
emperor's identity is precious, and it is normal to be more careful. Zhang Xiaojingqiang endured the 





severe muscle pain, walked to the front, grabbed the rope with one hand, and whispered: "Your Majesty, 
lam here to save you." 


Emperor Tianzi chuckled in his nostrils, it was time to play this trick. But Taizhen blinked her big beautiful 
eyes and whispered: "| know you, you are the love of Tanai." 
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details, she was naturally embarrassed to mention when she told Zhang Xiaojing. The 

situation is urgent now, and Zhang Xiaojing is not easy to ask. He 

tightened the head of the rope again and whispered: "It's true or false, it will be known in a moment. 
Please also see the machine to act." Then he stood away. 


Taizhen closed his eyes tightly, arms around the emperor. Tianzi grabbed the rope, glanced down, and 
quickly withdrew his gaze, his face pale. The emperor of Datang has experienced all kinds of dangers in 
his life, but like this today, it is the frst encounter. 


In the end he experienced a big storm, clenched his teeth, grasped the rope, pressed the weight of the 
two, and then slowly slid down the hole. 


The two men finched, sliding in the air and heading towards the city wall. Look at that intimate look, it 
seems to be like fying birds in the sky. Their speed is very slow, and there have been dangers several 
times along the way. Fortunately, Tianzi learned more about polo on weekdays, and had to be carefully 
cared for. His physique and response were much better than those of ordinary old people. Finally, he 
fnally fell on the city wall in a precarious manner. 


Xiao Gui saw the emperor fell to the ground and immediately stepped forward to restrain it. It's so true 
that she doesn't need to pay any attention to it. She was already scared and fainted. 


Immediately afterwards, a cricket slipped smoothly, and Zhang Xiaojing was tightly tied to him. Zhang 
Xiaojing's strength has recovered a little, and his hands can hold the rope tightly to share 
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However, when the next earthworm slipped down, the accident happened. 


He had just slipped halfway, and the rope seemed overwhelmed, and even a "snap" broke apart. A black 
shadow could not even send out a scream, falling heavily from the sky to the wall of the city, the spine 
just knocked on the raised city wall, and the whole body was suddenly folded in half. The upper part of 
the body ficked down again, the head shattered, and the muddy brain plasma covered the wall. 


Fortunately, Taizhen was groggy and didn't notice the tragic situation, otherwise he would scream in 
silence, causing death to everyone. Helping Taizhen Tianzi to see this tragedy, raised his eyebrows, could 
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Xiao Gui stayed in place, showing a stunned expression. The blood from the injured eye covered his half 
of his face, making him look terrible. 





This is not only the trouble of losing one person. There was only one pair of ropes, and now that they 
were disconnected, the retreat of the three people above was completely cut off. Now Xiao Gui's 
manpower, except for the half-dead Zhang Xiaojing, is only left. 


The rope was made from the silk thread of the ramie vine and the horsetail mane. It was shrunk in cold 
water and dipped in oil. It was extremely tough, and it was impossible to break it so quickly. Before Xiao 
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When Xiao Gui was in doubt, Zhang Xiaojing quietly put his hands together and put a folding knife with 
an ivory handle that did not belong to him into his sleeve. This was just stolen when Zhang Xiaojing was 
entangled with Tianzi. 
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sandwiched between his fngers. Sliding down, the tip of the knife will cut the rope quietly. Of course, 
this strength and angle must be mastered very well, and some of the carrying capacity must be retained, 
otherwise the person will break the rope before landing, and it will be tantamount to suicide. 


Zhang Xiaojing had used this kind of rope before and knew his nature. He lifted the blade slightly when 
cutting and only picked out a circle of vine silk. The rattan silk mainly stretches, and the ponytail mane 
mainly bends. When the silk is broken, the ponytail can still keep the rope strong, but it can no longer 
support the weight. 


"Let's go." 
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top of the building are destined to be saved. 


"Where do you want to go?" The emperor still had a sarcastic tone. 

Even if these crickets have done a lot of tricks, and fnally let them fall on the south wall, what can they 
do? Tianzi is too familiar with this area. Every ffty steps on the city wall, there is a sentry post, one each 
inside and outside of the dark, every three posts, and the dedicated Chengshanglang. They are still in 


the sky and earth, nowhere to escape. 


Xiao Gui coldly said: "The only way to escape is to rely on the selfshness of the old Persian craftsmen; 
the next step is to thank His Majesty's gifts." 


"Huh?" Tianzi didn't feel well. 
"Go to the city." Xiao Gui spit out three words. 
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He still remembers the scene of his arrest in Dawanglou: holding a purple lantern, desperately sending a 
signal to Zhang Xiaojing: "Don't come back, don't come back, don't come back." Jing'an Division is 





different from before. Then the ferce guards rushed up, dragged him down the Dawanglou, and threw 
him into the cold prison. 


Yao Ru could not know that Wenran was arrested almost at the same time; he did not know how much 
the news passed on the situation. 


Yao Ru knew what he was going to know about what happened next. Tomorrow Jiwen and Yuanzai will 
surely accuse themselves of a crime, and the reputation of the family will be ashamed. But he did not 
regret it at all, because it was the right thing, no matter how discredited the outside world, he would 
make a fair judgment in his heart-than this, he was more worried that Que Lehuo was stopped. 


"If Zhang Duwei is there, there will be no problem." Yao Ru could think confusedly. 


| don't know how long it passed, there was a clatter from the prison lock, and it seemed to be opened. 
Yao Ru could raise his head and saw a familiar fgure standing at the door, standing with his hands down. 


"Li Sicheng ?!" 





21.MAO ZHENG (6,00 - 6,59), PART 2 


Yao Ru was pleasantly surprised, and quickly got up from the straw. He wanted to meet him, but Li Bi's 
face was very serious, so he barely restrained his excitement, and simply gave a hand in hand. 


"| know you have doubts and grievances, but now is not the time to cry." Li Bi was not crap, and went 
straight to the subject. "You go back to Dawanglou immediately and let Wanglou reopen as soon as 
possible. | want all city gates to be blocked immediately The lantern will be suspended and the curfew 
will be restarted. " 


Yao Ru can be taken aback, has the situation evolved to such a serious extent? He had wanted to ask 
Que Lehuduo what had happened, and now he had to swallow the words silently. 


"How fast can it be repaired?" Li Bi asked. 
Yao Ru could think a little bit, and it was enough to say for a moment. Li Bi was surprised, so fast? 


Most of the nodes in the Wanglou system are actually operating 

normally, and only the center of the Dawanglou needs to be 

reorganized. The workload is not large, the diffculty is to fnd someone who knows the technology of 
Wanglou. The reason why he hasn't been able to repair it before is because Ji Wen didn't understand it 
at all, and because he drove away a group of Hu offcials, it was even worse in terms of manpower. 


The most important thing now is to send a message, so Dawanglou does not need to be restored to a 
full state, as long as there is a simple sending and receiving function, so he dare to take a chest and say 
that a moment is enough. 


After listening to Yao Runeng's commentary, Li Bi was very satisfed: "Soon, | will do it right away. | need 
whatever materials | need to speak." 


"Ves," 


Li Bi made a gesture to let Yao Runeng help him up, handed over a bowl of hot goat soup, the heat was 
just right, and there were a few slices of noodles inside. Yao Runeng was cold and hungry, and he took it 
without a word and sipped. At this time, Li Bi suddenly thrown another question: "Jingan Division has an 
internal traitor, do you know?" 


"Ah? | don't know." Yao Ru was surprised and almost dropped the bowl on the ground. "If | knew it, | 
would have reported it early in the morning." 


Li Bidao: "After analysis, we judge that this traitor should have an intersection with you, and must have 
exposed the faws. You think about it carefully, if you think of anything, please tell me at any time." Then 
turned around and left. 





Yao Runeng nodded solemnly, suddenly curiously said: "Is Chief Xu analyzing it?" 
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not a good time to ask. He drank the goat soup, patted the cheeks on both sides, shouted a loud call sign, 
and then walked toward the direction of Dawanglou. 


Li Bi heard the energetic call sign behind him, couldn't help but sigh, suddenly envy Yao Runeng's 
ignorance. 


If he knew the current situation of Chang'an City, I'm afraid it would not be so easy. Having said that, 
who can master it all? Li Mi unexpectedly thought of Zhang Xiaojing again, wondering where he was 
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The only thing Li Mi can be sure of is that this guy will not give up as long as it is possible. 


Oh, yes, and Tandi. Li Bi is quite strange. He hasn't even thought of caring about her whereabouts until 
now. Since she went out with Zhang Xiaojing, she had no news. But this girl is very smart, and she should 
hide in a safe place. 


These irrelevant things just fashed in my head. Li Bi refocused on the current situation. At this time, the 
rumor ran to the front, loudly saying that there was a discovery, and then handed a roll of paper, saying 
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Li Bi took a closer look and found that this was a solid volume. The paper has turned yellow for quite 
some years. This is a contract from a mansion in Anyefang, and the names of both buyers and sellers are 
very strange. The structure of the mansion is clearly written in hand, and it has a depth of six. It also 
includes a wide garden with details of tree species, architecture, and dimensions. Among them, there is 
a Persian pavilion and a basement for prison animals. And a large number of valuable tree plantings. 


This layout, Li Bi saw at a glance, was the mansion where the cricket took him. | didn't expect to dig it 
out so quickly. 


Anyefang ... Li Bi chewed the name, with a complex expression. 


Anyefang is located in the fourth square west of Zhuque Street, one of the best areas in Chang'an City. 
The people living in it are either rich or expensive. However, the most famous building in Anyefang is the 
Empress Temple of Zhenshun Wu. 


Empress Zhenshun was the most beloved concubine Wu Hui before his death. He died in Kaiyuan in the 
twenty-fve years. Her existence is very delicate in Chang'an City. Because she had a son named Li Xuan, 
married his wife Yang Yuhuan, and was later taken away by 

her father. 


There is also a causal connection between her and Prince Li Heng. In order to give Li Xuan a chance, 
Princess Wu Hui framed Prince Li Ying to death. Unexpectedly, the emperor didn't care about Li Xuan, 
but instead sealed the crown prince to Li Heng. 





So this Yiyefang, whether for Li Xuan or Li Heng, is a place with mixed feelings. If this woman lived a few 
more years, | am afraid that the fate of many people would change accordingly. 


Putting aside these old things, Li Bi once again focused his attention on the hands, and suddenly found 
that beside the buyer's name, his hometown was Longxi. His eyes ficked, and he suddenly remembered 
a detail. 


A few years ago, the court promulgated a "Grant House Order", which stipulated that the houses of the 
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In fact, the buyer's name is not listed, and the offcial position and decree are not written next to it, nor 
the family. It is not a white civilian at all. There is only one possibility for him to buy the residence of An 
Ye Fang-his identity is actually a child of a certain family or a slave, who buys it on behalf of the owner. 


This situation is not uncommon. Many people are sensitive to identity and want to buy an individual 
house and hide their identity, so they let their slaves come forward. This situation is called "hidden." 
This pragmatism should be a hidden business. 


Since the buyer's place of origin is Longxi, the owner behind it is naturally a ancestor from Longxi. 


Li Mi sneered and shook his hand. Li Xiang Li Linfu is the great-grandson of Gao Zu's cousin and a 
member of the Li family in Longxi. 


This inference seems to be crude and unreasonable, but it is not in the trial now, and there is no need 
for conclusive evidence. As long as Li Mi found a little contact, it was enough. 


"Assemble brigade army immediately, | personally lead the team to An Ye Fang." Li Bi gave a brief order. 
He needed to confrm with his own eyes whether the garden had been there before. 


Si Cheng's order was executed the fastest. The brigade soldiers quickly assembled more than 30 people 
and rushed towards Anyefang under the leadership of Li Bi. The intentional person of Jing'an Division 
noticed that these soldiers not only carried swords and crossbows, but also strong bows and iron shields. 


Is this a situation of imminent enemy, is it to investigate the case or fght? They thought. 


The distance from Guangdefang to Anyefang is not too far, and arrived in less than a moment. According 
to the facts, the mansion is located in the northwest of the square, just next to the Empress Temple of 
Zhenshun Wu. 


The room was still brightly lit, but there were far fewer viewers. After all, it's the right time, and people 
who have been playing for more than half of the night have come back to make up. Li Bi and his party 
came straight to the door of the mansion. There were no halberds or aconites in front of the gate, and 
they looked very simple and low-key. But at this time there was a luxurious Qixiang car parked in front 
of the door. The luxurious decoration showed the master's extraordinary taste. 


"Catch you, old fox!" Li Mi's lips showed a smile. 





Two waist-high soldiers banged open the door, and the followers swarmed in. Li Bi specifcally instructed 
that they must not be careless, so they maintained a standard attack posture, a group of three, divided 
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They rushed across the front yard and the atrium, quietly all around, without any obstacles along the 
way. Li Bi was suspicious in his heart, but he continued to move on. When he stepped into the back 
garden, the frst thing that caught his eye was the peculiar shape of the rain pavilion. 


That's right, this is it! 
Li Bi squeezed his fst, and I'm back! 


At this time under the rain pavilion, a few people stood. The others 
are all servant servants. Only the middle one is wearing a round 
neck brocade, wearing a black gauze head, and standing with positive and negative hands-it is Li Xiang. 


The two of them face each other and haven't spoken yet. Suddenly, the sound of a street drum few 
across the wall from a distance and into their ears. It is not just one drum, but many drums that sound 
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The residents of Chang'an are familiar with this drum sound. On ordinary days, when it is sunset, the 
street drums will sound, and three strikes will be made, indicating that the curfew is about to start. If 
you have n’t rushed home before the extermination, you would rather stay in the street than stay on the 
street, otherwise you will be blamed on the rod and even convicted of death. 


At this time, the street drum actually sounded at the time of 90, which not only means that the lantern 
will be suspended, but also means that Changan City will enter a full blockade, and it will not be lifted 
after sunrise. 
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The layout of Chang'an is to the north. To the north of Suzaku Gate, pass the Chengtian Gate, which is 
the Taiji Temple. Both Gaozu and Taizong discussed matters in this temple, which is the pivot of the 
world. Later, Taizong built Yong'an Palace to the east of Taiji Temple, called "East Inner", to distinguish it 
from "West Inner" of 


Taiji Temple, and later changed its name to Daming Palace. When 
he arrived in the imperial dynasty of Gaozong, he did not like the feng shui of the Taiji Temple, and he 
moved to Daming Palace to discuss. 


Since then, successive emperors have all worked in the Daming Palace, and have been expanded many 
times, with a large scale. In the frst year of Kaiyuan, Tianzi took the opportunity to expand and rebuild 
the Xingqing Square on the south side of Daming Palace into Xingqing Palace. 


The distance between Xingqing Palace and Daming Palace is quite far. So in the sixteenth year of 
Kaiyuan, the emperor made another opportunity, starting from the south wall of the Daming Palace, and 
repairing a resurgence of the Jiacheng. Starting from Wangxian Gate, the resumption road goes east 





along the southern city wall, connects to the east wall of the outer Guo of Chang'an, and then folds to 
the south. 


In this way, the emperor would like to go back and forth between the two houses, and then he can take 
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really good, and extended Fu Dao to Quijiang, with a total length of nearly sixteen miles. From north to 
Daming Palace and south to Qujiangchi, Tianzi can swim the entire Changan without leaving the palace 
city. 


On such a chaotic night, everyone focused on the diligent government affairs building, and no one 
thought that the cricket 

would hit his mind to return to Jiacheng. As long as Xiao Ji held the 

emperor and descended into the Jiacheng along the stairs near the South City Wall, he could follow the 
empty Jiacheng and fee south to Qujiangchi directly, leaving the city with ease. 


No wonder he said that this escape route is "given by the god", this sentence is really right. Tianzi's face 
was blue, and he felt that this guy was too foolish, but in his eyes, he was more afraid. 


From the ferce fre thunder in Taishang Xuanyuan Denglou to the hydraulic palace leading to Longchi, 
from the rolling **** statue on the main building of Qinzheng Affairs to the resurrection of Jiacheng, 
this guy really did his best to prepare the kung fu before he started. Chang'an City has thoroughly 
studied it. How careful and bold it is to build such a complex plan. 
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No, strictly speaking, it is now infnitely close to success, only the last step. 


Xiao Gui knew the truth of those who walked a hundred and a half to ninety, and he was not too smug. 
He asked the only remaining cricket to support Zhang Xiaojing, and then he stood behind Tianzi and 
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"You have won, let her go. Anyway, you have no extra staff." Tianzi spoke again. 

10/Xiao Gui was somewhat tempted by this suggestion. But Zhang Xiaojing said: "No, let her go, 
and the forbidden army will fnd out soon. Once the drum is passed, the retreat will be closed 
immediately, and we have become the turtles in the urn." Xiao Gui heard it, and made sense, so he took 
it too Really pushed it up. 


The emperor glared at Zhang Xiaojing. Since the one cricket fell to death, he had expected Zhang 
Xiaojing a little bit, and now he has disappeared. However, Zhang Xiaojing pretended not to see it, and 
he was not interested in too real safety, as long as he could put more burden on Xiao Gui, so as to have 
a chance to save people. 


Xiao Gui simply assigned the task of escorting the hostages and led the greatly shrunken team to the 
road again. They walked eastward along the wall, and soon saw a huge fssure between the frontal walls. 
The fssure was straight and straight, like a clever craftsman using a fat chisel to open it a little bit, and 
extended to the distance. 





A fat road leading down the stone steps extends to the bottom of the fssure. They walked slowly down 
the stone steps, feeling that they had fallen into a completely different world. 
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accommodate a carriage. The two sides are supplemented with blue brick walls, and the ground is paved 
with river sand and paved with fagstones. The wall 

thickness is limited, and the retreat can only be built so narrow. 


At this depth, all the light and hustle and bustle outside are blocked, creating a deep depth. The brick 
walls on both sides are high and forced, and the **** is slightly inward, as if the two mountains are 
squeezed towards the middle. The pedestrian walked at the bottom, feeling like a toad staying at the 
bottom of the well, raised his head, and could only see a glimmer of night above his head. 


There were no guards patrolling the road, and it was extremely quiet. They walked inside, even hearing 
each other's breath. In this environment, everyone has a little trance, as if the chaos of light and shadow 
is just a beautiful dream. 


Having to admire the imagination of the emperor, | can actually think of breaking a quiet and closed 
road between the walls. Walking here, you don't have to worry about the people watching you, you can 
simply take a ride. How comfortable it is during the day. 


After walking for about a minute, they saw that the road ahead came to an end. This should be at the 
end of the south wall of Xingqing Palace, and in front is Guodong City Wall outside Chang'an City. There 
is a fork in here, extending in both directions. 


"Xiao Gui, how are you going?" Zhang Xiaojing asked. 


The road to the north can go straight into Daming Palace, which is equivalent to self-suffciency; the road 
to the south leads to Qujiangchi, but it is a good place, but the road is far away. In this pedestrian 
situation, if there are no horses, walking to Quijiang will be exhausted. 


Xiao Gu seemed to have a good idea in his mind. He reached out to the south: "Go to Quijiang." 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't ask why, Xiao Xiao must have already arranged. This guy is too well prepared, and 
now even if he turns out a horse from his pocket, Zhang Xiaojing will not be surprised. 


The group turned south and walked a long way. Taizhen suddenly fell to the ground, begging to say that 
he could not move. She has been in a car and has a car. Why did she walk so far? Tianzi leaned down 
and asked with concern. She took off Yuntou Jinlu in aggrieved manner and gently rubbed her ankle. 
Even in the dark night, the white muscles of bullying Séxue were particularly eye-catching. 


Xiao Gui sullen her face and drank her to move on. Tianzi stood up straight in front of Taizhen and 
insisted ona rest. Xiao Gui sneered: "If you keep your fnger short, you will be more at risk of being 
blocked by the forbidden army. If | am forced to go nowhere, your majesty will not be able to die." 





Tianzi was helpless when he heard this naked coercion, so he had to help Taizhen put Yuntou Jinlu back 
on. Taizhen moth frowned, crying. Tian Zi caressed her pink back distressedly, comforting in a low voice, 
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At this time Zhang Xiaojing said: "I'm about to rest, | can force myself to go. Let me **** it too." 


Xiao Gui think about it, this match is better. Too weak and can't help the wind. With Zhang Xiaojing's 
current situation, he can bear it, and free up a manta of a cricket, who can concentrate on escorting the 
emperor. 


So the team made a simple adjustment, bound Tianzi and Taizhen's hands again, and moved on. This 
time Zhang Xiaojing walked behind Taizhen. They were one precious and one weak, and they just 
couldn't walk fast. They were far from the end of the team. Taizhen stumbled and complained quietly, 
but Zhang Xiaojing remained silent. 





21.MAO ZHENG (6,00 - 6,59), PART 3 


This retreat is not a straight line. Every two hundred steps, the road will suddenly widen and widen an 
open space on both sides, calling it a stomp. In this way, when the driving of the day is outdated, patrols 
and handymen along the way can have a place to dodge and salute, and it is also convenient for other 
vehicles to go wrong. If someone overlooks the entire straight path in the sky, he will fnd a series of 
stomps on his body, like a rope with many knots tied. 
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hand, motioned to stop and said to rest. After he fnished speaking, he walked forward again alone, and 
soon disappeared into the darkness. 


Too indifferent to restraint, sitting on the ground with one buttock, gasping for breath. The emperor 
wanted to come to comfort, but was stopped by the earthworm. Xiao Gui had advised before leaving, 
not allowing the two to get too close. Tianzi had realized his situation, without screaming in vain, and 
glared Zhang Xiaojing sorrowfully, and walked to the other end of the stomping mouth, staring at the 
dark sky. 


Zhang Xiaojing stood beside Taizhen, leaning against the stone wall and closing his eyes gently. He spent 
too much physical energy for a whole day, and now he just barely walks. He must seize every time to 
restore his vitality as soon as possible in preparation for the next possible drama. 


Suddenly, a woman whispered into her ears: "Zhang Xiaojing, you are actually a good person, you will 
save us, right?" Zhang Xiaojing's heart tightened, and he opened his one-eyed, seeing that he was really 
curious and raised his round face. Tears are still there. Her right hand continued to rub her ankle. The 


Cricket glanced over here without doubt. 


"Why do you say that?" Zhang Xiaojing asked in a low voice. 


"| believe in Tangi." 


Zhang Xiaojing stunned, and then nodded slightly: "That's an ice-smart girl-but you believe her, what do 
you do with me?" 


Too ridiculously, "The man she likes from Tanqi will not be a bad person." 


"But | can see that there is really nothing between you and Tanqi. | have seen too many women in love 
and men in love. She is, you are not." 


Zhang Xiaojing was helpless. What time was it, and the woman talked about this topic with great 
interest. Too real to see this ferce and wicked guy actually showing an embarrassed expression, could 
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"| knew that you must have no intention to do that." 


"So the performance you just made was just an act that made Cricket relax his vigilance?" Zhang Xiaojing 
asked back. 


"No, when | slid down from the top of the temple, my whole person really collapsed. But compared to 
the wealthy life that was about to be lost, | would rather go sliding ten more times." Taizhen smiled self- 
deprecatingly, "| am a Betrayed her husband's Kun Dao, if she left Tianzi's favor again, it was nothing. So 
| had to seize every possibility and let both Tianzi and me live. " 


Taizhen turned his neck slowly and looked at the darkness in front of him: "Tanqi asked me for help 
before and saved your life. Now | can only count on you to return this favor." When saying this, Tai A 
stern expression appeared on his face, just like the delicate and weak woman just now. Zhang Xiaojing's 
one-eyed stared at her, his eyes became serious. 


"Well, you guessed it right, I'm here to save people." Zhang Xiaojing fnally admitted. 
Tai Zhen was relieved and wiped away the tears with his fngers: 


"That would be great. If you learn of such a loyal minister, the saint 
will be very pleased." 


"Loyalty minister?" Zhang Xiaojing sneered. "I'm not a loyalty loyalty. I'm not here to be loyal to the 
emperor. I'm not interested in those." 


This answer surprised Taizhen, isn't he loyal to the emperor? So why did he do these things? But the 
cricket just happened to come over, both of them closed their mouths and turned their faces away. 


The earthworm glanced at both of them and turned back. Tian Zi cut his hands back and paced anxiously, 
Xiao Xiao had not returned yet. It is a pity that even if there is only this one, Zhang Xiaojing still can't 
beat it. His current physical strength can only barely maintain speech and walking. 


Faced with an unexpected speech, Zhang Xiaojing found that he had to revise his plan. Originally, he 
only regarded Taizhen as a vase that could increase Xiao Gui's troubles, but she was much calmer than 
she thought, maybe she could help herself. 


He glanced at his head, turned his head too true again, and lowered his voice: "Next, | need you to do 
something." 


"| don't have the strength to fght, that's what I'm the worst at ..." Taizhen said 
"No. What | want you to do is the thing you least like." 
It didn't take long for Xiao Gui to turn from the darkness, with a happy face. He compared a gesture to 


signal the crowd to go on the road, so the pedestrian continued to walk south along the Jiacheng Road. 


Not long after this time, Xiao Gu stopped the team. In front is another tap, but there is a brick step 
extending upward on the left side. Needless to say, the steps must lead to the eastern wall of Wai Guo. 





It is impossible for the re-entry road to be completely closed from beginning to end. It will leave some 
steps up and down the city wall to transport materials or respond to emergencies. Xiao Gui left earlier 
just to fnd out if anyone was guarding this ladder. 


According to the principle, there are guards at the entrances of these steps to prevent people from 
entering the road. But today they are all attracted by the accident of Xingqing Palace, and there is no 
one here. 


Xiao Gui waved his hand, and everyone left the compound road and slowly climbed up the city wall 
along this staircase. As soon as he ascended the city, the environment immediately became noisy and 
bustling, dragging them back to Chang'an. 
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inner wall of the city wall was still brightly lit, but the outer side was dark like a black ink. He 
narrowed his eyes and saw a tall city gate tower far away to the 


south, which should be the Yanxing Gate. Calculate the distance accordingly, they are now on the wall 
parallel to Jinggong Square. 


Jing Gong Fang ... Zhang Xiaojing's wry smile appeared. From this height, he could see a wide darkness in 
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Yongwang, then dropped his weapon and became a prisoner of death, toward his end, or another 
starting point. 


Unexpectedly, | made a big circle today and returned to the origin of everything. Zhang Xiaojing seemed 
to see that the wheel of fortune in the midst of the world was spinning like a Taihang Xuanyuan lamp 
tower. 


"We are going from here." 


Xiao Xiao's voice interrupted Zhang Xiaojing's emotion. He went to the outside of the city wall and 
patted a wooden shelf beside him like a well. This wooden frame is much thicker than the ordinary 
potter's wheel. There are dozens of thick hemp ropes wrapped around it. The fork frame extends out of 
the wall and hangs a hanging rattan basket. Near it, close to the edge of the city wall, a fag was inserted. 
But because there was no wind, the fag fell on the fagpole. 


The Chang'an decree was grim and closed at night, without opening. If you have to go into or out of the 
city during an emergency during the night, the defender has a workaround: install 

a rack on the wall, tie a large rattan basket, and a person or a horse stands inside, and hang them down 
with a wheel. 


This is the last step of Xiao Xiao's plan, using a rack to hang everyone out of the city. This is the darkest 
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Cricket can be free from the shackles of Chang'an City, and can go wherever he wants. 


Seeing only one last step away from success, even Xiao Xiao was a little stunned. He smiled at Tianzi: 
"Your Majesty, take another look at your Chang'an now. I'm afraid there will be no chance to see it in 





the future." Tianzi snorted and said nothing with his hands on his back. He knew that he would only get 
more humiliation for this ferce bastard. 


The two hostages were guarded by Xiao Gui and Zhang Xiaojing respectively. The surviving cicada began 
to untie the rope on the rack. He looped the rope around, and hooked it to the top of the big rattan 
basket. 


The mast must be able to lift one person and one horse, so this rattan basket is extremely strong. In 
order to maintain balance and not fall over, each of the four sides of the basket hangs a rope, gathers it 
into a strand at the top, and then picks up the traction rope on the wheel. How to straighten these ropes 
is a technical job, otherwise the rattan basket may be tipped halfway down, but it will be fatal. 

The Cricket was busy working for a while, tired and sweating, and fnally adjusted the balance of the 
rattan basket. As long as the wheel is loose, you can hang down. 


The next question is manpower. 


The rattan basket should descend slowly, requiring at least two people to shake the wheels, and two 
powerful people. If Xiao Gui and Cricket went to hold the wheel, then there was only a weak Zhang 
Xiaojing to guard the two hostages. 
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the neck. The ninety-fve statue turned his eyes and lay down, unconscious. The reason why he didn't 
stun Tianzi before was because he had to break away from the complex environment of the building of 
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can leave the city at a glance, there is no need to worry. 


Taizhen thought that the emperor was killed and could not help but scream, crouched down, and 
shivered. Xiao Gui glanced at her coldly, and told the cricket: "Stun her too." 


He knew that Zhang Xiaojing was very tired now, and it was diffcult to grasp the strength, so he asked 
the Cricket to do it. The cricket yelled and walked over to deal with Taizhen. At this time Zhang Xiaojing 
said: "First throw her in the rattan basket, and then 

stunned." The cockroach frst stunned, then immediately understood. 


This is a good suggestion, it can save a little effort to carry. So the cricket dragged Taizhen's arm, 
dragged it all the way to the edge of the wall, and then threw it into the rattan basket. Taizhen curled up 
at the bottom of the basket, panting, and the hairpins shivered. 


The cricket also stepped into the rattan basket and reached out to pinch her neck, thinking to herself, 
will this pink and slender neck be cut by a palm. Unexpectedly, when he saw him, he reached over and 
was frightened to hide away. The rattan basket was suspended in midair, and the whole basket wobbled 
because of her movement. 
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This rebuke was counterproductive, and it was even more evasive, and burst into tears while shaking. 
The Cricket found that she seemed a little deliberate, and couldn't help but get furious, got up and 
leaned over, to teach this stinky lady. 


He leaned forward so much that the rattan basket shook even more. In order to avoid the invasion of 
the earthworm, Taizhen tried his best to lean towards him. Suddenly, a scream came from Tai Zhen's 
mouth. She seemed to lose her balance in an instant, her right arm raised high, and she seemed to fall 
outside. 
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the moment he grasped the sleeve of his palm, he found something was wrong. 


Although Taizhen is a Kun Dao identity, after all, he practiced Taoism in the palace. Today's Shangyuan 
Festival, in addition to the robe, she also wore a plain leopard. This silk wraps around the neck, spreads 
over the shoulders and arms, and ends between the fngers. It looks low-key and expensive. 


Just too quietly wrapped the silk again just now, not around the neck, a whole long scarf was wrapped 
around the right arm, and the ends were loose and untied. This kind of entanglement is called "fake 
cloak", and it is generally used for meeting private friends in private. 


Where did the cricket know the doorway of these noble women, he thought he was grabbing the 

sleeves, in fact, he was grabbing the drape wrapped around his arm. After trying hard, the silk fell off his 
arm immediately. The Cricket was originally full of strength, intending to pull her back by the advantage 
of weight, and as a result fell suddenly, the whole person fell back suddenly and fell towards the basket. 


Fortunately, the cricket is also a good player in the army. His eyes are swift and his hands are fast. 
Although his body fell out, both hands caught the basket. He was shocked and was about to turn back 
hard, but suddenly felt a sharp pain in his fngers. 


It turned out to be too courageous. | took out an ivory handle pocket knife from the chest and closed my 
eyes to stab it. This folding knife was originally used by the emperor, but was later taken away by Zhang 
Xiaojing, and now it is in her hands again. 


Cricket didn't dare to let go and couldn't fght back, so he grabbed the outer edge of the rattan basket 
and tried to dodge desperately. A disbanded veteran and a stunner in the palace, in this way, inside and 
outside the rickety rattan basket, launched a strange showdown. 


Taizhen has no fghting experience after all, she doesn't know what is the point, just blindly stabbing. As 
a result, although there were many wounds on the cricket, none of them were fatal. The earthworm 
realized this, and knew there was hope of counterattack, so he endured the pain and reached out and 
grabbed. Inadvertently, he even pulled his long hair scattered too much, not looking at Lianxiangxiyu, 
pulling hard. Taizhen only felt a pain in her scalp. The whole body was pulled over. The cockroach hit her 
hand and hit her temple. 


Where did Taizhen eat such a bitterness, ah, fell softly to the bottom of the basket and fainted. 





The earthworm crawled back into the basket in anger, trying to give this girl a heavy lesson. But then 
there was a gurgling sound of a slight break above his head. As he looked up, he saw the rope hanging 
on the side of the rattan basket, which was actually 

broken-it was probably just too wildly waving, and the sling was cut by mistake. 


The cockroach's face changed, his hands and feet accelerated and turned inwards, but it was a pity that 
it was too late. Lose a quarter of the rattan basket, suddenly fell to the other side. The cricket groaned, 
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The sound of sorrow is not far away, and in the midair, | heard another crisp sound of breaking. 


It turned out that there was some struggle just now, and the sling near the rattan basket was messed up 
with twine. When the earthworm fell, his neck just reached into one of the nooses. The crunch was a 
sound that caused the cervical spine to be severed by a sudden fall. 


The rattan basket was still swaying, and it was too paralyzed to sit at the bottom of the basket, 
unconscious. Under the basket, the last scorpion pulled his head, his eyes raised, letting his body hang in 
the air by a rope, and squeaking squeaky on the dark city wall. 


All this happened so quickly that Xiao Gu stood by the side of the wheel and did not react at all. He 
didn't realize that it was wrong until the earthworm cried out his last sorrow. He made three and two 
steps to the edge of the wall and looked into the rattan basket. 


Seeing that his last man was also hanged, Xiao Gui was furious. He showed his ferce light and looked 
towards the bottom of the basket. At frst glance, he noticed the clasp of the small ivory handle held 
tightly in her hand. 


Xiao Gui ’s pupils contracted suddenly, and he remembered that the ivory-handled folding knife was 
worn by the emperor ’s waist, and was taken by Zhang Xiaojing in the Star Picking Hall, but now falls into 
Taizhen’s hands. What this means is self-evident. 


An abnormal fow of air passed by Xiao Guer's ear. He hurried back, but he saw a group of black shadows 
rushing over with all his might, and rammed him out of the city. Under Xiao Ji's anxiety, he could only 
reluctantly move his body so that his back leaned on the fagpole of the fag near the frame, reluctantly 
relying on it. 


Through this reluctant moment, Xiao Gui saw clearly. It was Zhang Datou, the old comrade-in-arms, who 
ran into himself. 


"Big head, you ..." Xiao Gui shouted. But the other party had a black face and did not speak. He no 
longer had the strength to fght, so he had to cling to the same heart and hit him with his body as a 
weapon-this was his only choice. 


The fagpole only resisted less than one fnger, and it snapped off with a click. The two men and that fag 
leaped from the head of the east wall of Chang'an to the sky. The big fag slammed into a gust of wind, 
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the distance outside the city, just as they were then. 





At the same time, the frst dawn appeared on the eastern horizon. Xiwei's morning light was projected 
towards Chang'an City, which just refected the fgure of the two people who fell outside the city at night. 
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22. CHEN CHU (7,00 - 7,59), PART 1 


Looking at Zhang Xiaojing's dilemma, Xiao Gui enjoyed it very much. He tried to move his body over and 
whispered a word against his ear. 


Tianbao three years of the frst month on the 15th of the month, early in the morning. 
Chang'an, Chang'an County, Anyefang. 


In the rapid drumming of the street drums, Li Mi ficked the robe corner, took a few steps, and came 
straight to the Ziyu Pavilion. He raised his head and stared at the pavilion in the pavilion without fear, 
the most powerful man besides the emperor, and his biggest enemy. The other party was staring at him 
at the same time, only to pride himself on his identity, without speaking. 


There were chaotic footsteps behind Li Bi, and the soldiers of the brigade army also came over together. 
They quickly stood in an arc, tightly surrounding the entire rain pavilion. The guard next to Li Linfu raised 
his eyebrows and pulled his knife forward but was 

gently stopped by the owner. 


Li Bi embraced his hands with respect, and said aloud: "See Li Xiang." 


"Li Sicheng is polite." Li Linfu replied faintly, with a spirit of not anger. He was tall and thin, with a clear 
face, and his head was meticulously combed with white hair, like a tall crane stork. 


Li Bi noticed that the name used by the other party was his post "Jing An Si Cheng", not the offcial "to be 
punished Hanlin". It can be seen that Li Linfu has already judged Ji Wen's failure to seize power and 
accepted the result. 


Today this Li Xiang has been fghting against Jing Ansi, and now he fnally shows his weakness. Thinking of 
this, Li Bi couldn't help but rejuvenate. Li Linfu has been in the same position for so many years, and it is 
not common to show weakness-he is so concessive, is it really because he was hit by the key? 


Think about it too. When the black hand behind the scenes was closest to victory, his most secret 
mansion was blocked by Jing Ansi, and his heart should be shaken. Thinking about this, Li Bihan smiled 
and said: "This has a delicate atmosphere from the rain pavilion. If it is not for Li Xiang and other people 
with chests, you can't do it." 


Li Linfu pinched the three strands of long beard under his jaw and raised his eyes: "The style of the 
pavilion is really good. After the old man is in offce, he should learn from it." 


From the response, Li Bi felt the other party's weakness. He shook his head, took a copy from his arms, 
and handed it over: "Li Xiang laughed. The lower offcial has checked clearly that this is not your secret 
residence. Di? " 





Cricket once stayed in this house, so as long as the homeowner's identity is determined, he can't escape 
the relationship anyway. At this time, the situation of Xingqing Palace is unknown, and Li Bi must knock 
the corners and bite the biggest hidden dangers in order to seek the best interests for the prince. 


Li Linfu took a glance at the hand and shook with a cold sneer: "However, after writing the word Longxi, 
it has become an old man's industry? Changyuan, you are too arbitrary." Li Bi expected that he would 
denial: " If it ’s not Li Xiangwai ’s house, please explain that the spring banquet in this building of diligent 
government affairs is not over. Why do you want to leave the room and hide in this place? " 


He thought Li Linfu would continue to make excuses to quibble, but the other party's reaction was 
greatly beyond his expectation: "Don't you call the old man Changyuan to come and say something 
important?" 


Li Mi was stunned, and his face immediately sank: "He has been busy in Jing'an Division, why has Li 
Xiang disturbed him? Furthermore, how can he be called away from the Spring Banquet in one word as a 
lower identity Look at me too high. " 


"If it is not in peacetime, it will not happen naturally. But today there is the Turkic Wolf Guard frst, then 
there is the Centipede, and the Changan City is disturbed. If it is related to the safety of the saint, the old 
man has to be cautious." Li Linfu showed a volume of notes from his arms. A line of ink characters 
roughly means that the emperor had an unforeseen scourge, and came to see a mansion in Anyefang 
without seeing others. The payment was made by Jing Ansi. 


Li Bidao: "Li Xiang put so many eyes and ears in Jingan Division, how could he not know that He Jian was 
unconscious and | was also taken away by the cricket, how could someone send a letter in the name of 
Jingan Division?" 


"It's just because | don't know who wrote it. You can't be neglected." Li Linfu nodded the back of the 
note, with a circular trace left on it. "This note is not sent by the general public, but it is pressed under 
the old man's glass." 


Li Mi was shocked because the two letters received by the prince at the Spring Banquet were also 
unknown who was pressed under the glass. He originally speculated that this was Li Xiang deliberately 
opening the prince, so that he could become a suspect of killing his father, but now Li Xiang actually 
received the same letter, which suddenly made things confusing. 


At the same time, the Prince and Li Linfu were transferred to a spring banquet. Why? 

wrong! Li Bi reminded himself in his heart. There can be no such thing, there must be a lie between 
Prince and Li Linfu. He squeezed his fst, gave up the cross-examination between Xu and Snake, and said 
straightforwardly: 


"Li Xiangke knows that Shicai exploded on Xuanyuan Light Tower?" 


Li Linfu looked awkward and hurriedly looked towards Xingqing Palace. It's a pity that the night is deep 
and the morning light rises, and | can't see clearly the situation there. They heard the explosion just now, 
but they haven't thought of it there yet. Now Li Biyi said that Li Linfu immediately realized the 
seriousness of it. 





"What's the matter?" Asked Shen Sheng, the Datang Zhongshu scholar, frowning. 


Li Mi secretly admired his acting skills and said: "What is the matter, Li should be clearer than me. You 
have been coveting Jing Ansi, and you have also buried your eyes and led the wolf into the room. Isn't it 
for this moment?" It’s straightforward and sharp. With a wave of his hand, the soldiers around the 
brigade immediately raised their crossbows to prevent this power from going wrong. 
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Li Bi was so aggressive that he surrounded him. Several guards were shocked and subconsciously kept 
their master behind. He didn't panic, pushed the guard away, straightened his chest and walked to the 
pavilion,said lightly: "Chang Yuan, this is a conspiracy." 


Li Bi suddenly wanted to laugh, and Li Linfu, who had a sweet-mouthed sword, said it was a conspiracy, 
how ironic it was. 


"Is Li Xiang not coveted by Jing Ansi? Do you want to overthrow the Prince every day?" 


Li Linfu's eyes showed the light of the shadow of the bird of prey, and the corners of his lips were slightly 
raised: "You are right. But in this matter, if | have already calculated, then the **** thing is Changyuan, 
you are right." 


"Because in your calculations, | should have died!" 


Li Bi was no longer confned to any etiquette and stepped forward to grab Li Linfu's sleeve. Li Linfu sighed 
and slowly shook his head: "Although you and | have different positions, the old man has always 
appreciated your talents. Unfortunately, your performance today has really disappointed the old man." 


"Li Xiang might as well return to Jing'an Division with me and slowly distinguish and analyze." 


Li Mi only talked nonsense when he was in a desperate end. He has completely fgured out the context of 
this matter: Li Linfu was behind the cricket and the Turkic Wolf Guard, and then inserted the internal 
response in the Jingan Division. The two should cooperate with each other to paralyze Jing Ansi and take 
Li Bi away. Then Li Xiang took advantage of the opportunity to instruct Ji Wen to seize 

power while letting the Cricket attack. In order to avoid being 

affected, he left the Qinzheng government building in advance and hid in this house; at the same time, 
he let the cockroaches use Li Mi to transfer his prince Li Heng. In this way, the world would be mistaken 
for the attack that the prince was killing his father and seizing power and completely defeated him. 


Who has the ability to mobilize Turkic Wolf Guards and Crickets? Who is so familiar with the details 
inside and outside Chang'an City? Who has the ability to move every piece in the position to the most 
suitable position? 
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people. Whether it is deduced from motivation, authority, style or many signs that have been revealed, 
only Li Linfu can play. 





The two variables in this plan are Zhang Xiaojing and Li Mi. After the scorpion fshed out Li Heng, Li Bian 
was supposed to kill him, but he never expected that he would escape with the help of Zhang Xiaojing. 
So the whole conspiracy was just held by Li Bi's mansion in Anyefang, and it was exposed all at once. 


What Jingsi Secretary's note, what is not the owner of this mansion, all false statements. Li Mi was too 
lazy to refute. He believed that in Li Linfu's eyes, in front of such a clear chain of evidence, it would be 
meaningless to rebel against him. He held Li Linfu's arm, and came out of Ziyuting, shouting in his mouth: 
"Jingan Division is doing business!" 
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formation. 


At this time, Li Linfu's voice rang again: "Chang Yuan, you are so clever, why can't you even think of this? 
How can this matter beneft me?" 


This sentence is not loud, but it sounds like thunder in Li Mi's ear. His footsteps froze, turning his head to 
look at the culprit. The other person looked calm, even with a little pity in his eyes. 


Li Bi found that he had made a mistake, a very big mistake, a huge mistake that he had been trying to 
avoid certain conjectures in his heart. 
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fxed frame. Then he leaned his body against the baffe on the roof of Dawang Tower and exhaled for a 
long time, but his eyes were light. 
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communication, so he can only do it himself. Now the street drums on Sixth Street have sounded, and 
the Quartet gates have been closed. The task Li Bi gave him was temporarily completed. If you want to 
completely restore the original communication capabilities, it will take a few days, but at least it will not 
delay major events. 


Since being released from prison, Yao Runen has a general understanding of the situation in Changan. 
The strange development of the situation made him dumbfounded. Several elders of the Yao family are 
from a public background. Since childhood, he has been able to tell Yao Ru all kinds of strange cases. But 
their stories add up, and this case is not so strange at the moment. 


Yao Ru could feel his chest suffocated. The disaster in front of us can obviously be avoided. If it were not 
for all kinds of constraints, | am afraid it would have been solved long ago. Why is it so complicated for 
such a simple matter? At the moment Zhang Xiaojing is at a loss, Tan Qi's whereabouts are unknown, 
and Xu Bin was even killed in Jing'an Si's belly, which is obviously unnecessary. 


Could this be what Zhang Xiaojing called "If you don't become a monster like it, you will be swallowed by 
it"? 


Yao Ru can clenched his fsts in pain. If you don't think about your original intention, then what is the 
point of holding on! A few hours ago, he angrily made an oath of "do not retreat" on the Dawanglou, 
just because he didn't want to become a monster that had fallen into reality, even if it was costly. He 
believed that Zhang Duwei must also be in a certain place, trying to resist the erosion of Changan. 





Yao Ru was able to send a signal to all the watchtowers, asking about Zhang Xiaojing's location, but 
unfortunately no watchtower gave a satisfactory answer. The last time Zhang Xiaojing appeared in 
Wanglou's records was that Zizi was in Zuoyefang at the beginning, and then he disappeared completely, 
and there were no more sightings. 


Yao Runeng was thinking about where Zhang Xiaojing would be. At this time, the assistant next to him 
shouted, "Xunwei is on the second foor, and news comes in!" 


With Dawanglou as the core, the surrounding area is divided into eight areas, named after the gossip. All 
lookout towers are erected on the axis of these eight areas. The southeast of Xunwei, the second foor 
refers to the second foor on the southeast axis of Dawanglou. 


These temporarily-assisted assistants can do some simple things, but they don't understand the signal 
transmission and interpretation. These things must be done by Yao Ru personally. Yao Ru can quickly 
rush to the southeast corner of Dawanglou, while staring at the purple lights in the distance and 
reporting numbers out loud so that the assistant can record. After the signal transmission was 
completed, Yao Runeng drew a few strokes and quickly deciphered. 


"Run Neng: Zhang Duwei called urgently, come alone, cut." 


Yao Runeng frowned, Zhang Duwei? Why didn't he return, instead he would hide in the distant 
watchtower to send a message? Is it hurt or is there something hidden? What's even stranger is that the 
news was sent to me alone, not to Jing'an. 


He glanced at the assistants, who were ignorant of the numbers and did not know what was translated. 
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After all, he was repeatedly suspected before, and even wanted by the whole city. It is a matter of 
course that he is wary of Jing'an. 


Zhang Duwei must be in a predicament now. For some reason, he can't ask for help in an upright 
manner, so he has to send a signal back through the lookout outside. He must know that now only Yao 
Ru can interpret the signal, and he is also the only person he can trust in Jingansi. 


At the thought of this, Yao Ru was in a hot mood. He instructed several assistants to continue to stare at 
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Because the inner ghost has not yet been caught. At this time, the Jingzhao Mansion and the vicinity of 
the former Jing'an Division were still tightly sealed. But Yao Runeng had cleared the suspicion, and the 
guards simply asked him a few words and let him go. 


The second foor of Xunwei is located in Xinghuafang, southeast of Guangdefang. There are two towers 
in this square, the frst foor in the northwest corner and the second foor in the southeast corner, which 
are diagonally distributed. Yao Runeng trot all the way to Xinghua Fang and saw many people yawn and 
walk back. The Fang 

soldiers were already at the door, urging residents to return home as soon as possible, and the door was 
about to close. 





Yao Ru could shake the waist card, walk straight into the square, and went straight to the second foor. 
The mansion was located next to a large corral, which was flled with pigs, goats, chickens, geese, and 
had a strong smell of dung. He covered his nostrils, bowed his head through the corral, and soon saw 
the long wooden ladder standing under the tower. 


He just hurried off, not paying attention to a somber clang in the corral beside him. Yao Runeng raised 
his head, reached out to grab the frst wooden ladder, climbed up two steps, and his feet also stepped on 
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after another, squawking. A crossbow machine protruded from behind them, aiming at Yao Runeng's 
uncovered chest. 


Bang, Bang, Bang, Bang, Bang. 
The sound of fve crossbow arrows was heard in succession, followed by a scream of scream. 
Yao Ruen's eyes widened, and the whole person stiffened on the wooden ladder, unable to move at all. 
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alley outside, each holding a short crossbow, and a civilian behind him. They quickly surrounded all 
around, and in the corral, a fgure lay down on the ground, still holding a crossbow machine that had not 
yet fred. 


"Hey, what's going on?" Yao Ru could not know whether he should go up or down. 


The civil servant raised his head and said with a loud voice: "Yao Jialang Jun, you have worked hard, 
come down." Yao Ru can feel familiar, and at frst glance, it turned out to be an acquaintance. He also 
helped in the Jingan Division. 


"But ..." Yao Runeng glanced at it, maybe Zhang Xiaojing was still there. Zhao Shenjun saw through his 
thoughts: "This is a trap, do you really believe it?" 


Unable to believe it, Yao Ru continued to climb to the top and saw that there was no trace of Zhang 
Xiaojing inside. Only two martial princes fell inside, and he was dead. He climbed down the stairs and his 
face became terrible, and asked Zhao Shenjun what was going on. 


"Do you remember, Li Sicheng told you that the inner ghost of Jingansi has an intersection with you?" 


Yao Ru was able to nod. He clearly remembered Li Bi ’s original 

words: “We judge that this traitor should have an intersection with 

you, and it must have revealed faws. Think carefully, if you think of anything, please let me know.” It's 
strange, why Li Sicheng would bite the bullet and believe that he must know the inner ghost. 


Zhao Shenjun patted his head slightly proudly: "This is not for you, it's for the inner ghost." Yao Runeng 
was upright, but not stupid. When | heard this, | immediately understood. 





Li Sicheng actually did not know who the inner ghost had intersected with, so he deliberately released a 
smoke bomb in front of Yao Runeng. When Neigui heard that, he must be very nervous, trying to kill Yao 
Runeng to avoid revealing his identity. 


However, martial law was in place inside and outside the Jingzhao Mansion, and Yao Runeng was alone 
in the Dawanglou. So the inner ghost took advantage of Wanglou's character of not seeing people and 
caught Yao Run out of Guangdefang, waiting for an opportunity. 


Zhao Shenjun had earlier been given Li Li’s opportunity to closely monitor Yao Runeng ’s movements. As 
soon as he was found out, he was immediately embellished, and he really performed. 





22. CHEN CHU(7,00 - 7,59), PART 2 


Yao Runeng's expression was a bit stiff, and Li Sicheng thought of himself as a bait. If Zhao participated 
in the army half a step at night, the inner ghost was certainly exposed, and he could not help dying. Zhao 
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Yao Ru could barely get up and look towards the corral. The animals were driven away, and a black 
shadow was lying prone in the dirty mud, throwing their crossbows aside. There were two arrows in his 
back, but from the slightly twitching ridge line, he knew that he was still alive. 


Just stay alive, this guy opened the drain in Jing’an ’s backyard, and killed half of the Jing’an ’s team, 
including Xu Bin, and indirectly contributed to the outbreak of Que Lehuo. Really, he’s the biggest 
tonight. One of the sinners cannot die so easily. 


Yao Ru stepped forward, stepped into the corral, and smelly muddy water splashed under his feet. He 
reached over and turned the inner ghost over At this time the sky was already shining brightly and 
ghost over. At this time the sky was already shining brightly, and 

under the light of the dim light, Yao Ru could see the facial features on his face and couldn't help but be 
shocked. 


"why you?!" 

This inner ghost took advantage of Yao Runeng's stunned moment, and suddenly jumped out of the mud, 
his hands ficked, splashing the dirt into Yao Runeng's eyes, then with an arrow wound, he turned and 

ran in the opposite direction. 

Zhao Shenjun was not very anxious. He had arranged manpower in this area. This guy hit an arrow, it is 
impossible to run away. He greeted his men from all directions, forming a dense line of defense and 
gradually gathering towards the corral. 

After being gathered to a small area, they found that people were gone! 

Zhao Sen's military was corrupted and ordered a thorough search. Soon there was a result. It turned out 


that there was a sewage drainage ceramic pipe under the corral. The corrals are cleaned on weekdays, 
and animal feces and dirt are discharged from here and washed away along the water. 


The lid of the pipe was lifted and thrown aside, and the inner diameter was quite wide. Obviously, the 
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Zhao Shenjun ordered to chase fast, but the soldiers saw that the inside and outside of the pipe were 
covered with black-brown dirt, and also exuded the smell of rotten smell. 


Only one person is the exception. 
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The wall of Chang'an Waiguo is about four feet high, and it is rammed twice with good loess, which is as 
strong as Tonglian City in the past. The four corners and the twelve city gates were also specially 
reinforced with clad bricks. At the root of Waiguo City Wall, there is a ring of moat three feet wide and 
two feet deep. 


The water of the moat comes from the three major canals of Guangtong, Yongan and Longshou. The 
water is dry in winter, but it can always maintain a water level of more than one foot. Chang'an people 
have nothing to do with leisure, they will come to the river to catch a fsh or something. The defending 
army does not prohibit this, but it is forbidden to take a bath or wash clothes to prevent it from being 
seen by the envoys of the foreign clan, which is unsightly. 


From afar, the entire moat looked like a black-colored belt with countless golden yellow fashing stars, 
which were hundreds of water lamps on the ice. 


The structure of these water lamps is very simple, using wooden boards or oil paper as a boat, and a 
candle on it-this is the custom of the ghost festival on the Mid-Autumn Festival. point. But this is after all 
a ghost sacrifce to the ghosts, and it was unlucky to put it in the city, so everyone ran to the moat 
outside the city to put it, anyway, the city gate was not closed all night. The only inconvenience is that 
the water surface freezes, and the lights cannot foat, and can only shine on the spot. 


At this time, above the gleaming river, a dark shadow was falling rapidly. Those ice fres that would 
extinguish at any time, along with Chen Xi, refected the outlines of two despairs. 


Zhang Xiaojing hugged Xiao Gui, and together with that fag, he entangled in the air, and the scene in 
front of Fengsui Fort was repeated again, but the relationship between the two was completely different 
this time. Xiao Gui stared at Zhang Xiaojing fercely, and Zhang Xiaojing closed his one eye tightly without 
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The rate of descent is too fast, they have no room to speak. As the wind swept through the ear, the 
body quickly approached the ground. First a crunch, the thin ice cracked, and overturned a lot of small 
water lamps; then, with a clatter, the water splashed, and the candlelight of the ghosts that surrounded 
them went out, and the two people directly smashed into the moat, causing a high High waves. 


More than a foot of river water is not enough to completely offset the pressure caused by the decline. 
The two sank directly into the deepest place, hitting the bottom of the river heavily, the mud was fying, 
and it was muddy. 


Zhang Xiaojing only felt that Venus was dancing in front of him, and the whole portrait was beaten hard 
in the vest with a big hand. Five organs and six organs condensed into a mass in a moment, and then 
scattered to the four sides. The strong shock brought by this pull almost shook all three souls and seven 
souls out of the body. For a while, Zhang Xiaojing did see his back and saw it gradually away. At the 
same time, a large amount of cold water poured into his lungs, making him cough in pain. 


If it is changed to the heyday, Zhang Xiaojing can quickly calm his mind and try to save himself. But he is 
too weak now, and he has been fghting for a whole day, squeezing every strength of his bones. Zhang 





Xiaojing slowly spread his limbs and relax his muscles. The last thought in his heart was that it would be 
nice to die like this. 


But there was a sudden tumbling sound in his ear, and he could not help but foat upward. Zhang 
Xiaojing crooked his face and saw Xiao Guizhen struggling with his arms, rushing towards the river. 
Ironically, that fag has been dipped into a strip, one end wrapped around Xiao Gui's ankle and one end 
wrapped around Zhang Xiaojing's waist. The fag was so tight that it couldn't be easily uncoiled, so it 
looked like Xiao Gui was pulling the rope and pulling 

Zhang Xiaojing up. 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't know whether Xiao Gui really wanted to save people, or he was simply too late to 
solve the fag, but he had no energy to think deeply and let the other party toss. Xiao Gu’s power was 
much stronger than that of Zhang Xiaojing. After struggling for more than a dozen times, the heads of 
the two people appeared at the same time, making a wheezing gasp. 


On the bank of the moat, there were several panic shouts: "Hey! It seems that someone has fallen into 
the water!" Then footsteps came. 


These people should be ordinary people who put water lamps nearby, all wearing white shirts and 
carrying lanterns. They saw a large hole in the ice surface of the moat, two heads foating inside, and 
they were all startled. They looked at it again, and one of them was still throbbing. Several lanterns were 
held high, illuminating the banks of the river brightly, and a few bold descendants stepped on the thin 
ice and approached them tremblingly. 


Some people brought a few long bamboo poles for lighting, and one was placed on Xiao Xiao's armpit. 
Several people lifted hard, and both of them were lifted out of the water, dragging their hands and feet 
to the shore. 


Zhang Xiaojing's line of vision was blurred, and he felt his cheeks being beaten fercely, and then a fnger 
reached under his nose, and a voice shouted: "This is also mad!" 


"Is there still gas? So Xiao Xiao is still alive?" Zhang Xiaojing's consciousness is not coherent at all now, 
and he can only think intermittently. He felt almost no consciousness under the neck, even the pain, 
cold, acid, etc. disappeared, the wood was dull, like his head was connected to a stone statue. 


After a while, another humorous voice came to the ear: "This, isn't this Zhang Shuai?" 
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thick lion nose. He remembered it a little bit. This is Arroyo, a Linyi who raised camels in Dongshi. His 
biggest dream is to cultivate the best "Footfoot Camels". Arroyo was once bullied by a young man, who 
was Said to have stolen the hard-working camel, and fnally Zhang Xiaojing presided over justice, which 
made him save his efforts. 


Arroyo found out that it was Eun Gong, who showed a delighted expression: "Really Zhang Shuai!" He 
leaned over and pressed his hand on Zhang Xiaojing's chest, and massaged hard. The pair of rough big 





hands were particularly powerful. Zhang Xiaojing opened his mouth and wowed out a lot of water, and 
his body fnally felt a little conscious. 


Several heads around came together to identify his identity one after another, and the voices of "Zhang 
Shuai", "Zhang Yanluo" and "Zhang Xiaojing" sounded. These people Zhang Xiaojing also remembered 
that they were all residents of Wannian County and 

had dealt with him more or less. 


He wanted to remind these people to look up at the city wall. There was a rattan basket hanging in it, 
which was flled with a coma, and there was a comatose comatose nearby. But Zhang Xiaojing opened 
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It was probably irritated when it fell into the water. It may be paralyzed for a while, and it may take a 
while to recover. 


Arroyo was very happy to see Zhang Xiaojing react. He thought that there was a man lying next to him. It 
should be Zhang Xiaojing's friend, so he walked over and massaged for a while. Then his companion 


suddenly said, "Did you hear the drums?" 


Arroyo was stunned and stopped to listen. Sure enough, the most familiar street drum sounded in the 
city. He couldn't help but be a little strange: "It's almost sunrise, which door is it? 


"Oh, listen again!" The companion was anxious. 
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sharp and fast, which is very different from the long style of street drums. His face changed. This was the 
closed door drum of the tower, which meant that the gates of Chunming Gate in the north and Yanxing 
Gate in the south would be closed soon. 
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the Yuan Festival. Therefore, these people will frst go to the city for 

a night lantern festival, and they will leave the city to release the water lantern in the moat almost at 
the time of the hour. What's wrong now? Why is it almost dawn, but the gates are closed? Is it related 
to the explosion before Xingqing Palace? 


Arroyo did not go to Xingqing Palace to see the excitement, and it was unclear how big the incident was. 
But they knew how harsh the guards behind the gates were. If you did n’t enter the city before you 
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would be very troublesome to stay outside the city. 


"Hurry up now!" The companion urged his sleeve. 


"But Zhang Shuai and they can't let it go ..." Arroyo hesitated. He looked at the white fsh belly in the 
distance, and then looked at the lantern on the tower of Yanxingmen, and bit his teeth. 


"what?" 





"Anyway, the city gate won't stay open all the time. It's a big deal. | stay outside for a day. Zhang Shuai is 
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remember to feed me Camel. "The companions agreed and ran towards the gate. 


Arroyo had a strong physique, and easily carried Zhang Xiaojing and walked out. There is a small 
ancestral temple next to the offcial 

road two hundred steps away from the city wall. When Chang'an 

people practice farewell, they always come here to worship. Arroyo put Zhang Xiaojing in the temple, 
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In the past, in order to release the water lamp, this group of people kept fre on the shore. Arroyo 
fetched the fre, burned some hot water with the broken urn in the temple, and irrigated them. After a 
while, the two men regained their consciousness. Arroyo was quite happy, saying that | went out to get 
something to eat, and then went out with a bamboo pole. There were only Zhang Xiaojing and Xiao Gui 
left in the temple. 


Zhang Xiaojing slowly turned his head to his side and found that Xiao Gui suffered much more injuries 
than he did. His chest collapsed to a large extent, and there was blood foam on the corner of his mouth. 
Obviously when he fell into the water, he leaned down to touch the ground frst, blocking most of the 


impact for Zhang Xiaojing 


Seeing this situation, Zhang Xiaojing knew that he was basically saved. A strong grief, like lightning, split 
into Zhang Xiaojing's stiff body. The last time he had a similar experience, he still heard Wen Wuji died. 


Xiao Ji opened his eyes at this time. 

"Why?" These three words contain countless doubts and anger. 

Zhang Xiaojing opened his mouth, still unable to make a sound. 

"Why do you want to betray me?" Xiao Gu seemed to become excited, and there was more blood in the 
corner of his mouth. He probably knew he was n’t going anymore, he did n’t care about his chest injury, 
and he coughed, "No! Cough... you did n’t really help me from the beginning, right?" 


Zhang Xiaojing nodded silently. 


"Unexpectedly, in order to deceive my trust, you actually killed Li. Zhang Datou Zhang Datou, should you 
say that you are hot enough or insidious? Cough!" 


Xiao Gui fnally realized at this point that the reason why this perfect plan fell short was because of the 
old comrade-in-arms. His unlimited trust in Zhang Xiaojing became a sharp edge to cut himself. 


"| don't understand, why would you betray an old comrade in life and death? Why would you help the 
offcial family? | can't think of a reason, | can't think of a single reason." Xiao Gui desperately grabbed 
Zhang Xiaojing's hand, his eyes full of doubts. 
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bullied should be on his side anyway, but Zhang Xiaojing didn't, but he was born and died for those who 
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Unfortunately, Zhang Xiaojing couldn't make a sound at this time, 
Xiao Xiao stared at his lips: "You don't agree with my approach?" 
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Zhang Xiaojing shook his head. 


Xiao Gui punched the thin column next to the small temple and almost shouted: "Then why are you? If 
you are not loyal to the emperor, why should you protect him? Why don't you agree with my approach! 
You do this, worthy of those dead brothers ?" 


Zhang Xiaojing greeted his gaze silently. Xiao Ji suddenly remembered that on the top of the diligent 
government affairs building, they had a debate about "measuring human life." Zhang Xiaojing seemed to 
have a lot of opinions on this matter, insisting that human life can be measured in this way. 


"Do you think | did something wrong? Do you think | used any means to kill the innocent indiscriminately? 
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Xiao Guiqi laughed back: "After so many experiences, you are still so weak, so naive ... cough ... who do 
you want to maintain? It is the offcial who killed my sister's family. Yong Wang, or the court that threw 
you into death torture several times? " 


Zhang Xiaojing did not answer this time. He cast his gaze out of the temple solemnly. At this time, dawn 
had gradually driven away the darkness, and the outline of the wall of Changan City had gradually 
become clear. Today is a good day. 


Xiao Jiu followed Zhang Xiaojing's sight, and they were the partners who were born and died. One eye is 
enough for each other's mind: "Ten years of Western Region soldiers, nine years of Changan handsome, 
you will not really regard yourself as the guardian of this Changan city Are you? " 


Zhang Xiaojing reluctantly raised his right arm and scraped the water stains in his eye socket. The one- 
eyed eye was exceptionally solemn. 


Xiao Gui's eyes twitched, and he could hardly believe: "Big head, you really are the naive and stupid guy 
in the eighth regiment." Zhang Xiaojing tried his best to raise his right arm and thumped it heavily on his 
left shoulder. This is the call sign ceremony of the eighth regiment, meaning "nine dead without regret”. 


Xiao Xiao saw this, frst a moment of silence, then a burst of laughter: "Okay! Okay! People have to be 
responsible for their choices, | trust you, you betrayed me, this is all deserved. Okay, let me It was n’t a 





loss to die in the hands of my brother. Anyway, | also made troubles in Chang’an, the lamp tower was 
blown up, the palace was smashed, and the emperor had taken hold of it. 


His laughter was harsh and sharp, and more blood was fowing from the corner of his mouth. 


Zhang Xiaojing reluctantly turned sideways, trying to reach out and wipe him off. Xiao Gui shattered his 
hand without any politeness: "Go away! Wait until the prefecture, let the brothers of the eighth 
regiment decide, who the **** are we! Cough cough cough..." 


After a ferce cough, the voice came to an abrupt halt, and Zu Dao Temple fell into silence. Zhang Xiaojing 
thought he was dead and was about to gather over and take a closer look. Unexpectedly, Xiao Gu stood 
up suddenly, his eyes glowing like a glowing light: 


"Although they escaped, | will not let Chang'an City be too peaceful. Cough, big head, let me tell you a 
secret." 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned, did not approach, did not know what medicine he sold in the gourd. Xiao Gui's 
face was covered with ridiculous smiles: "Don't you want to know, why can we crickets make such a big 
move in Chang'an City?" 


Hearing this sentence, Zhang Xiaojing suddenly tightened his heart. He had long suspected that the 
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on Xiao Ji's veteran veterans. There must be forces behind them. 
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Now Xiao Gui is willing to tell the secret, but he dare not listen. Look at that guy's excited expression, 
this will be a secret that will make Chang'an City chaos. But catching the real murderer is the 
responsibility of Jing An Du Wei, and he has to listen again. 


Looking at Zhang Xiaojing's dilemma, Xiao Gui enjoyed it very much. He tried to move his body over and 
whispered a word against his ear. Zhang Xiaojing couldn't move, but the one-eyed stared suddenly, 
almost breaking out of his eyes. 


Xiao Gui's head dropped, his body slanted sideways, his forehead inadvertently pressed against Zhang 
Xiaojing's chest, and he died. 


At this time, the diligent government affairs building was even more chaotic than when it was just 
attacked. 


The anxiously corrupted forbidden troops, the panic guests who escaped from the dead, the guards and 
servants who came to the rescue in Wannian County and Xingqing Palace, the headless fies-like slave 
dance dancers countless people ran back and forth 

among the ruins and smoke. Some ran out, some rushed in, some yelled, some cried, and everyone did 
n’t know what to do. 


When the Forbidden Forces learned that the emperor was being held by the thieves and boarded the 
building, they went away without a trace, and became even more anxious. Ministers such as Longwu, 
Yulin, Zuowei Xiaowei, Zuoqian Qianniuwei, etc., each ordered to send people to search around, and the 
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even clashed. 


Especially the guests who fell on the sixth foor soon blended in. Many of them were injured, but not 
many died. These individuals have noble identities, either a clan or a heavy minister. They have a big 
temper and like to give orders. Everyone feels that they should be treated frst. The soldiers who climbed 
the building frst didn't know who should listen to them, and no one could offend. They were completely 
at a loss. 


For amoment, all the fgures upstairs and downstairs fashed, like an ant's nest where the queen was dug 
away. 


The only gratifcation is that because there are so many reinforcements, the fres ignited by the wreckage 
of the lamphouse are quickly extinguished. At least the building of Qinzheng will not be destroyed by fre. 


In this turbulent and shouting chaos, a man and a woman walked out quietly, with a man with a wide 
forehead in front, limping and walking, it seems that he was injured in the attack; he Behind him was a 
woman of Hu Ji, who was also chaotically clouded, covered with smoke and dust, but looked solemn. If 
you look closely, you will fnd that the man's eyes keep blinking. The woman's right hand behind him is 
always pressed against his waist, almost walking forward against the man. 
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minor wounded people, and will not pay attention to these small details. They slowly walked outside like 
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Before Zhang Xiaojing told Tan Qi to destroy the "building inside the building", and then immediately left. 
She successfully completed the task, but instead of walking away, she turned around and picked up Yuan 
Zai. 


Yuan Zai thought that the reinforcements were coming and he could be rescued. But as soon as he stood 
up to shout, he was immediately hit by Tanqi in the calf, and the sweat beaded up. Yuan Zai didn't have 
time to ask the other party why he did it, and he felt a hard object holding his waist. You do n’t have to 
look at him to know that it is not a knife, but a sharp object enough to pierce the fesh. 
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"Girl, you don't have to ..." Yuan Zai tried to justify, but his waist and eyes hurt immediately, so he 
scared him to close his mouth. 


So Tan Qi held the Yuan Zai in this way, and slowly withdrew from the main building of the diligent 
administration, and came to a bush near the Longchi of Xingqing Palace. The previous explosion made all 
the birds here stunned away, leaving a dark forest. At the Xingqing Palace, the guards ran all over the 
building at this time, and no one was patrolling the area. 
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"Good." Tan Qi's two big eyes fashed a deep killing intention, "Let you survive, it's not good for Zhang 
Duwei." 


Before Yuan Zai framed Zhang Xiaojing, she had asked clearly. Tan Qi is very worried. If you put this guy 
back, Jing'an will defnitely retaliate against Zhang Xiaojing (she doesn't know that Li Bi has regained 
control of Jing'an). The Deng Tuo, who has carried too many stigmas, is still fghting. She must do 
something to help him, even if it will be stained with blood. 


By now, she could not care about herself. 
Yuan Zai can tell from Tan Qi's expression and breath that the girl is serious. She may not have seen 
blood, but she must be determined to start. Regardless of his personal safety and security, he still 


appreciates the decisiveness of this kind of killing. 


Tan Qi gritted her silver teeth and was about to exert her strength. Yuan Zai suddenly said: "You can't kill 
me, Zhang Xiaojing is going to die!" 
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to say: "Did you hear those people talk about Zhang Duwei's performance when you went downstairs?" 





"so what?" 


When they went downstairs, they happened to encounter a lucky and uninjured offcial who ran down, 
excitedly talking to the soldiers of the imprisoned with a picture, and talking about the things on the 
seventh foor. They only knew that after Zhang Xiaojing went upstairs, he actually teamed up with the 
Cricket, stunned Chen Xuanli, not to mention it, but also openly took the emperor and Taizhen away. 


Tan Qi and Yuan Zai certainly understand that this is Zhang Xiaojing's strategy, but in the eyes of others, 
Zhang Xiaojing has become a bad guy who does all the evil things. 


"Manchu Wenwu, full of eyes, even if the girl shattered tens of thousands of corpses, his stigma could 
not be cleaned." 


"I can testify!" Tan Qi said. 


Yuan Zai smiled disdainfully: "Everyone thinks he is your sweetheart, and no one will believe you at all." 
Yuan Zai is acommentary by Dali Division, and the logic of handling the case above is too clear. 


"But | have evidence that he is innocent!" 


"Holding the emperor, this crime can't be washed in vain. To be honest, | don't quite understand why 
Zhang Xiaojing chose such a thankless path. For him, this is a dead end." 


"You..." Tan Qi's tears had already moved in her eyes. She knew that Yuan Zai was telling the truth. 
Because of this, she was very angry. Tanqi used his force to push the sharp object into it. Yuan Zai 
subconsciously hid, kicked his feet, and fell to the ground: "Wait, don't do it, listen to me. You can't save 
him, but | can." 


"Don't you say that he is dead?" 


"If you killed me, it would be a dead end." Yuan Zai lay on the ground and shouted, "Now the only 
person who can recover his crime is me. |am a judge at Dali Temple, and I'm serving in Jing'an Division. 
They will believe it. " 


Tan Qi sneered: "Why should | believe you? You clearly hurt him alot before. Now that you are released, 
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"You don't have to believe whether | am sincere, as long as | believe this is good for me." Yuan Zai lying 
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"Before framed Zhang Xiaojing, | was also entrusted by others, and | was granted a lot of benefts. 
However, | just calculated carefully just now. If the current situation can help him clear the suspicions, | 
have a greater advantage-you know , Human nature has always been to seek benefts and avoid harm, 
can betray the loyalty and virtue, but will never betray the interests. So as long as this is in my favor, you 
do n’t have to worry about my girl betrayal. "Yuan Zai said more fuently, as if Back to his familiar rhythm. 





In this analysis of human nature, Tan Qi has also heard the son said before that the courts are all about 
the struggle for interests. But Yuan Zai said so naked, making her really uncomfortable, she could not 
help but sip: "Shameless!" 


Yuan Zai climbed up from the ground in embarrassment, and saw that Tan Qi had no further action 
except to scold, knowing that the girl had shaken. He patted the dirt on his clothes and smiled. 


"What good can you do? | can't think of it." Tangi still sternly. 

"If Xiaojing really rescued the saint, he was a great hero. At that time, the emperor checked it. Yo, there 
was a prophet who was a 

loyal offcial. When everyone thought Zhang Xiaojing was a traitor, 

he tried to wash his heroes out of grievances. Among the benefts, but the amount of vehicle bucket. " 
"You are betting, what if he can't save it?" 

"That Chang'an and the whole court will be in chaos. Who cares about him?" Yuan Zai raised his right 
hand and ficked his fngers back and forth, as if holding a dice in his hand. "So no matter whether the 
saint is safe or dangerous, help Zhang Xiaojing Whitewashing is the most cost-effective for me. " 
Watching this guy talk lightly about something disrespectful, like a businessperson talking about 
business, Tan Qi felt a sense of coolness coming up. But these words were impeccable, almost convinced 
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Tan Qi didn't know that Yuan Zai didn't say it yet. Previously in front of Chao's family, he was frightened 
by Zhang Xiaojing, and he let the killing **** leave. If he takes the blame from the top, he will also have 
to bear a good relationship with him, and he may even be punished on the charge of "conceiving the 
murderer". Therefore, in any case, he has to correct Zhang Xiaojing. In a sense, they are already 
grasshoppers on a rope. 

The merits and demerits show up afterwards, and the rich and expensive seek insurance. Yuan Zai wiped 
the sweat on his forehead. His good luck had not completely left tonight, and it was 

worth the effort. 

Tan Qi asked: "So what shall we do?" 

"First, we have to fnd someone frst." 

"Who?" 

"A person who hates Zhang Xiaojing for his bones." 

The last sentence of Li Linfu made Li Bi fall into the ice cave. 


"What are the benefts for me?" 


Whether it is a common push or a court conspiracy, it follows a most basic principle: "Legals doubt." The 
one who gains the most is always the most suspicious. Li Linfu did not get entangled with Li Mi in the 





last minute, but went straight to the root, and asked the Jingan Secretary to review this basic common 
sense. 


Li Linfu has won the trust of the emperor for nearly ten years since he was appointed decree in the 20th 
year of Kaiyuan. If the emperor rises, he will become a tree without roots and water without resources. 
Even if he wants to help other young kings to gain the throne, the gains may not be as thick as they are 
today. In other words, this conspiracy against Tianzi is harmful and unhelpful to him, and has almost no 
benefts. 


Li Bi calculated Li Linfu's conspiracy arrangement from various signs, which seemed to explain perfectly, 
but he only forgot the most fundamental thing. Li Linfu painstakingly made such a big move, only shake 
his position, he is not a fool. 





22. CHEN CHU (7,00 - 7,59), PART 4 


However, following this principle, the prince was directly pushed to the position of greatest suspicion. 


Since his succession to the East Palace, he has been oppressed by Li Xiang repeatedly, and he is 
suspicious of the emperor. He is uneasy day and night. In the unfortunate event of a mountain tomb, 
the crown prince succeeded in succeeding to the throne, and he could inherit the rule of the great 
treasure, and he could eliminate Li Xiang's troubles. 


"No, it is not possible. You deliberately transferred the prince out, so that he could bear the suspicion of 
killing the king and the relatives, and he could not ascend the throne." Li Bi tried to defend. 


"Killing the king and killing relatives? |, the emperors of the Tang Dynasty, haven't you had such a 
thing?" Li Linfu's tone was full of satire, "I'll ask you, other kings, but who left halfway seat?" 


Li Mi kept silent. 


"If | arrange this, | should keep a prince at this time, control the South Yat and North Yat forbidden 
troops, ride out all around, and remove you and the East Palace one by one. Instead of staying alone in 
such a big yard , Chewing your tongue with you. "Li Linfu smiled slightly, with a few traces of self- 
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"We were all fooled." The right phase suddenly sighed. 

Hearing this sentence, Li Mi's body shook, and it seemed to have been greatly impacted. Yeah, it's the 
Thunder Strike that's trying to usurp, and you can't hesitate for a while. A man like Li Linfu who is so 
clever and sensible must have made a fortune, and the follow-up means are endless. 

Is it... really planned by the crown prince staying at the Donggong medicine garden? He even fooled me? 
In Li Bi's heart, there was a moment of misery, then anger, and then a strange enlightenment arose. 
This is the end of the matter, and accountability is meaningless. Li Bi knows that there is no right or 
wrong in politics, only the confict of interests. As the master of the East Palace, even if he was kept in 
the dark in advance, even if there was no reason to speak, he must try to fght for the Prince ’s interests. 
At this time, in this secluded mansion, Prince Lin’s biggest enemy, 

Li Linfu, had only a few escorts, and the brigade soldiers he carried 


were ten times as many ... The arm slowly lifted. 


There is only one way since ancient Huashan, he has done something contrary to the prince, don't mind 
coming again. 


Li Linfu saw the murderous intention in the young man's eyes, but only smiled. In his eyes, Li Biis a 
rough child. Although he behaves with rules and regulations, his traces are too heavy to be tempered. 





"You don't want to think about it, what if nothing happens?" He only said softly. 


Li Linfu's words, like a gust of wind, quietly extinguished the ferce light in Li Mi's eyes. Yes, what if the 
emperor is safe? Then he shot at this time, not only meaningless, but also endless troubles. 


Li Bi doesn't know to what extent Xingqing Palace is miserable, but since Zhang Xiaojing is over there, he 
might create a miracle and really rescue the Holy One. He suddenly discovered that he had such a 
moment that he wanted Zhang Xiaojing to fail. 


This is really the most ironic thing today. 
Between the truth and his promise to the prince, Li Bi must now make a choice. 


As soon as Yao Runeng got into the pipe, there was a smelly smell like a spear, and even the Tianling 
cover had to be lifted. He 
desperately held his breath and fattened his body, and the whole person slipped and slid down. 


The inner wall of the pipe is covered with layers of yellow-brown manure shells, and the touch is 
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rate of descent. Fingers quickly traversed the fragile manure shell, splashing pieces of fying debris and 
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If it is changed to usual, Yao Runeng, who likes neatness, can already vomit. But now he didn't care 
about it at all, and he put all his heart on the black hole in front of him. 


Unexpectedly, the inner ghost was actually him! This is completely beyond Yao Runeng's expectations. 
But think about it carefully, but it fts perfectly with all the details, except for him, there can be no one 
else! 


This **** is the great enemy of the Jingan Division, and he must be caught even at the expense of his 
life. For Changan City, Zhang Duwei has been born and died, and | can do it too! Such a cry always 
echoed in Yao Runeng's mind. 


As he approached the exit, Yao Ru could see a circular exit and hear the gurgling of the water channel. 
He suddenly remembered his father's teachings-his father was an old policeman, saying that the 
moment of approaching the prisoner was the most dangerous. Be 

careful and be careful 


He had a strong intuition, so he desperately pedaled his sides to slow down. As soon as he slipped out of 
the pipe, Yao Runeng heard a gust of wind in his ear. The inner ghost was so brave that he didn't fee frst, 
but ambushed at the entrance of the cave, hitting him with a brow stick to dredge the pipe. 


Fortunately, Yao Ru could slow down ahead of time, the stick did not fall on the head, but hit the lower 
abdomen heavily. Yao Ru was able to endure the severe pain. He held a mass of hardened dung in his 
right hand early, and sideways sideways. The movement of the inner ghost stopped for half a minute. 
Yao Ru was able to grab the man's cuff with his right hand, and by the way of the situation, the two 
rolled down the culvert at the same time. 





This culvert is used for draining the square. In addition to corrals, restaurants, restaurants, shops, and 
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completely washed by water. Over time, all kinds of decaying dirt accumulate in the channel, which is 
very rancid and makes people almost unable to open their eyes. 


The two fell into the ditch. The place was narrow, pungent, and all martial arts had failed. Neigui didn't 
want to fght with him, but was struggling to swim away. Unexpectedly, Yao Ru could rush over and 
reached out to pull out a crossbow bolt behind him. The crossbow has a barb, so it pulls off a large 
chunk of fesh. 


Neigui made a miserable cry, turned around, and hit Yao Runeng's face with a punch. Yao Runeng 
immediately bleeds into his nose and threw himself into the dirty water. The inner ghost was about to 
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unkempt, like a water demon. He stretched out his arms and hugged the other person's body tightly, no 
matter how the inner ghost hit him, he could only hold it in one breath. 


The inner ghost did not expect Yao Ru to be so dead. At this time, he suffered a serious back injury and 
was soaked in such dirty **** 


water, just afraid that it was diffcult to heal. The inner ghost couldn't drag any more, so he had to hit 
Yao Runeng's spine one punch after another, expecting him to let go. But Yao Ru could not let go even if 
he was smashed with blood, the whole person turned into a stone lock, and the inner ghost was frmly 
bound in the culvert. 


The inner ghost started with one hand at frst, and later turned into a double fst clenched, hitting down 
fercely. With only a click, Yao Runeng's back suddenly collapsed a small piece, and it seemed that a spine 
had been broken. The young man uttered a painful whine, but his hands were locked but he did not 
relax. 


The inner ghost was almost exhausted. He gritted his teeth and was about to smash it again. Suddenly, 
there were several consecutive sounds of falling water falling behind him. He didn't know well, and he 
moved desperately, but Yao Runeng, who had fallen into a semi-coma, always clasped his fngers, making 
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It was a few brigade soldiers who fell into the water, they jumped in one by one under Zhao Shenjun's 
persecution, and their stomachs were depressed. Seeing this culprit at this time, | wish | could stab him 
directly. Fortunately, Zhao Shenjun explained that he wanted to live, so they picked up the scabbard and 
pulled it away. 


The brigade's scabbard is made of hard leather covered with copper, which is amazingly lethal. In the 
face of the siege, the inner ghost no longer had any room to resist. He was beaten continuously and his 
nose was blue and swollen. 


Yao Runeng was already in a coma at this time, but his fngers were too tight, and the soldiers couldn't 
break apart for a while, so they had to carry the two of them out of this dirty **** and bring them to the 
ground. 





At frst glance, Zhao Shenjun saw that the two men were so dirty that they couldn't see their faces clearly. 
A few barrels of well water splashed over, and the inner ghost showed a simple and familiar face. 


Zhao Shenjun looked closer and was shocked: "This, isn't that Jing'an Si's general communication?" 


Arroyo had good luck and hit a few larks outside. Although he was small, he was a meat dish. He 
stringed the skylarks back into the temple and found another person lying motionless in Zhang Xiaojing's 
arms. Zhang Xiaojing looked excited and his chest kept 

rising and falling. 


He thought that Zhang Shuai was sad because of the death of his friend. He walked over and wanted to 
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seemed to shout something in his throat. 


But Arroyo only heard a few false hiss, he said to Zhang Xiaojing a little helplessly: "You still don't say 
anything, rest here. When the city gate opens, I'll get you a camel, as soon as possible leave." 


He thought Zhang Xiaojing must have committed a big case, so he was so eager to jump off the wall and 
escape from Chang'an City. 
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sketching it in the dust on the ground. Arroyo said that | do n’t know how to read. You write it in vain. 
When you look down, you fnd that it is not a Chinese character, but a city tower and a city gate. Zhang 
Xiaojing drew another arrow with silk strips, reached the city gate, pointed at himself again, and looked 
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Arroyo suddenly realized: "Do you want to enter the city? Enter immediately?" 
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Arroyo was confused this time. He just jumped out of the city wall just now, so why should he go back 
now? He smiled bitterly: "You are stumping me. | just looked at it. The gate is really closed, and it 

is still the most powerful kind of seal. Now the entire Changan city 

has become a locked wooden No one wants to go in or out of the box. " 

Zhang Xiaojing grabbed his arms and used his strength energetically, his eyes glared round. 


"Why don't you wait? Anyway, the city gate cannot be closed forever." 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head desperately. Arroyo guessed that he had to enter the city, and that he 
would enter immediately. | don't know what happened in the end, so this bad coach is so anxious. 


"But there is no way to go down. If you break into it, you will be shot directly by the defenders ..." 
Arroyo said helplessly. 


Zhang Xiaojing drew a letter down again and led it to the gate of the city with an arrow. Arroyo guessed: 
"You mean, as long as you can send a letter in, it will be done?" 





"Uh huh." 


Arroyo frowned, knowing it was diffcult. People will not let in, and the defenders will not allow strange 
things to enter. Chang'an City is now banned, and no one or any material should ever come in. There are 
no exceptions. 


No exceptions, no exceptions, no... 
Arroyo held his arms for a while, and suddenly his eyes lit up. He hurried to the door of the temple to 
see the sky outside. Then he turned back and said with joy: "| thought of a way that | might send you in." 





23. CHEN ZHENG (8,00 - 8,59), PART 1 


At this time, the sun on the east side of the distance is spraying out thinly, the sky is bright, and the 
whole Yixiang Pavilion begins to be flled with intoxicating fragrance. 


Tianbao three years on the 15th of January, Chenzheng. 
Chang'an, Chang'an County, Xinghua Square. 
In Jingan Division, the hall is a wonderful and contradictory role. 


He is omnipresent in the Jingan Division, and no one knows it. Everyone has seen the fgure of this man 
running, and everyone is familiar with his loud voice. Frequently in and out of the hall, frequently 
notifed of major events. Much of the information in Chang'an City was communicated to various 
principals through his hands. How many decisions were made by his hands scattered around Wanglou. 


It is strange that no one will notice his existence at all, or even know his name Everyone takes him for 
granted just like a summer cicada 

lying on a tree in Zhongnan Mountain. The cicada grows louder and 

Lin becomes quieter. No one will specifcally focus on a general body. 


Such a person turned out to be the inner ghost who introduced the earthworm. 


At frst glance it may seem terrifying, but think about it carefully. Being able to get in and out of the 
Jing'an Division frequently, being able to keep up to date with the latest situation developments and 
decision-making, and not being noticeable at all-who is it, not him? 


This is a clever illusion that almost conceals everyone. They all desperately looked down in the distance, 
but the ghost was standing in the darkness under the lamp, with a sneer on his face. 


Zhao Shenjun looked at the dying breath lying on the ground, his face dignifed. He is not a member of 

the Jing'an Division, but he also knows that this person has a very important relationship, and there 

must be no failure. Seizing the inner ghost does not mean you are done. This guy must have his own feet, 
and trying to fnd the principal behind the scene is the top priority. 


Must be returned to Jingzhao House as soon as possible! 
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separate the two people, and several strong soldiers took turns to force them, and then barely broke 
their fngers apart, showing how tough Yao Ru could be 

before the coma. 


The soldiers tied the pass with all their hands and feet, put a bandage around their mouths, and gota 
stretcher towards Jingzhao Mansion. Zhao Shenjun glanced at Yao Runeng, who was lying on the ground 
and was seriously injured, and gave a deep sigh. 





Yao Runeng's back injury didn't look very good, even if he woke up, it was a paralyzed life. Such a 
motivated young man, who had a promising future, unfortunately it is here. He was once coerced by this 
kid in You Xiaowei, but now he has to secretly praise a good thing. If it weren't for Yao Ru, who could not 
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What Zhao Shenjun couldn't understand is why did he work so hard? Is the salary of the Jingan Secretary 
so high? Speaking of which, the Jingan people he met today were all freaks, Yao Runeng was one, Li Bi 
was one, Zhang Xiaojing was even one, and even that woman was a bit abnormal. 
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Runeng to the rescue. Then he thought about it and sent another person to send the news that the 
ghost was captured to Anyefang as soon as possible. He knew that Li Bi was working there, and he had 
to tell him the news as soon as possible. 


After commanding these things, Zhao Shenjun looked up and looked at the sky. At this time, the light of 
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15th of the frst month is about to dawn, and the hustle and bustle of Chang'an City will soon be bathed 
in sunlight again. 


But | don't know why, Zhao Shenjun felt heavy in his heart, and there was no sense of freedom and 
transparency. 


Wen Ran patted his hands, and took the last scent from his palm, then carefully placed the newly 
pressed incense stick in the hollow bamboo tube and carried it in his waist pouch. Cen Shen stood 
behind her, his face dignifed: 


"Wan Ran girl, are you sure you want to do this?" 

Wen Ran gave a shy dignity to Zhang Xiaojing's card and looked at the smoky smoke indeed rising. Then 
he replied: "Yes, | think about it." 

"Have you ever escaped from birth, you should have a good rest," Cen Shen persuaded. 

The girl has not stopped suffering since yesterday morning. He was kidnapped by the Xionghuo Gang frst, 
and then detained by Jing'an. At the beginning of the Hai Dynasty, there was a big incident in the Mercy 


Temple. Ordinary girls, | am afraid that they have already collapsed. 


He smelled haggard and shook his head stubbornly. Cen Shen sighed, knowing that there was nothing 
more to say. 


As early as Hai, Cen Shen went to Wenji Xiangpu as directed by Wenran, collected the signboard, and 
took Zhang Xiaojing's card. He was about to burn these two things, but he did not expect Wenran to 
return. 


It was only when | asked that she inadvertently obtained the protection of Wang Yunxiu, and Yuan Zai 
gave up the pursuit. However, she did not stay in the palace and hurried back to the incense shop. Cen 





Shen was about to congratulate her on her escape from life, but she was frowned upon. She listened to 
a bunch of words and phrases in the Jing'an Division, and found Eunzheng in big trouble. 


Cen Shen thought that the girl would cry out loud, but she unexpectedly came up with a whimsical idea: 
Feng Dalun is the root of all troubles, as long as he can hold him, he can clean up his grievances. 


This thought shocked Cen Shen, and when he heard the plan, he was even more shocked. Unexpectedly, 
in that timid body, such a stoic temperament was hidden. But think about it carefully, if there is no such 
perseverance that will never give up, | am afraid that Wenran has already fallen into the hands of 
Xionghuo Gang or Yuan Zai and died. The girl's face is weak, but her bones are very tough. This probably 
comes from her father's style. 


"Eun Gong paid a lot for Wen's family. If | die, | will worship at four o'clock, and | will never forget it. If 
there is still a ray of life now, but | 
am sitting on the sidelines because of fear, how can | see my father after death?" Wen Ran said frmly. 


"But holding Feng Dalun may not be able to save your grace." 


"All | can do is this." Wen Ran replied, raising her right fst and beating her left shoulder. Cen Sen asked 
her what this meant, and Wen Ran said it was a gesture taught by her father Wen Wuji, meaning nine 
deaths without regrets. 


Cen Shen was bold in nature, he thought twice and decided to volunteer to help her complete this 
charity act. It is a serious crime for a scholar to wait for the examination to actually kidnap court offcials. 
But Cen Sen doesn't care, this is too interesting, and it can certainly be written as a masterpiece that has 
been passed down through the ages. 


He almost thought about the name of the poem. 
Chengmenlang of Yanxingmen is now a little confused and nervous. 


The frst thing he heard and saw was the loud noise and freworks from Xingqing Palace. But he was 
responsible for keeping the door, not daring to leave, and could only wait anxiously for the instructions 
of Shangfeng. Waiting and waiting, but waited for an urgent letter from the city gate supervisor, 
demanding strict investigation of city personnel. He hadn't set about it yet, and suddenly he heard the 
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only six hundred drums were heard before the city gate was closed. 


Soon, Wanglou’s order came from Jingzhao, demanding that the key be closed immediately, and no one 
should be allowed to enter or leave. 


These orders are much the same, and one is more urgent than the other. But Chengmen Lang knew that 
the orders came from different government offces, which meant that the entire Chang'an City had been 
chaotic. There was no one who caught the general government, and each government offce had to act 
according to his own judgment. 


It hasn't been a day since the last Yuanjie Festival, there was such a big mess, what did the government 
offces in the city do? Cheng Menlang secretly slandered a few words, picked up a collar of mountain 





mantles on the shelf, and the pieces of mountain-shaped nails whistled loudly. In extraordinary times, 
the military attaché must wear armor, but he does not dare to neglect. 


After getting dressed, Chengmen Lang walked out of Suzhi's house awkwardly, and was not good- 
tempered, so the guards hurried to close the door. His pro whispered: "There is no one at the prison 
gate, and those door servants have not come back to see the lamp 


...' Cheng Menlang stared at him: "Foolish! There was no one on duty? They wanted to kill the head ?" 


Closing the city gate is very simple, just a few soldiers push down the winch, but it is not so easy to drop 
the key. Datang is very concerned about the defense of the portal. Chengmen Lang can 

drive the guards, but the gate is responsible for the gate. In this 

way, the guard and the key are in the hands of different people, reducing the risk of being bought. If 
Cheng Menlang wants to close the door and lock, he must send someone to the prison gate, and let the 
doorman send the key over there. 


Last night, there was no curfew, and the city gate was open all night. The servants of the prison gate left 
the guard and ran to look at the lights, leaving none of them. Chengmen Lang gritted his teeth, but there 
was no other way at all, so he had to close the gate frst. 


At this moment, suddenly a defender ran over: "Someone outside the city requested to enter the city." 
Chengmen Lang thought, this must be the idler who went out to put the river lantern, and refused if he 
didn't want to: "No! Let them get away." . " 


"Uh... or do you still go to see it in person?" The guard stood embarrassed. 


Cheng Menlang frowned and shook his armor. He walked along the steps to Chengtou. He looked down 
at the probe and froze. Through the morning light, he saw a man riding a horse under the city. The 
knight was wearing a hat and wearing a light-brown suit, nothing special. But the mount was not 
ordinary, the beast had nostrils fared, and the corners of his mouth were slightly foamed. At frst glance, 
it was a stagecoach who had just traveled a long distance, and he was rushing to no avail. It has two 
huge yellow-green bamboo baskets on both sides, covered with a braid, sealed with 

yellow paper, and a red jagged dragon fag with a serrated edge is inserted behind the horse. 


Seeing the fag that was only a foot long, Chengmen Lang's expression changed dramatically. He 
hurriedly retracted his head, took his relatives, and went down into the city gate, opened a small slit, 
and let this ride in. 


Cheng Menlang personally inspected the knight's response to the letter, without any problem, and 
walked to the big basket without daring to move the seal. He lowered his head and saw thin wooden 
branches sticking out of the basket, sniffed, and could smell a fragrance. He straightened his waist and 
smiled at the messenger: "The esteemed ambassador came in time. If | waited for the key to be dropped, 
even | wouldn't be able to open the door for you." , Through the gate gate of the Yanxing Gate, straight 
into the city. 





A defender asked curiously who this was. Chengmen Lang wiped his sweat and lowered his voice: "This 
is an urgent messenger from Fuzhou. Did you see the jagged edge of Yinglong Banner? A total of seven, 
The goods must be delivered to Changan within one day and seven days. " 


The Sichuan soldiers exclaimed: "There is a fear of two thousand miles from Fuzhou to here, and seven 
days, wouldn't it be possible to stop for a moment in the middle? What goods are so valuable?" These 
soldiers watched the caravans in and out every day. To make Fee very clear, how many horses are 
exhausted along the way, even 

if the two large baskets are flled with gold, do you have to lose money? 


Faced with the curiosity of his subordinates, Chengmen Lang said only two words: "Litchi." The soldiers 
from Nachuan were startled again: "Where is Litchi in January?" Chengmen Lang sneered: "Tu Room Fire 
storage, steaming in the greenhouse, and a lot of money and grains sprinkled down, what can't be 
raised? This is nothing. Did you see the branches sticking out of the basket just now? Instead, cut the 
continuous branches. If you transport a basket of litchis, you will have to scrap a litchi tree. " 


The soldiers startled and said: "Here, what kind of price is this lychee? Who will buy it?" 


(© aT=ra}-4nni-aM H-la)-m del aalclom alicm al=t-(e Wr-lalom (ole) <-loMlamaal-mel | a-red(o)ameoy mm \V/NV-)-4 ml lameal-m alo) ana Pin 2a) \) o\-10) a-sanm Ml at-)Ucere) 
person who loves to eat, | have a person who is willing to buy ..." Instead of elaborating, he turned his 
head and educated seriously: "Hang In response to the urgency of Yinglong Banner, | will come once a 
month. Usually | go to Qixiamen, so you do n’t know it. Today, Qixiamen is closed early, and he ran 
round the road to our Yanxingmen. Next time Remember, no matter how strict the order is, it is not a 
problem in front of this fag, and you must not stop it, otherwise a big disaster will come. " 


Everyone nodded their heads, and Chengmen Lang waved his hand: 


"Don't chat, close the door, and go to the fools in the prison gate. | 
can't get the key. | want his head!" 


The knight entered the Yanxing Gate and walked about two square meters straight. Pedestrians all 
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street and shouted, but no one dared to stop the Yinglong Banner. The knight observed for a moment, 
and the leaping horse entered the nearby Yong Chong Square. There is an abandoned freeing pond in 
the southeast corner of the area. Legend has it that there was a demon fox, so few people approached it. 


At the edge of the release pool, the knight took off the hat, exposing Arroyo's sullen face. He rolled off 
his horse and unloaded the large basket on the right side of the mount. Zhang Xiaojing, who was curled 
up inside, rolled out, and dozens of fresh lychees and some branches were rolled out. 


Arroyo took the camels out of the city to feed each day. He knew that every other month, a fying envoy 
carrying litchi would arrive in Chang'an. He also knew that the Yinglong Qi would be more powerful than 
the military envoys. Today happened to be the delivery day of the fying ambassador. For the sake of his 
father and mother, he boldly intercepted the fying ambassador and stunned him. The yellow bar at the 
top of the basket was a royal seal, and no one dared to open it without permission, so it came into the 
city like this. 


There is only this ride in the whole world, which can enter when the Changan City is closed. 





Zhang Xiaojing stood up from the ground, took off the leaves of his body, looked around, and there were 
some gloomy colors in his eyes. He just ate some game, and his condition recovered slightly, only his 
throat was still speechless. Arroyo looked at Eun Gong and felt that something had changed in him: the 
temples seemed to be paler again, and the sharp one-eyed eye was now completely lost, leaving only a 
dull turbidity. 


Probably the death of his companion made him very sad? Arroyo guessed, but did not dare to ask. 


Zhang Xiaojing made a gesture and asked Arroyo to fnd a burnt charcoal stick and a piece of waste paper 
nearby. Although he can't write splendid articles like a literati, he is also profcient in writing. The 
charcoal stick was drawn on the paper, and it was quickly written as a text message. 
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Arroyo understood the meaning and asked him to hand over the letter to the defenders of Yanxingmen. 
But he is very strange, if this letter is so important, why doesn't Eun Gong send it by himself? Zhang 
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Zhang Xiaojing knew that his identity was too sensitive, and appeared in front of the offcers and soldiers 
in ahurry, and he would have countless branches. The crisis of the emperor has now 

been lifted, and it is enough for Arroyo to report. As for him, he 

must rush to Jingansi immediately. If Li Bi is still alive, he will defnitely stay there. 


The sentence left by Xiao Gui before he died was too horrible. He couldn't talk to anyone. In any case, he 
had to let Li Mi know frst, and he had to do it as soon as possible. 


Arroyo made the message, bowed to Eun Gong, and turned away. Zhang Xiaojing led the horse, 
unloaded two litchi baskets and threw them into the freeing pond, turned over, and vigorously rushed 
towards the square. 
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Fang and ran westward along the road. Suddenly, the mount uttered a whimper and lay down on the 
ground, foaming at the mouth, and could not see it. 


This fast horse came out of Ziwu Valley, Hu County, and ran all the way to Chang'an. Not only did he not 
get arest now, but was lashed out by Zhang Xiaojing for a while, and fnally he couldn't hold on and fell 
to the ground with a bang. Zhang Xiaojing's riding is brilliant, but his weak body can't react, and he was 
thrown off the horse all at once, and his head was fell to the ground and rolled out far away. 


He gritted his teeth from the ground and got up, looking around, looking for other mobility tools. At this 
time, there was a sound of footsteps across from it, which turned out to be the Wannian 
County Government Patrol Post that urged residents to return to the square. 


These patrols saw a stagecoach lying down in the middle of the road, and there was a messenger-like 
person standing beside him, very stumbling, raising their weapons one after another and shouting to 
this side. Zhang Xiaojing couldn't speak, so he had to take Ying Longqi and wave it. There are 
knowledgeable people in the patrol post. At frst glance at this fag, he knew he was powerful and 
hesitated. 





But the whistle narrowed his eyes, walked over with an iron ruler, and slammed him on the neck of 
Zhang Xiaojing. He slapped him directly on the ground: "Mr. Zhang Yan? You pretend to be imperial 
emperor Feiqi, really think we can't recognize it? " 





23. CHEN ZHENG (8,00 - 8,59), PART 2 


At this time, the sun on the east side of the distance is spraying out thinly, the sky is bright, and the 
whole Yixiang Pavilion begins to be flled with intoxicating fragrance. 


Tianbao three years on the 15th of January, Chenzheng. 
Chang'an, Chang'an County, Xinghua Square. 
In Jingan Division, the hall is a wonderful and contradictory role. 


He is omnipresent in the Jingan Division, and no one knows it. Everyone has seen the fgure of this man 
running, and everyone is familiar with his loud voice. Frequently in and out of the hall, frequently 
notifed of major events. Much of the information in Chang'an City was communicated to various 
principals through his hands. How many decisions were made by his hands scattered around Wanglou. 


It is strange that no one will notice his existence at all, or even know his name Everyone takes him for 
granted just like a summer cicada 

lying on a tree in Zhongnan Mountain. The cicada grows louder and 

Lin becomes quieter. No one will specifcally focus on a general body. 


Such a person turned out to be the inner ghost who introduced the earthworm. 


At frst glance it may seem terrifying, but think about it carefully. Being able to get in and out of the 
Jing'an Division frequently, being able to keep up to date with the latest situation developments and 
decision-making, and not being noticeable at all-who is it, not him? 


This is a clever illusion that almost conceals everyone. They all desperately looked down in the distance, 
but the ghost was standing in the darkness under the lamp, with a sneer on his face. 


Zhao Shenjun looked at the dying breath lying on the ground, his face dignifed. He is not a member of 

the Jing'an Division, but he also knows that this person has a very important relationship, and there 

must be no failure. Seizing the inner ghost does not mean you are done. This guy must have his own feet, 
and trying to fnd the principal behind the scene is the top priority. 


Must be returned to Jingzhao House as soon as possible! 
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separate the two people, and several strong soldiers took turns to force them, and then barely broke 
their fngers apart, showing how tough Yao Ru could be 

before the coma. 





The soldiers tied the pass with all their hands and feet, put a bandage around their mouths, and gota 
stretcher towards Jingzhao Mansion. Zhao Shenjun glanced at Yao Runeng, who was lying on the ground 
and was seriously injured, and gave a deep sigh. 


Yao Runeng's back injury didn't look very good, even if he woke up, it was a paralyzed life. Such a 
motivated young man, who had a promising future, unfortunately it is here. He was once coerced by this 
kid in You Xiaowei, but now he has to secretly praise a good thing. If it weren't for Yao Ru, who could not 
care about his body, if he couldn't do it, he could escape. 


What Zhao Shenjun couldn't understand is why did he work so hard? Is the salary of the Jingan Secretary 
so high? Speaking of which, the Jingan people he met today were all freaks, Yao Runeng was one, Li Bi 
was one, Zhang Xiaojing was even one, and even that woman was a bit abnormal. 
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Runeng to the rescue. Then he thought about it and sent another person to send the news that the 
ghost was captured to Anyefang as soon as possible. He knew that Li Bi was working there, and he had 
to tell him the news as soon as possible. 


After commanding these things, Zhao Shenjun looked up and looked at the sky. At this time, the light of 
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15th of the frst month is about to dawn, and the hustle and bustle of Chang'an City will soon be bathed 
in sunlight again. 


But | don't know why, Zhao Shenjun felt heavy in his heart, and there was no sense of freedom and 
transparency. 
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pressed incense stick in the hollow bamboo tube and carried it in his waist pouch. Cen Shen stood 
behind her, his face dignifed: 


"Wan Ran girl, are you sure you want to do this?" 


Wen Ran gave a shy dignity to Zhang Xiaojing's card and looked at the smoky smoke indeed rising. Then 
he replied: "Yes, | think about it." 


"Have you ever escaped from birth, you should have a good rest," Cen Shen persuaded. 


The girl has not stopped suffering since yesterday morning. He was kidnapped by the Xionghuo Gang frst, 
and then detained by Jing'an. At the beginning of the Hai Dynasty, there was a big incident in the Mercy 
Temple. Ordinary girls, | am afraid that they have already collapsed. 


He smelled haggard and shook his head stubbornly. Cen Shen sighed, knowing that there was nothing 
more to say. 


As early as Hai, Cen Shen went to Wenji Xiangpu as directed by Wenran, collected the signboard, and 
took Zhang Xiaojing's card. He was about to burn these two things, but he did not expect Wenran to 
return. 





It was only when | asked that she inadvertently obtained the protection of Wang Yunxiu, and Yuan Zai 
gave up the pursuit. However, she did not stay in the palace and hurried back to the incense shop. Cen 
Shen was about to congratulate her on her escape from life, but she was frowned upon. She listened to 
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Cen Shen thought that the girl would cry out loud, but she unexpectedly came up with a whimsical idea: 
Feng Dalun is the root of all troubles, as long as he can hold him, he can clean up his grievances. 


This thought shocked Cen Shen, and when he heard the plan, he was even more shocked. Unexpectedly, 
in that timid body, such a stoic temperament was hidden. But think about it carefully, if there is no such 
perseverance that will never give up, | am afraid that Wenran has already fallen into the hands of 
Xionghuo Gang or Yuan Zai and died. The girl's face is weak, but her bones are very tough. This probably 
comes from her father's style. 


"Eun Gong paid a lot for Wen's family. If | die, | will worship at four o'clock, and | will never forget it. If 
there is still a ray of life now, but | 
am sitting on the sidelines because of fear, how can | see my father after death?" Wen Ran said frmly. 


"But holding Feng Dalun may not be able to save your grace." 


"All can do is this." Wen Ran replied, raising her right fst and beating her left shoulder. Cen Sen asked 
her what this meant, and Wen Ran said it was a gesture taught by her father Wen Wuji, meaning nine 
deaths without regrets. 


Cen Shen was bold in nature, he thought twice and decided to volunteer to help her complete this 
charity act. It is a serious crime for a scholar to wait for the examination to actually kidnap court offcials. 
But Cen Sen doesn't care, this is too interesting, and it can certainly be written as a masterpiece that has 
been passed down through the ages. 


He almost thought about the name of the poem. 
Chengmenlang of Yanxingmen is now a little confused and nervous. 


The frst thing he heard and saw was the loud noise and freworks from Xingqing Palace. But he was 
responsible for keeping the door, not daring to leave, and could only wait anxiously for the instructions 
of Shangfeng. Waiting and waiting, but waited for an urgent letter from the city gate supervisor, 
demanding strict investigation of city personnel. He hadn't set about it yet, and suddenly he heard the 
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only six hundred drums were heard before the city gate was closed. 


Soon, Wanglou’s order came from Jingzhao, demanding that the key be closed immediately, and no one 
should be allowed to enter or leave. 


These orders are much the same, and one is more urgent than the other. But Chengmen Lang knew that 
the orders came from different government offces, which meant that the entire Chang'an City had been 
chaotic. There was no one who caught the general government, and each government offce had to act 
according to his own judgment. 





It hasn't been a day since the last Yuanjie Festival, there was such a big mess, what did the government 
offces in the city do? Cheng Menlang secretly slandered a few words, picked up a collar of mountain 
mantles on the shelf, and the pieces of mountain-shaped nails whistled loudly. In extraordinary times, 
the military attaché must wear armor, but he does not dare to neglect. 


After getting dressed, Chengmen Lang walked out of Suzhi's house awkwardly, and was not good- 
tempered, so the guards hurried to close the door. His pro whispered: "There is no one at the prison 
gate, and those door servants have not come back to see the lamp 


...' Cheng Menlang stared at him: "Foolish! There was no one on duty? They wanted to kill the head 2" 


Closing the city gate is very simple, just a few soldiers push down the winch, but it is not so easy to drop 
the key. Datang is very concerned about the defense of the portal. Chengmen Lang can 

drive the guards, but the gate is responsible for the gate. In this 

way, the guard and the key are in the hands of different people, reducing the risk of being bought. If 
Cheng Menlang wants to close the door and lock, he must send someone to the prison gate, and let the 
doorman send the key over there. 


Last night, there was no curfew, and the city gate was open all night. The servants of the prison gate left 
the guard and ran to look at the lights, leaving none of them. Chengmen Lang gritted his teeth, but there 
was no other way at all, so he had to close the gate frst. 


At this moment, suddenly a defender ran over: "Someone outside the city requested to enter the city." 
Chengmen Lang thought, this must be the idler who went out to put the river lantern, and refused if he 
didn't want to: "No! Let them get away." . " 


"Uh... or do you still go to see it in person?" The guard stood embarrassed. 


Cheng Menlang frowned and shook his armor. He walked along the steps to Chengtou. He looked down 
at the probe and froze. Through the morning light, he saw a man riding a horse under the city. The 
knight was wearing a hat and wearing a light-brown suit, nothing special. But the mount was not 
ordinary, the beast had nostrils fared, and the corners of his mouth were slightly foamed. At frst glance, 
it was a stagecoach who had just traveled a long distance, and he was rushing to no avail. It has two 
huge yellow-green bamboo baskets on both sides, covered with a braid, sealed with 

yellow paper, and a red jagged dragon fag with a serrated edge is inserted behind the horse. 


Seeing the fag that was only a foot long, Chengmen Lang's expression changed dramatically. He 
hurriedly retracted his head, took his relatives, and went down into the city gate, opened a small slit, 
and let this ride in. 


Cheng Menlang personally inspected the knight's response to the letter, without any problem, and 
walked to the big basket without daring to move the seal. He lowered his head and saw thin wooden 
branches sticking out of the basket, sniffed, and could smell a fragrance. He straightened his waist and 
smiled at the messenger: "The esteemed ambassador came in time. If | waited for the key to be dropped, 
even | wouldn't be able to open the door for you." , Through the gate gate of the Yanxing Gate, straight 
into the city. 





A defender asked curiously who this was. Chengmen Lang wiped his sweat and lowered his voice: "This 
is an urgent messenger from Fuzhou. Did you see the jagged edge of Yinglong Banner? A total of seven, 
The goods must be delivered to Changan within one day and seven days. " 


The Sichuan soldiers exclaimed: "There is a fear of two thousand miles from Fuzhou to here, and seven 
days, wouldn't it be possible to stop for a moment in the middle? What goods are so valuable?" These 
soldiers watched the caravans in and out every day. To make Fee very clear, how many horses are 
exhausted along the way, even 

if the two large baskets are flled with gold, do you have to lose money? 


Faced with the curiosity of his subordinates, Chengmen Lang said only two words: "Litchi." The soldiers 
from Nachuan were startled again: "Where is Litchi in January?" Chengmen Lang sneered: "Tu Room Fire 
storage, steaming in the greenhouse, and a lot of money and grains sprinkled down, what can't be 
raised? This is nothing. Did you see the branches sticking out of the basket just now? Instead, cut the 
continuous branches. If you transport a basket of litchis, you will have to scrap a litchi tree. " 


The soldiers startled and said: "Here, what kind of price is this lychee? Who will buy it?" 
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person who loves to eat, | have a person who is willing to buy ..." Instead of elaborating, he turned his 
head and educated seriously: "Hang In response to the urgency of Yinglong Banner, | will come once a 
month. Usually | go to Qixiamen, so you do n’t know it. Today, Qixiamen is closed early, and he ran 
round the road to our Yanxingmen. Next time Remember, no matter how strict the order is, it is not a 
problem in front of this fag, and you must not stop it, otherwise a big disaster will come. " 


Everyone nodded their heads, and Chengmen Lang waved his hand: 


"Don't chat, close the door, and go to the fools in the prison gate. | 
can't get the key. | want his head!" 


The knight entered the Yanxing Gate and walked about two square meters straight. Pedestrians all 
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street and shouted, but no one dared to stop the Yinglong Banner. The knight observed for a moment, 
and the leaping horse entered the nearby Yong Chong Square. There is an abandoned freeing pond in 
the southeast corner of the area. Legend has it that there was a demon fox, so few people approached it. 


At the edge of the release pool, the knight took off the hat, exposing Arroyo's sullen face. He rolled off 
his horse and unloaded the large basket on the right side of the mount. Zhang Xiaojing, who was curled 
up inside, rolled out, and dozens of fresh lychees and some branches were rolled out. 


Arroyo took the camels out of the city to feed each day. He knew that every other month, a fying envoy 
carrying litchi would arrive in Chang'an. He also knew that the Yinglong Qi would be more powerful than 
the military envoys. Today happened to be the delivery day of the fying ambassador. For the sake of his 
father and mother, he boldly intercepted the fying ambassador and stunned him. The yellow bar at the 
top of the basket was a royal seal, and no one dared to open it without permission, so it came into the 
city like this. 


There is only this ride in the whole world, which can enter when the Changan City is closed. 





Zhang Xiaojing stood up from the ground, took off the leaves of his body, looked around, and there were 
some gloomy colors in his eyes. He just ate some game, and his condition recovered slightly, only his 
throat was still speechless. Arroyo looked at Eun Gong and felt that something had changed in him: the 
temples seemed to be paler again, and the sharp one-eyed eye was now completely lost, leaving only a 
dull turbidity. 


Probably the death of his companion made him very sad? Arroyo guessed, but did not dare to ask. 


Zhang Xiaojing made a gesture and asked Arroyo to fnd a burnt charcoal stick and a piece of waste paper 
nearby. Although he can't write splendid articles like a literati, he is also profcient in writing. The 
charcoal stick was drawn on the paper, and it was quickly written as a text message. 
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Arroyo understood the meaning and asked him to hand over the letter to the defenders of Yanxingmen. 
But he is very strange, if this letter is so important, why doesn't Eun Gong send it by himself? Zhang 
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Zhang Xiaojing knew that his identity was too sensitive, and appeared in front of the offcers and soldiers 
in ahurry, and he would have countless branches. The crisis of the emperor has now 

been lifted, and it is enough for Arroyo to report. As for him, he 

must rush to Jingansi immediately. If Li Bi is still alive, he will defnitely stay there. 


The sentence left by Xiao Gui before he died was too horrible. He couldn't talk to anyone. In any case, he 
had to let Li Mi know frst, and he had to do it as soon as possible. 


Arroyo made the message, bowed to Eun Gong, and turned away. Zhang Xiaojing led the horse, 
unloaded two litchi baskets and threw them into the freeing pond, turned over, and vigorously rushed 
towards the square. 
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Fang and ran westward along the road. Suddenly, the mount uttered a whimper and lay down on the 
ground, foaming at the mouth, and could not see it. 


This fast horse came out of Ziwu Valley, Hu County, and ran all the way to Chang'an. Not only did he not 
get arest now, but was lashed out by Zhang Xiaojing for a while, and fnally he couldn't hold on and fell 
to the ground with a bang. Zhang Xiaojing's riding is brilliant, but his weak body can't react, and he was 
thrown off the horse all at once, and his head was fell to the ground and rolled out far away. 


He gritted his teeth from the ground and got up, looking around, looking for other mobility tools. At this 
time, there was a sound of footsteps across from it, which turned out to be the Wannian 
County Government Patrol Post that urged residents to return to the square. 


These patrols saw a stagecoach lying down in the middle of the road, and there was a messenger-like 
person standing beside him, very stumbling, raising their weapons one after another and shouting to 
this side. Zhang Xiaojing couldn't speak, so he had to take Ying Longqi and wave it. There are 
knowledgeable people in the patrol post. At frst glance at this fag, he knew he was powerful and 
hesitated. 





But the whistle narrowed his eyes, walked over with an iron ruler, and slammed him on the neck of 
Zhang Xiaojing. He slapped him directly on the ground: "Mr. Zhang Yan? You pretend to be imperial 
emperor Feiqi, really think we can't recognize it? " 





23. CHEN ZHENG (8,00 - 8,59), PART 3 


The house was bought by a businessman a few years ago. Said to buy, in fact, is a coincidence. The main 
position of the Yu Department is humble and easy. It is a bit tricky to build, coupled with the power of 
the underworld, it is easy to squeeze a small businessman with no background. 


It was Feng Dalun who spent a lot of energy to repair the Xiangxiang Pavilion, the most elegant. 
Therefore, he was unwilling to let Xiong Huo help the vulgar people, and only allowed a few guards to 
stay at the door. 


Speaking of guards, it is actually a few wave boy and gangsters, either squatting or leaning, no serious 
manners. Outside the door, they heard the masters in the courtyard roaring and laughing, and could not 
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players. It is our great enemy." 


"Hundreds of people?" Several teenagers around him took a breath 
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up and down the Xionghuo 


Gang?" 


"Well! | will say that! Anyway, the madman has tossed us not lightly. This time it fell into the hands of 
the master. | don't know how miserable it is." Fragrant. " 


"Nonsense, are you on duty the frst day? This is called Yixiangge, and the walls are mixed with ruddy 
vanilla, musk, and frankincense. As soon as the sun shines, the fragrance will rise." 


"No ..." The teenager smelled it again. "The smell came from the opposite side." 


Other guards also smelled it, which is different from the fragrance of Qianxiang Pavilion, the taste is 
more intense, and it will automatically go towards the brain as soon as you inhale your nose. Everyone 
hadn't had time to distinguish the source of the scent. His head felt a little dizzy, and his eyes were 
slightly blurred. It seems that good things such as fne wine, Miki and tall horses appeared. They leaned 
close together and giggled. 


At this time a fgure rushed over quickly, holding a woodworking hammer and knocking them towards 
their heads. The guard's consciousness was sluggish, and he could not react at all. After a few sullen 
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nose and mouth to reveal Cen Shen's face. As for the woman, it was naturally smelly. 





Cen Shen looked at the incense solemnly: "This is the legendary psychedelic incense?" Wenran shook his 
head and said: "Which psychedelic incense can be poured is the most psychedelic. This psychedelic 
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little dull, and they have hallucinations in front of them, at most. " 


"This is enough." Cen Shen looked up at the door frost, shaking the hammer in his hand, and laughed at 
himself. "| Cen Sen originally wanted to be a sword-fghting ranger, but | couldn't think of this kind of 
fanaticism." 


Stained eyelids drooped: "The son sent here, has done his best, and let the concubine do the next 
thing." Cen Shen laughed and walked in front of her: "The orphan girl repays her grace, weakly strikes, 
this is good. The subject matter, how can | just stand by and watch. | do n’t mean anything, | just want to 
get material! " 


Their plan is rough and simple. Wenran is responsible for setting off the smoke, making the enemy dull, 
and Cen Sen is responsible for doing it. The pattern of the Yixiang Pavilion is very small. Today is the 
Lantern Festival, and there will not be too many guards. As long as the psychedelic fragrance really 
works, Cen Shen is confdent to tie Feng Dalun out alone. 


After solving the guard at the door, Wenran squatted down, inserted the psychedelic fragrance into the 
threshold, and lit it again. After the fragrance had spread for a few minutes, she fanned in with a small 
fan. This kind of incense particles are very thick, and the smoke is relatively heavy. It will diffuse in the 
low place frst, and then slowly foat high. So even in an open courtyard, there is no need to worry about 
being blown away by the wind. 


Wenran let Xiang Piao for a moment, it is estimated that it has almost spread to the entire Xiangxiang 
Pavilion, and then Chong Cen Sen nodded. Cen Shen lifted the corner of his robe, picked up the hammer 
and rushed into the door, smelling closely behind him. 


He frst walked around the corner of the wall and saw a servant smirking at a tree with a grin, hitting it 
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ensuing sensation made an angry scream. 


The courtyard is small and can be decorated very fnely, with wood and water, and a delicate incense 
pavilion is located on the north side. But in the middle of this extremely elegant courtyard, it was a **** 
and brutal scene. 


Feng Dalun grabbed Zhang Xiaojing's hair and yelled "Yan Luo evil spirits! Let's die!", While madly poking 
at him with a dagger. Zhang Xiaojing has his hands tied and has no ability to resist. He can only move his 
muscles as far as possible and avoid the key points. 


Perhaps because of the turmoil of the mind, the effect of the 
psychedelic fragrance on Feng Dalun is particularly obvious. In his eyes, Zhang Xiaojing's image at this 
time is probably a real **** evil. 


Fortunately, Feng Dalun was fascinated by the psychedelic incense, and he lost his accuracy. Although 
Zhang Xiaojing was poked bloody, his vital position has been fne. 





Cen Shen and Wen Ran originally wanted to come here to kidnap Feng Dalun, but did not expect to be 
able to meet Zhang Xiaojing. Cen Shen reacted frst, took the lead, rushed over and smashed Feng 
Dalun's dagger, and then kicked him with one foot. Wen Ran few to Zhang Xiaojing and cried loudly. 


Speaking of which, although the two have been looking for each other, this is the frst time they really 
met in twelve hours. 


Zhang Xiaojing opened his one-eyed eyes, seeing Weng Wuji's face appearing in Ming Ming, and he was 
relieved. Then the brothers of the Eighth Regiment gathered intimately in the cloud, their faces blurred. 
But soon he saw that Xiao Wen's face suddenly appeared beside Wen Wuji. He chewed the mint leaves 
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Zhang Xiaojing was suddenly frightened and his body trembled. At that moment, the originally paralyzed 
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Upon hearing this, he knew that he was also affected by the 

psychedelic fragrance and saw the pain in his heart. She quickl 

took some ice water from the fsh pond, splashed on his face, and then untied the rope. Zhang Xiaojing 
noticed the presence of Wenran. He raised his head tremblingly and touched her hair. 


Feng Dalun leaned against the Xiangxiang Pavilion, his eyes slightly loose. Cen Shen has been staring at 
him cautiously to prevent this guy from escaping. 


The effect of psychedelic incense was short-lived, and soon Feng Dalun recovered his consciousness. The 
director of the Yu Ministry said with a smile: "Now the city has started martial law somehow. Even if you 
are tied to me, you still want to leave smoothly." 


Cen Shen's face changed. He heard the riots in Xingqing Palace slightly before, and heard the sound of 
street drums. Feng Dalun made a good point. Now that the city is under martial law, they are carrying a 
court offcial, and they are afraid that they will not even be able to get out. 
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fnds a way to send Zhang Xiaojing and Wenran out of the city. Cen Shen secretly calculated that there 
was a Slack in his mind. Feng Dalun glanced at the timing, his body jumped up suddenly, turned back 
into the Xiangxiang Pavilion, raised his hand, and bolted the door to death. 


Feng Dalun has been running the underworld for many years and is cautious everywhere. In addition to 
luxury, this Yixiang Pavilion also Installed some life-saving means. For example, the entrance 

wooden door of Yixiang Pavilion, the door shafts on both sides are fxed with four copper sheets. As long 
as the person puts the iron latch down inside, the person outside can never kick or smash it unless the 
whole door is removed. 


Cen Shen rushed to the door and kicked a few times, but the door was still. Feng Dalun laughed aloud 
across the pane and turned away. Cen Shen knew that there must be a secret passage hidden in the 
Yixiang Pavilion, which could lead to other places. But he had no choice but to watch the culprit quietly 
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Cen Shen kicked the door fercely, turned around and said anxiously to Wen Ran: "Hurry on, Feng Dalun 
fed, and will defnitely call someone back." Wen Ran nodded, and Cen Shen left and right, held Zhang 
Xiaojing up and out. Go. 


"Let's go back to Wenxiang Xiangpu frst, and if we have a quick journey, we can still rush back before the 
extinction." Cen Shen shouted. At this time, Zhang Xiaojing said: "No, let's go to Guangdefang ..." 


"Guangdefang? Impossible, that's too far!" Cen Shen stared at his eyes. 


"| have something important ... go tell Li Sicheng, go away." Zhang Xiaojing's tone was weak, but he was 
very frm. Wen Ran was hesitant, but Cen Shen showed no mercy: "What time is it! You still miss this! Go 
out and talk!" 


The two of them embraced Zhang Xiaojing and quickly walked to the courtyard door. Just stepped over 
the threshold, but suddenly heard a call sign, and then was dazzled by a golden light. After their eyesight 
was restored, they saw that a large number of Longwu Army soldiers suddenly appeared in front of their 
eyes, and the light came from the dazzling refection of Chaoyang on the armor. 


The soldiers stood in a semi-circle in front of the door, the crossbow machine was fat, the bow string 
was tight, and the attitude was like an enemy. If an attack is launched, they will be shot into a hedgehog 
with just half a fnger. 


At the front of the team, there are three people standing. On the left is Chen Xuanli, on the right is Yong 
Wang. Feng Dalun, who just fed, stood at the front with a smile on his face and pointed to this side. 


Shou Zhuolang's foothold in the capital city was at Liujiashushu in Pingkangli, next to the backyard of the 
ten provincial envoys. Today Shoucaolang has successively lost two assassins and a freman, and was also 
messed up with strongholds. 


Disgraced to shame, things have to continue to do. Changan City was very turbulent last night, and they 
had to manage to gather intelligence and see what happened. Shou Maolang's team in Beijing is working 
hard to clean up the mess. 


But at this moment, there were rapid horseshoes outside the alley, and the whole ground was trembling 
slightly. The team was the one who had been to the battlefeld. Knowing that a cavalry was approaching, 
he quickly ordered his men to investigate. 


But before they responded, the alley was completely blocked. 


Now the sky was bright, the lanterns were turned off, and the people were all rushed back to the square. 
The sixth street in the city was as smooth and spacious as it was at night. This team of horses ran fast 

and quickly rushed to Pingkangli. With the cooperation of the soldiers in this square, they surrounded 
here. 


Shou Maolang were very alarmed and wondered what happened. The team frowned, got up and walked 
out of the alley, and saw an offcial rushing inwards. All the defenders who tried to block were pushed 
away by the soldiers beside him. 





The team was just about to throw a hand at some scenes, but it wasn't safe for the offcial to throw a 
round thing. The thing rolled on the ground a few times, and when it reached the front of the team, it 
was actually a human head, and it was freshly cut. 


The offcial shouted: "I'm Jing An Si Cheng Li Bi. This man's name is Lu San, is it your guardian who 
catches Lang?" 


The team was seeing it. The offcial was calm on the surface, but he was afraid that it would explode. He 
intuitively felt that this matter must have a lot to do with the previous turmoil. Under such 
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set of rules, otherwise it would be uprooted by the violent court. 


The team was making a quick decision and honestly said: "There are counts of Shoucaolang in the capital. 
| don't remember the name underneath, nor do | recognize this face." 


Not waiting for Li Bi to urge, the team is taking the roster. Li Bi saw that the book was old and out of 
date, and it could not have been prepared in a hurry. It should not be false. There is indeed no such 
name in it. 


After thinking about it, Li Bi asked again: "Will Shoucaolang take over the business himself?" 

The team was right: "Impossible, all commissions must go through the fre master." 

"If it's from outside, can't the ground of the capital be controlled?" 

The team was stunned, and Li Mi asked at once. There is indeed such a possibility. The out-of-town 
defender Lang received the entrustment of foreign guests about Beijing and came to Chang'an. In this 
case, you do not have to go through the Beijing Fire Division. However, the Changan branch will provide 
certain basic assistance, such as a foothold, such as guidance and intelligence support, but they do not 


ask about specifc matters and do not participate. 
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be no basis in the fre division in Beijing. 


"Who are the majority of those foreign guests?" 

The team is not deceiving: "Dahao merchants, generals, families, 

local government offces, etc." Li Bi asked: "So what kind of foreign guests do they entrust more to 
Beijing?" The team is fnally hesitating and saying something. Just stop. Li Bi took a step forward and said 
in aferce tone: "Before you sent someone to assassinate the Turkic Right Kill, you have already violated 


the imperial court taboo. No matter how honestly, this black pot is what you guard and capture!" 


The team sighed, knowing that the offcial could not fool around, glanced towards the east, and 
whispered: "Stay in the backyard." 


Across the street from Liu Jishu, there are ten backyards. Behind these staying backyards, there is a 
diplomat, representing their eyes and ears in Beijing. Staying in the backyard is relatively independent of 





the imperial court system. They not only send messages from the feld to the center, but also report the 
dynamics of the center to the envoys in time. 


If it is said which foreign customer has the greatest demand for the commission of Beijing, it is none 
other than these ten backyards. 


Li Mi moved slightly, as soon as he was involved in staying in the backyard, he was linked to the border 
affairs, and this matter became more complicated. He asked: "So how do you settle the accounts 
between you and the backyard?" 


This is an extremely precise question. If he blindly asks about the content of the entrustment, the team 
can just say that he does not know; but from the link of fnancial account, there is running water as 
evidence, it is diffcult to conceal temporarily. 


The team was aware that this question was tricky to ask, and had to tell someone to get the account 
book from the fre division, explaining: "We and the backyard account will be settled every month. The 
headquarters will send the documents and the backyard will pay the bills. In the end it is We do n’t know 
what the details are unless we are commissioned by the capital. " 
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various places, and exchange the grain, grass, iron, and other items back to Shoucaocheng, so all the big 
accounts were settled from here. 


"Fetch it from me." 


Li Bi didn't have what the credulity team said. He brought a few old calligraphers, brought over the 
account books of Shoucaolang in the past year, and personally verifed them. For a secret organization, 
this is a public insult, but the team is gritting their teeth and daring not make it. 


The instructions given by Li Bi are simple: fnd out all the transactions between the ten staying backyards 
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and see which one has the highest transaction number. 


You must know that it is extremely diffcult to put an eyeliner on the Jingan Division, and the price must 
be very expensive; if you want to make a large-scale plan for the earthworm, the cost is even more 
amazing. This number will be refected in the transaction amount. As long as you check, which one 
spends most of your time in the backyard entrusting Shourao to work in Beijing, the conclusion is 
obvious. 


Soon the scholars came to the conclusion-Pingluiu's backyard. In the second year of Tianbao alone, the 
ii={=m im oY-} (6m Roms) alolbLor-lo)[-lal-m"i- mi anle) a-mdal-] am RO RO LOOMVUl-lapmeym ial (olamnal-meelealanl cs) (e)am o) mual-me-] 6) ii-]| 
accounted for less than 2,000 yuan. 


"Pinglu ..." Li Bi chewed the name carefully. 
Compared to the other nine offcials, the Pinglu government is relatively new and has been established 


less than two years ago. It is actually a subordinate analyzed from Fan Yang's envoys, which only governs 
eleven guarding cities and an army, and governs Yingzhou. 





Because it was so new, Li Mi couldn't remember who the plain messenger was for a moment, so he had 
to turn his inquiry into the team. The team is very familiar with this nature and quickly replied: 


"Return to Si Cheng, the name of Pinglu Jiedu is-Anlu Mountain." 





24.SI CHU (9,00 - 9,59), PART 1 


1lf there is a fairy who overlooks the entire Changan city, he will see that on the empty street, there are 
two small black spots desperately Mercedes-Benz, one south and one east, the two are getting closer, 
and then they are The intersection of Chong Xuanping met together. 


Tianbao three years on the ffteenth day of the frst month. 
Chang'an, Wannian County, Yanxing Gate. 
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The right side of this long string of teams happened to be exposed to the eastern sun, and the armor 
glowed dazzlingly. From a distance, it seems that a bright edge is inlaid on the edge of the wall. 


Headed by Chengmen Lang of Yanxing Gate, he ran in a state of embarrassment. He could n’t even tie 
the silk of the armor, and the goggles hung so crookedly on his chest that looked quite funny. But he 
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expression both confused and nervous. 


Just now, they received a strange letter. This letter was sent by a Hu man named Arroyo, and only one 

sentence was written on it: "Tianzi is in the north of Yanxing in Yanxing." There is also a payment from 

Jing An Duwei. Chengmen Lang felt a little baffed, emperor? Isn't Tianzi upstairs in government affairs? 
How can | get there? Who is this Jingan Du Wei? 


But somehow it doesn't mean to ignore it. The word "Tianzi" was in the news, and Chengmen Lang had 
to check it anyway. Especially in this extraordinary period, there is no omission at all. 


He quickly mobilized more than a dozen guards, neatly draped, and personally led the team to check. 
The team ran along the head of the city for a while, and it was already possible to see the huge rack. 
Chengmen Lang put a pergola in his hand to block the dazzling light, and vaguely saw a person beside 
him standing motionless. 


The man was wearing a red-yellow robe, his hair was scattered, and there was a sky crown rolling on the 
ground nearby ... Seeing this, Chengmen Lang grunted in his heart, and it seemed that the letter was 
true. He staggered faster, and soon rushed to the frame. When he was still a few steps away from the 
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Although Cheng Menlang has never seen the appearance of the emperor, the dragon embroidered on 
this robe, the Jinbo Mountain in front of the crown of the sky, and the Liuhe boots on the foot all prove 
the supreme identity of the person in front of him. How dare 

he dare to hesitate any more, quickly leaned over and turned the man over respectfully. 


The emperor was still unconscious, but his breath was still there. Cheng Menlang briefy checked and 
found that he had no serious injuries except for bruises on his forehead, so he was relieved. 





Then there was a cry from the soldiers next to him. Chengmen Lang turned his head and found that on 
the outside of the rack, a large crooked rattan basket was hung, and a beautiful female Kun Dao who 
was also unconscious was lying inside. Even more strangely, at the lower end of the rope next to the 
rattan basket, a man's body was hung, swinging back and forth on the city wall. 


Chengmen Lang leaned his head out of the wall and saw a large hole in the ice of the moat, indicating 
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Such a strange pattern made him puzzled. 


But this is not the most important thing. The most urgent thing is to send the emperor back to the 
palace quickly. Presumably there has been a mess of porridge there. Cheng Menlang thought of this and 
looked involuntarily towards the north. After dawn, the view in the city became very clear. The Taishang 
Xuanyuan Lantern Building has disappeared, the thick black smoke is foating in the direction of Xingqing 
Palace, and the blue sky is stained. 


Chengmen Lang straightened up, took the fag and the Jin Gong from his hands, frst struck the gong, and 
then quickly signaled to the nearest tower. This signal was quickly received by Wanglou, and then 
quickly passed in all directions. All of a sudden, the fags of Manchu Wanglou were fying, and gongs were 
ringing. If someone understands, they will fnd that they all send the same message: 


"The emperor is unharmed!" 


Chen Xuanli stared at the one-eyed man in front of him with a bitter look, and he wished he could go up 
and die. It was this person who stunned himself before the hundred offcials; it was this person who 
blatantly took the emperor and walked away; it was this person that caused the entire Changan to fall 
into great turmoil. 


There is no greater insult to a forbidden general of the Dragon Martial Army. 


Now just bend your fnger slightly by half a minute, and the guy who committed the heinous crime will 
become an iron hedgehog. However, Chen Xuanli did not dare to move. The whereabouts of the 
emperor are still unknown, and everything has to fall on Zhang Xiaojing. This **** can't die yet. 


Thinking of this, Chen Xuanli slightly squinted his eyes, and Yong Wang stood beside him, with the dirty 
smoke on his robe. This noble stared at the front, full of angry fames. 


Chen Xuanli remembered it. It is said that there was a major case last year. It seems to be related to 
Zhang Xiaojing and Yong Wang. Yong Wang also suffered a big loss. Zhang Xiaojing was also sentenced 
to death. No wonder before in the Star Picking Hall, Zhang Xiaojing would single out the King Yong and 
kill him. 


But Yongwang’s luck was really good, and he survived from Zhang Xiaojing ’s poison. Although Chen 
Xuanli was unsure about how he escaped, but since he was still alive, he didn't need to have extra 
branches-the safety of the emperor is the most important thing right now. 





"Zhang Xiaojing, you have been surrounded, and quickly said, where did your party hold the emperor?" 
Chen Xuanli shouted with anger. 


When Wen Ran and Cen Sen heard it, their complexions changed at the same time. They did not expect 
that Zhang Xiaojing actually held the emperor? This is really a big case. But shocked, Wenran grabbed 
Zhang Xiaojing's hand, but tightened it more. She whispered to Cen Shen: "Brother Cen, you're going to 
pass, we can't make you any more." Cen Shen didn't say anything this time, just "huh" with a deep voice. 


Holding the Heavenly Son, this is a serious sin for the Zhu Jiu Clan, and it will not only cause disaster to 
him alone. Cen Shen must consider his family even if he is not afraid of death. 


But he hadn't had time to react. Feng Dalun was already in the lead, pointing at the two of them 
resentfully and shouting: "The two of them are Zhang Xiaojing's accomplices! All things are done by 
them!" 


Feng Dalun is not sure what happened in Xingqing Palace, but he knew that the matter involving the 
emperor must be a shocking case. He must take advantage of this opportunity to kill these guys! Spill as 
much water as possible. 


Feng Dalun's accusation caused a commotion in the team. Chen Xuanli raised his hand and scolded 
sharply, then turned his head and shouted again: "Zhang Xiaojing, hurry up and say the whereabouts of 
the emperor, you can leave a whole body!" Yong Wang stood aside, hands folded in his sleeves, his eyes 
narrowed. Not sent. 
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she noticed that her arms were bent, Zhang Xiaojing had lifted her neck and said hoarsely, "You let them 
go frst, and | will talk again." 


Chen Xuanli was furious: "You dog slave, still want to bargain?" 
"Ves," 


Zhang Xiaojing knew that this time he could not escape, even if he now showed his identity, it would not 
help. Neither Chen Xuanii, 


Yong Wang or Feng Dalun will ever believe, nor will they ever let go of themselves-but Wenran and Cen 
Shen are innocent. 


Chen Xuanli squeezed the hilt tightly and his anger was full of anger. Feng Dalun was afraid of his 
compromise, and quickly reminded: "General Chen, this dead prisoner committed a lot of blood before, 
was very cunning and brutal, and gave him a chance, it may cause a disaster." He turned to respect King 
Yong again. : "This is supported by His Highness." 


Yong Wang snorted coldly, neither objecting nor agreeing. Feng Dalun feels very strange, since 
Yongwang has hatred for Zhang Xiao, why not take advantage of this excellent opportunity? He thought 
about it for a moment, and immediately understood that Zhang Xiaojing is now dead anyway. Yong 
Wang is self-identifed and does not need to shoot again. However, Yong Wang's unwillingness to take 





action does not mean that he is unwilling to see others to take action. At this time, it is the best time to 
send favors. 


Feng Dalun's plan has been decided, and he stepped forward: "Zhang Xiaojing, you are now guilty of 
unforgivable sins, surrounded by a large army, and dare to embrace such delusional delusions? | tell you, 
if you don't tell where the Son is, you will die today It's miserable! It's not just you, the people around 
you will be even more miserable! That little prostitute named Wen Ran, we bear each person to turn her 
over again, at least three days and three nights, don't think about every hole in her body! " 


Speaking of which later, Feng Dalun said more and more proudly and more and more unpleasantly. He 
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so that Long Wujun would have a reason to do it. Without seeing the bodies of the fve Yan Luo, Feng 
Dalun couldn't really calm down. 


Chen Xuanli heard Feng Dalun saying more and more vulgar, could not help but frowned, but did not say 
anything to stop. He also wanted to know whether such words could force Zhang Xiaojing's bottom line. 


Feng Dalun spit in a spit and said with pleasure. Zhang Xiaojing suddenly got rid of Wen Ran and Cen 
Shen's support, the whole person stood up three steps forward, and the sharp murderous intention was 
re-lighted with one eye. Feng Dalun was caught off guard by surprise, fell back, and slumped to the 
ground. The fear of digging into the bone marrow re-dispersed in his limbs. 


Zhang Xiaojing's body was crumbling, just that moment he just held his breath. Wenran rushed up to 
help him, but was gently pushed away by him, and he said to the opposite side: 


"General Chen, at this hour yesterday, Li Sicheng took me out of the death row and asked me to solve 
the Turkic Wolf Guard. Guess what reason he used to convince me?" Zhang Xiaojing's vocal cords had 
just recovered and he was very hoarse. It's like the hot wind of the Western Region blowing through the 
y-V ave Wr-]ale mae) area 


Chen Xuanli was stunned, not knowing why he suddenly mentioned such an unrelated topic. Zhang 
Xiaojing didn't expect him to answer, smiled self-deprecatingly, and continued: 


"He frst threw out his justice and said that he would forgive my death penalty, grant me a subordinate 
job in the upper house, and ask me whether | hate the Turks and give me a chance to avenge. But these 
things did not impress me. What really made me decide to help him is a sentence he said-this matter 
today has nothing to do with the face of the emperor, nor is it for my Li Bi's career, but for the safety of 
the people in the city of Cheng! This is hundreds of thousands of lives. " 


Before the Xiangxiang Pavilion was quiet, both generals and Longwu Army soldiers seemed to be 
attracted by Zhang Xiaojing's words. All of them have family members living in the city, and they are 
closely related to this topic. 


"| have been a soldier in the Western Regions for ten years and a handsome man for nine years. | have 
nothing but two words: peace. | am alone. | only hope that this common city will be safe, and everyone 
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tried my best to stop this attack, even at the expense of myself. " 





Speaking of this, Zhang Xiaojing extended his right fst and gave a light blow to his left shoulder. Chen 
Xuanli understood this gesture without knowing it. He was born in the army and knew that this 
was the call sign of the Western Region Legion, meaning nine deaths without regret. 


But what does this mean? Chen Xuanli rebutted bluntly: "Blow up Taishang Xuanyuan Lantern Building, 
burn the diligent government affairs building, kill the prince, hold the emperor, is this what you call 
peace?" 


"General Chen, if | tell you that everything | did yesterday to today is fulflling the duties of Jing An Du 
Wei, and trying to stop these things, would you believe it?" 


Chen Xuanli smiled angrily: "You are under the eyes of everyone, and you are a brother to the 
earthworm. Now that this kind of bullshit, bullying me is a three-year-old child?" Feng Dalun also 
shouted: "You killed the county magistrate , | knew that it was a despicable man who was murderous 
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a lieutenant of Jingan. Instead of repenting, | became more serious. Am | waiting to be blind? " 


All his sentences are deducted from guilt. Even Chen Xuanli listened and nodded slightly. 


Zhang Xiaojing sighed, knowing that it was too diffcult to explain these things clearly. The people around 
him will not understand his situation, nor will he understand how diffcult the decision he made today. 


Those who can prove Zhang Xiaojing's efforts in the lamp house, the fsh intestines, Xiao Gui and the 
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if they are willing to prove, will the emperor believe? Even if the emperor believes, will the court 
announce it? 


Zhang Xiaojing is too familiar with the nature of these people. Today, in such a sensational catastrophe, 
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dead, and for them, the best option is to throw Zhang Xiaojing as a scapegoat—even if they are well 
aware of his contribution. 


Up to the emperor, down to Feng Dalun, they will not hesitate to promote this matter. Zhang Xiaojing 
couldn't really think of any other way to escape. 


Chang'an Great City is like a violent beast, destined to devour the nearest guardian. Those who want to 
save it must suffer misunderstandings and sacrifces from the city. 


Zhang Xiaojing looked up and looked at the sky as clear as yesterday, with a hint of smile on his lips. He 
dusted off the dust in his eye socket, looked down at Chen Xuanli and said slowly: "Well, people have to 
be responsible for their choices. Let me tell you, the cricket is dead, and Tianzi and Taizhenkun are safe." 
"Where?" 


"Let these two people leave before | can say." 


Zhang Xiaojing pointed to Wen Ran and Cen Shen, posing a candid gesture. Now that the ending is 
doomed, he gave up arguing for himself, only asking them to leave safely. 





Unexpectedly, Feng Dalun jumped out again: "General Chen don't believe him! This guy is cruel and 
hides evil! Now that suddenly says this, there must be some conspiracy!" 


Chen Xuanli stared at the calm Zhang Xiaojing, a little hesitant. At this moment, Yong Wang suddenly 
said: "The safety of the father and emperor is the most important thing." 


Chen Xuanli and Feng Dalun were stunned at the same time. When Yongwang said this, it was 
tantamount to agreeing to let Wen Ran and Cen Shen go. But his reason was pure flial piety, and no one 
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So Chen Xuanli made several gestures to make the soldiers make a passage. Wen Ran cried out with a 
terrible cry: "Engong, you can't leave me alone! | won't go!" Grab his arm. Zhang Xiaojing touched her 
head lovingly and told him: "Our eighth regiment will have this bone blood and live for us." 


As he spoke, he reached out and slammed into his neck. Smelled loudly and fainted. 

Zhang Xiaojing said to Cen Shen: "Come on, please take her away. It's a lot of trouble today." Cen Shen 
didn't dare to play any hero at this time. Knowing that he wouldn't leave, it would cause great trouble, 
and he would mix up the news in silence Go outside. 


Feng Dalun was somewhat reluctant, but he turned to think: Zhang Xiaojing was killed frst. As for the 
affair, as long as she stays in Chang'an City, will she still be afraid of the opportunity of torture by the 
Xionghuo Gang? 


Cen Sen, with the help of Wen Ran, slowly walked through the passage given by the soldiers of the 
Longwu Army. The soldiers on both sides showed a ferce expression, Cen Shen could only straighten his 
chest as much as possible, and suppressed the uneasiness in his heart. Halfway through, he looked back 
suddenly, and saw that Zhang Xiaojing was still standing upright, his hands stretched out, and the one 
eye kept watching this side. 


Out of the sensitivity of the poet, he had a strong feeling that Zhang Xiaojing was already determined. As 
soon as Wen Ran leaves his line of sight, he will be disconnected from the last line in the world, and will 
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Wen Ran and Yao Runeng, he knew that he was not as simple as a despicable murderer in Dalun's 
mouth. The story behind, I'm afraid it's mountains and seas. 


He uttered a deep sigh, the end of the hero, sorrowful and unfeeling, this is the best poetry. It is a pity 
that the poet is not hero, but a strong emotion is about to explode in his chest. 


At this moment, suddenly Jin Gong sounded from afar, the gong sounded fast. All of a sudden, the 
attention of everyone in front of the Xiangxiang Pavilion was drawn to it. They saw the fag fying over 
Wanglou in the distance, and there were more than one place. Wanglou in all directions was passing the 
same message, and the whole sky of Chang'an was almost flled with this news. 





24. SI CHU (9,00 - 9,59), PART 2 


A person who understands the slogan immediately deciphered it and reported it to Chen Xuanli: "The 
Son of Heaven is unharmed." Chen Xuanli was shocked and happy, and was busy asking for details. 
Unfortunately, Wanglou had not yet had time to provide more detailed details. | only knew that it came 
from Yanxing Gate. News. 


Feng Dalun quickly looked at Zhang Xiaojing, his face full of joy. Nothing wrong, this guy has lost the last 
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Zhang Xiaojing smiled bitterly. It was him who sent the news to Yanxingmen, but he didn't expect this 
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But he was helpless. 
"Li Sicheng, there is no way to tell you about that matter, but | fnally fulflled my promise." Zhang 
Xiaojing muttered to himself, closed his eyes and faced Feng Shi straightened his chest and 


walked forward. 


Feng Dalun didn't want to stay alive at all. When he saw Zhang Xiaojing's body moving, his eyes rolled, 
and he immediately shouted, "No! The Qin criminals want to escape!" 


The spirits of the soldiers of the Longwu Army were in a state of high tension. Suddenly, when he heard 
this sentence, he consciously raised the crossbow machine, and he would pull the hanging knife towards 
Zhang Xiaojing. 

At this very moment, a voice suddenly few from behind the crowd: 

"stop!" 

"An Lushan?" 

Li Bi is very new to this name. The team was quick to explain again: 

"He is Yingshan Zahu, General Zhang Shoumin's righteous son." 

As soon as it sounded like a Hu, Li Mi's eyes were stern. It is not uncommon in the Tang Dynasty for Hu 
people to act as envoys, but it is also rare. An Lushan's ability to achieve this position shows that there is 
a very good way to drill. However, this guy is nothing more than a new Pinglu ambassador. How dare he 
do such a big thing in Chang'an? It was so bold that it was a bit ridiculous. Li Bi always feels that it makes 
no sense, and there must be twists and turns. 

"Where is Pingluliu's backyard? You go with me." Li Miju walked outwards. Although the team was 


reluctant, but he was murderous 
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Opposite the stronghold, the ten backyards are left. This is where the eyes and ears and daily activities 
of the various ambassadors in Beijing are usually located. It is usually an independent area, and the 
Changan government can't manage it here. But today a group of brigade soldiers suddenly appeared in 
the streets, and they drove towards the inside with great force, which caused a lot of eyes in the dark. 


The people here are well-informed in the capital and seeing this team can't help but think of the chaos 
in Xingqing Palace. So they exchanged puzzled eyes, but they dare not make a sound. 


Under the guidance of the team, Li Mi led the crowd to the third institute on the west side. In the middle 
of this backyard, there is a Xuanbian Qinglong Banner, with the cyan color to the east and the Xuanbian 
to the north, which exactly represents the location of Pinglu Festival. 
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man in brown robe came out. The middle-aged man's eyebrows are short, his eyes are quite martial, but 
he smiles like a smooth businessman. As soon as he opened the door, he didn't wait for Li Mi to speak, 
so he gave a deep punch and said he died. 


Li Bi had anticipated the various reactions in Pingluu's backyard, but did not expect that. He frowned, 
not knowing what to say. The middle-aged man had straightened up and smiled at himself. 


It turned out that his name was Liu Luogu, who was the principal of this Lupin backyard in the capital, 
and he was at the heart of An Lushan. Upon hearing this, Li Bi immediately put away the contempt. This 
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omnipresent to inquire, and his eyes are open to the sky. Although there is no offcial body, the forces 
should not be underestimated. 


Li Bileng said coldly: "You say death, so you already know my intention?" Liu Luogu still smiled all over 
his face, and only said two words: "Ji Ba." 


Upon hearing these two words, Li Mi's complexion sank. 


Datang offcials from North Korea and China often involved large transactions that were not suitable for 
public disclosure. In order to avoid trouble, they often entrust some high-end merchants to do the 
operation on their behalf, and the revenue and expenditure are all used in the business books-so-called 
"posting". Later, the backyards around the world began to undertake such businesses. They were the 
offcial offces, there was no risk of bankruptcy, and they made it diffcult for outsiders to intervene in 
their own military and fnancial power, and the level of confdentiality was higher. 


Liu Luogu said this, and Li Mi immediately understood. Shou Maolang's account in Pingluliu's backyard 
was actually sent by a member of the Central Committee. This clerk hired Shourao outside the capital, 
but the cost was to balance Lulu ’s backyard. In this way, 

people go outside Beijing and transfer money inside Beijing. People 

and money are two separate lines. No matter how frustrating, this clerk can be invisible, as stable as 
Mount Tai. 


The only thing he missed was that he did n’t expect Liu Luogu to sell himself so simply ... 


Li Bi also asked the same question: "Why did you sell the **** so simply?" 





Liu Luogu said in earnest: "Sincere way, pay attention to integrity. Although this court never asks 
customers about their money, but if they are aware of the crime of committing a crime, they also have 
the responsibility to the court. Last night, they were upset and uneasy. In the courtyard, it is natural to 
introspect and examine yourself. An Jiedu is deeply embarrassed by Huang En. He often warns his 
people to be loyal to the country and work hard for the emperor. If he is in Beijing, he will agree to do 


so. 


He said it sounding magnifcent, but Li Bi heard it. This was to pick up the responsibility of leaving the 
backyard. He also hinted that An Lushan was not aware of it, and that he had a holy family, and should 
not be investigated too deeply. This Liu Luogu is really a veteran, not well-informed, as soon as he heard 
the wind, he immediately made preparations and happily showed a gesture of complete cooperation. 


Li Bi really does not think that An Lushan will participate in it. How much movement can a tortured man 
in aremote place make? What 
he is most anxious to know now is who this sergeant is. 


Unexpectedly, Liu Luogu shook his head: "Yi Bao is a secret thing, and the identity of the clerk is also 
confdential to us. But it can be seen from the account." 


After that, he showed a book. This account book is not an ordinary scroll, but the Shujun jute paper is 
cut into an elbow-length piece, and the pieces are layered and then stringed together with a string. The 
length is suitable to be tied behind the elbow and suitable for checking at any time during the journey. 
At frst glance at this regulation, Li Bi knew that it was certainly not a forgery. 


This is the general ledger, which only records the total in and out, no details. Liu Luogu said that they 
only settle the payment in accordance with the instructions of the customer. As for how the money is 
spent, they do not care-but for Li Mi, it is enough. 


You know, from the Turkic Wolf Guard to the Centipede, from the ferce fre oil to Que Lehuo, this is an 
extremely huge plan. Nearly a hundred people eat, drink and live, Wanquanwu, workshops, materials, 
equipment, and the purchase and scheduling of horses and horses, bribes to get through the joints of 
various government offces, to search for news, and to cover up the faws. Amazing numbers. 


Such a costly plan cannot be afforded by the poor, retired veterans of Cricket. This is one of the reasons 
why Li Bi always believed that there must be someone behind the scenes. 
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past two years, of which the capital cost was only 2,000 rounds. In other words, if there are about eight 
thousand revenues and expenditures on this ledger, 80% is the handwriting of the mysterious sender. 


Liu Luogu and Li Mi quickly found this account: 8,600 yuan, one payment, and the time was in August in 
the second year of Tianbao. 


In the second year of Tianbao, in September, the news came from the frst time that Shuo Fang stayed in 
the backyard, and the Turkic Wolf Guard moved. In the same month, the Jingan Division was established, 
and personnel were deployed in various government offces. The time is just right for this payment. 





Li Mi's eyes became sharper. The hall was spread, probably at that time mixed with Jingan Division, all 
kinds of clues are entirely right. 


There are two crosses in one iron sword, eight crosses in a private crossbow machine, and thirty-nine 
crosses in a Turkic horse. This is the current market situation. These eight thousand six hundred are 
barely able to support the daily expenses of this plan. The sender may have other expenses, but he 
should not go here. 

Some notes are attached to the back of the account. Liu Luogu said that people who send mails are 
generally reluctant to reveal their true body, and usually make an appointment with the backyard for 
delivery and contact secret code, which is attached to the account. 

Li Mi didn't speak, and glanced down, suddenly his eyes stopped on four words. 

This is the meeting place agreed between the staying backyard and the sender: 

"Shengping Medicine Garden." 

There is only one medicine garden in Shengpingfang, which is Donggong Medicine Garden. 
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gathered his sharpness and became lifeless. He questioned with concern: "What can Si Cheng do for the 
courtyard?" 

"no need." 

Li Mi replied feebly, but the conjecture he had tried to avoid had turned into a harsh fact. His fngers 
were shaking slightly, his eyes blank. Even though he has a deep strategy, he can face this change 


without knowing what to do. 


At this time, a clear gong sound came, this is the Wanglou soon important news coming. Li Mi looked up 
subconsciously, and when he saw the semaphore clearly, he shuddered suddenly, like a lightning strike. 


"The emperor is unharmed!" 


Liu Luogu also noticed the news and was about to ask Li Mi, but he was surprised to fnd that the other 
party was gone. 


A series of rapid footsteps sounded in the backyard, Li Bi ran out at an unprecedented speed, turned his 
horse, and walked away. The nearby soldiers of the brigade army stood there, watching him go away in 
despair, looking at each other, at a loss. 
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Li Bi on horseback grabbed the reins, and now he can't take care of anything. He has only one goal- 
Donggong Medicine Garden, Donggong Medicine Garden where the Prince is. 





The "Stop" came and stopped the Long Wujun soldiers' fring in time. If at half a fnger in the evening, | 
am afraid Zhang Xiaojing has been shot into a sieve. 


Whether it is Chen Xuanli, Yong Wang or Feng Dalun, all follow the prestige. They saw an offcer with a 
wide forehead walking through the crowd, hurried towards this side, and limping. His clothes were 
covered with soot, and at a glance he knew that he had also survived from the building of Diligent Affairs. 
Behind him was a beautiful woman wearing a veil. 


Chen, Feng and Yong Wang also called out his name: "Yuan Zai?" 


However, the tone of the three people is slightly different. Yong Wang is indifferent, only when he is an 
ordinary courtier; Chen Xuanli disdains with a few hints of appreciation. After all, Yuan Zai promptly 
reports the military situation, so that Long Wujun can enter the diligent government building as soon as 
possible; Half intimacy and half joy. 


Fortunately, thanks to this guy's skill, Feng Dalun could successfully undo the crime of wrongly binding 
Wang Yunxiu, and forced Zhang Xiaojing to nowhere. Now that Yuan Zai suddenly appears here, he can 
make a tenacious and stable situation, and then nail a steady nail. 


Although | don't know why he would stop shooting the crossbow arrows at Zhang Xiaojing, but by this 
guy's means, must have thought of a better vicious way? Feng Dalun thought of this, spread his arms 
with a smile on his face, and welcomed him warmly. Unexpectedly, Yuan Zai raised his hand to make 
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look at Zhang Xiaojing-that one-eyed Yan Luo was still standing on the spot, waiting for his death. 


Yuan Zai frst gave each one to Yong Wang and Chen Xuanli, and then said blankly: "The offcial, on behalf 
of Jing Ansi, came to arrest the light culprit." 


This move was not surprising. Zhang Xiaojing was originally a captain of Jing'an, and his mutiny was a 
great stain. If Secretary 


Jing'an did not arrest him personally, he would only lose his face. 

| don't know when, Yuan Zai has a pair of iron cast iron shackles, shaking violently. He stepped up a few 
steps and put shackles on the other's head. The iron chain just slipped away from both shoulders and 
wrapped around his wrist. 


"The French Open is magnifcent, sparse but not leaking!" Yuan Zai said with awe. 


Everyone present, including Zhang Xiaojing, was shocked, because Yuan Zai's shackles actually hung on 
Feng Dalun's head. 


"Gongfu, what are you doing?" Feng Dalun exclaimed, trying to break free from the chain of shackles. 
Yuan Zai coldly said: "Your conspiracy has been revealed, you don't have to be pretentious anymore." 


"You are crazy! The culprit is that Zhang Xiaojing!" Feng Dalun exasperated. 





At this time, Chen Xuanli couldn't help frowning: "Yuan Zai, what do you mean? Could it be that Feng 
Dalun is Zhang Xiaojing's co-worker?" Yuan Zai shook his head: "No, this guy is the chief of the cricket 
behind, and Zhang Xiaojing It ’s the Jingan Duwei of my Jingan Division. He has never betrayed, but he is 
undercover among the earthworms. " 


"Ridiculous!" Chen Xuanli was furious. "He attacked the forbidden army and hijacked the emperor. This 
is all done under the eyes of all 

eyes. When! ama blind man ?!" He slammed on the hilt, and he could come out at any time. , Beheaded 
this traitor. 


A trace of fear fashed in Yuan Zai's eyes, but it was feeting: "This is to get the trust from the earthworm, 
but it is a last resort." 


"What is the basis ?!" 
Yuan Zai laughed: "There is a witness underneath, which can solve General Chen's confusion." 
"Who? Why should | believe what he said?" 


"You must be trustworthy of this person's words." Yuan Zai turned his head and gave a deep punch to 
Yong Yong, "His Royal Highness." 


Yong Wang has been tilting his head, his face is not pretty. But after questioning Yuan Zai, he hesitated 
again and again, and fnally reluctantly said to Chen Xuanli: "Fit in the Star Picking Hall, Zhang Xiaojing 
pretended to push this king down, in fact, to inform Yuan Zai, smashing the building." 


Chen Xuanli suddenly realized that it was no wonder that the Palace of Star Picking would suddenly 
collapse. No wonder Yong Wang could survive in Zhang Xiaojing's hands. 


Yong Wang has a deep hatred against Zhang Xiaojing. Since he said 

so, it seems that this is true. Thinking of this, Chen Xuanli glanced at 

Yong Wang's face again, his heart like a mirror. If Yuan Zai could not come, the prince would not take the 
initiative to prove it, but would just sit and watch Zhang Xiaojing die. 


The more this is, the more proof Yuan Zai said. 

"Then he held the emperor's move ..." Chen Xuanli asked again. 

Yuan Zai calmly explained: "The earthworms were in a great situation, and Zhang Xiaojing could not take 
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would it just mean that he is still loyal to Datang? " 

His words were in perfect harmony with Zhang Xiaojing's self-defense just now, and others could not 


help but believe it. Chen Xuanli had to wave his hand and let the soldiers put down the crossbow frst to 
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At that time, Feng Dalun, wearing shackles, made a heartbreaking roar: "Even if Zhang Xiaojing did not 
mutiny, it has nothing to do with me!" Yuan Zai slowly turned his face, with a sneer on his face. The 
kindness of people when they frst met. 


"Do you know Zhang Luo, the principal of Yu?" Yuan Zai asked suddenly. 


Feng Dalun froze for a moment and nodded. This is his colleague, both of whom are directors of Ministry 
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means and his status is much lower than him. So this time the lantern will be on duty before pushing 
him on the head. 


Yuan Zai said: "Several hours before the lamphouse lifted the lamp, he was inexplicably squeezed down 
the arch bridge, and his life and death were unknown. | asked the on-duty Long Wujun, the craftsmen 
who entered the lamphouse, the bamboo books you used were all issued by you. of." 


Feng Dalun was anxious when he heard it. There are not many principals in the Ministry of Yu, and the 
documents are heavy, so even the principals sometimes help each other to issue and sign, which is not 
unusual. Feng Dalun bet that if you carefully check the bamboo books of the craftsmen who entered the 
lamphouse, there will be several names of the principals, and even the endorsement of Yu Lang, the 
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But the way Yuan Zai speaks now, anyone who listens to it will feel that Feng Dalun killed Zhang Luo, and 
then issued a bamboo book to the Cricket so that it can be mixed into the lamp tower. Without waiting 
for Dalun to open his argument, Yuan Zai said again: "If there is no cooperation among the people in the 
Ministry, how could the thief come up with such a big thing?" This rhetorical question has no substance, 
but everyone can hear it. Feng Dalun has become a traitor inside the government. 


"You are slandering me!" 
"You just worked so hard to identify Zhang Xiaojing as a thief, don't you want to frame Zhongliang?" 
Yuan Zai asked questioningly. Feng Dalun blurted out: "| want him to die, that's because ..." Speaking of 


which, he paused. 


"What's the reason?" Yuan Zai narrowed his eyes and asked after all, but Feng Dalun didn't dare to say 
that. 





24. SI CHU (9,00 - 9,59), PART 3 


Further down, it is bound to involve the case of Wenji Xiangpu last year, as well as yesterday's small 
actions that Yong Wang ordered Yuan Zai to come over and frame Zhang Xiaojing. Feng Dalun glanced at 
Yong Wang and found that he was not good at all. He knew that if he picked this out, he was afraid that 
the ending would be even worse. 


Feng Dalun was going crazy. How could Yongwang and Yuanzai become enemies at once? Isn't it in 
everyone's interest to kill Zhang Xiaojing? The three people are all standing on the same boat, how to 
turn it over? 


He suddenly ran in front of Chen Xuanli, knelt down, and cried: "General Chen, you can see clearly, it is 
Zhang Xiaojing's evil thief blinding the eternal king, can't you believe in people!" 


Chen Xuanli doubted the letter. From an emotional point of view, he wanted Zhang Xiaojing to die 
immediately; but from a rational point of view, Yuan Zai's analysis was very reasonable. He pondered for 
a moment and said to Yuan Zai: "Do you have any other evidence?" 
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Yuan Zai smiled slightly and gave way, and the woman wearing a veil behind him walked in front of 
everyone. She slowly took off her veil, revealing a pretty face-it was Wang Zhongxi's daughter, Wang 
Yunxiu. Chen Xuanli heard about her experience a little bit, knowing that she had just been kidnapped 
by the Turkic Wolf Guard and was rescued by Yuan Zai, so she escaped. 


Yuan Zai respectfully said to her, "Miss Wang, | know that you are a thief today, and my heart is 
disturbing. But this matter is about the safety of the court, so | have to force you to return to the old 
place and identify the thief. , Convict again next time. " 


Wang Yunxiu's cheeks were slightly fushed, and he said softly: "Although Yunxiu is a woman, she also 
knows that she must take state affairs frst. Everything depends on the arrangement." 


The people around were inexplicable. | didn't know what it meant when Wang Yunxiu came out so 
abruptly. Only Feng Dalun's face became more and more miserable, his lips trembling, and his body 
could not move. 


Yuan Zai took Wang Yunxiu to the fre room next to Yixiang Pavilion, pushed the door open, and asked 
her to go in and look around. Soon after Wang Yunxiu entered, he walked out tremblingly, and 
whispered: "Yes, this is it. | was thrown here after | was kidnapped ..." 


When Chen Xuanli heard this, her eyes changed immediately. When she looked at Feng Dalun again, she 
was disgusted. 


Wang Yunxiu was kidnapped by the Turkic Wolf Guard, and was actually placed in the fre room beside 
the Yixiang Pavilion. What does this mean? Between the Turkic Wolf Guard and the Centipede, there 
was an unclear connection between them. Reminiscent of the encounter between Zhang Luo, the chief 
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conclusive. 


Feng Dalun's eyes widened and he was almost blown away. The kidnapping of Wang Yunxiu was a 
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described it as a strong proof of collusion with Turkic. 


Feng Dalun still had to argue, but he didn't know how to speak. 


The few things listed in Yuan Zai are either misunderstood or ambiguous, and they are not related to 
each other. But he has a way to make everyone believe that this is a rigorous chain, which perfectly 
proves that Feng Dalun is a spy, frst helping the Turks to abduct the family members of the heavy 
offcials, and then secretly helping the craftsman of the earthworm to sneak into the lamphouse. He did 
it all by himself. 


He still remembers that when Yuan Zai framed Zhang Xiaojing, several pieces of evidence were put out 
and nailed down, making him admire him. Unexpectedly, after several hours, he presented several 
pieces of evidence, but came to a completely opposite, but equally convincing conclusion. 


Feng Dalun was full of anger at frst, and felt more and more startled when he wanted to, and was fnally 

shrouded in boundless chill. Turn your hands into clouds and cover your hands with rain. The evidence is 
in Yuan Zai's hands. It is just a piece of yellow mud. Is it possible that Lai Junchen's "Luo Zhi Jing" fell into 
his hands? 


"As a court offcial, | still formed a party in Chang'an City, and | gathered together to be young and strong. 
I'm afraid it's for today too?" Yuan Za fnally knocked a nail on his coffn. This sentence is basically 
destined to end the Xionghuo Gang. 


"| was wronged! He is slandering! Yong Wang! Yong Wang! You know!" Feng Dalun screamed out, 
shouting at Yong Wang, and now only Yong Wang can save him. 


Yong Wang is indifferent. In the end, what happened to Wenji Xiangpu was, in the fnal analysis, a mess 
caused by Feng Dalun, and now it's good to be able to deal with this annoying fy. 


Chen Xuanli took a look at Yong Wang's attitude and immediately understood. With a fick of his fnger, 
several soldiers stepped forward, kicking Feng Dalun to the ground and beating hard. He also found a 
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The painful groan soon subsided, and Feng Dalun prostrate on the ground with his blood stained, curled 
up like a shrimp. The director Yu raised his hand as if calling someone for help, but it quickly hung 
down softly. 


Chen Xuanli had no sympathy for this. In the catastrophe last night, the court needed an object that 
could be publicly executed, but Zhang Xiaojing couldn't do it, so just seal the Dalun. The evidence is 
suffcient now. Although there are still some doubts, it is not necessary to investigate. 





Yuan Zai smiled and watched Feng Dalun struggle, as if admiring a carefully sculpted Persian gold ware— 
sure enough luck was still on his side. From then on, Chang'an will know that when the lone gallant hero 
who saved the emperor was framed, an honest little offcial made a speech, and fnally helped the hero 
to clean up his grievances and extend justice. 


In the crowd not far behind him, Tan Qiu Dai Daili, with a relieved expression, but with a deep fear in his 
eyes. 


In fact, they had rushed to the vicinity of Yixiang Pavilion. Tan Qi, seeing Zhang Xiaojing, Wen Ran, and 
Cen Shen surrounded, hurriedly called Yuan Zai to explain. But Yuan Zai stopped her, saying that the 
time was not up, let her wait. It wasn't until Zhang Xiaojing was about to be shot that there was an 
urgent report from Wanglou, and Yuan Zai walked past, playing like a tongue of tongue, and saved the 
whole situation. 


Tan Qi didn't understand why Yuan Zai said that the time had not come yet, and then suddenly fgured it 
out. 


He is waiting, waiting for the news that the emperor is unharmed. 
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because the move could win the trust of Tianzi and obtain the great benefts-if something happened to 
Tianzi, it would be meaningless and harmful. 


So the time he has been waiting for is the whereabouts of the emperor. Tianzi was born, Yuan Zai was 
Zhang Xiaojing's savior; Tianzi died, Yuan Zai was Zhang Xiaojing's executioner. 


This Yuan Zai can easily change back and forth between diametrically opposed positions without lag. Tan 
Qi thought that if the news came late, the biggest ally would become the most dangerous enemy in an 
instant, and he was cold all over. What a terrible beast. 


"Human nature has always been to seek benefts and avoid harm, and can betray Zhongyi Rende, but it 
will never betray interests. So as long as this is in my favor, you don't have to worry about my girl 
betrayal." Yuan Zai said beside Longchi, Echoed again in Tanqi's mind. 


At this time, there was some commotion in the Long Wujun team, Tan Qi hurriedly put away his 
thoughts, looked up, and saw Zhang Xiaojing actually moved. 


When Yuan Zai's words were surging just now, Zhang Xiaojing had been standing on the spot, 
maintaining a strange silence. It wasn't until Feng Dalun was captured that he woke up from his dream, 
frst 

he looked around, then took steps, and stumbled towards the outside. 


The Longwu Army soldiers did not stop, they separated a passage silently, standing on both sides. 
Zhang Xiaojing's suspicions have been cleared, and his previous deeds have naturally been confrmed. 


Others don't need much imagination to guess the danger and sacrifce he has suffered. The court's 
attitude is not known, but in the eyes of these soldiers, this is an awesome hero. 





He was covered with blood pierced by Feng Dalun, and those colorful, outlined other wounds on his 
body: some from the explosion in West City, some from the burning of the lamphouse, and some were 
tortured by the Turkic Wolf Guard Some are traces of fghting with the earthworm. They are layered on 
top of each other, staggering over this body, recording the thrilling movement within the past twelve 
hours. 


He was weak and he walked and wobbled, but the only one eye was still burning. 


"Call sign!" | do not know who yelled in the line. With a snap, the soldiers on both sides simultaneously 
raised their right fsts and knocked them all together on the left shoulder. The expressions of Chen Xuanli 
and Yong Wang are a bit complicated, but they remain silent about this almost suspicious behavior. 


Tan Qi stared at the scene and burst into tears. But she soon discovered that something was not right. 
Zhang Xiaojing didn't walk forward aimlessly, but walked straight towards herself. This Deng Tuzi 
actually recognized himself hidden in the crowd? Tan Qi became panicked all at once, at a loss. 


What is he going to do? What should | do? What will he say? What should | answer? Countless thoughts 
instantly flled Tan Qi's brain, and she was as intelligent as she was, and she didn't know what to do at 
this time. 


At this time Zhang Xiaojing walked to Tangi, stretched out his hands, and grabbed her shoulders at once, 
making her almost immobile. At this moment, Tanqi almost couldn't even breathe. 


"Deng Tu..." Tan Qi whispered in embarrassment, but was immediately violently interrupted. 

"Li Sicheng, where is Li Sicheng?" Zhang Xiaojing hissed dryly. 

Tan Qi was stunned, but she didn't expect him to say this. Zhang Xiaojing asked another question, and 
she quickly replied: "| have learned from Wanglou before, the son is lucky to survive, and regain control 
of Jing'an. But where now, | don't ..." 

Zhang Xiaojing shouted: "Go and ask clearly! Get another horse for me!" 
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Cen Shen, who escaped from the dead, walked with Wenran, he witnessed the whole process of a man 
from a vicious criminal to a hero, and his heart was surging. He felt that if anyone sent a set of pens and 
inks at this time, it would be perfect. Unfortunately, Zhang Xiaojing ignored him, but turned his neck 
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Xiao Gui's dying words were always burning in Zhang Xiaojing's heart, making him restless and not 
paying attention to anything else at all. 





At this time, Yuan Zai came over, patted his shoulders, and smiled: "The overall situation has been fxed, 
the real murder has been eliminated, Zhang Duwei has worked hard, and can sleep with ease." 


"The murderer has other people!" Zhang Xiaojing said bluntly. 


Yuan Zai's smile froze in his face. What on earth was this prisoner of death saying? | spent so much 
effort to help you whitewash, and also found a perfect behind-the-scenes hand, you now say someone 
else? 


Yuan Zai looked over there, and Chen Xuanli was instructing the soldiers to search the Xiangxiang 
Pavilion, and Yongwang did not know when he had left. He secretly sighed, grabbed Zhang 


Xiaojing's shirt and yelled in a low voice: "You fool! Don't get rid of it!" 
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Yuan Zai covered her swollen cheeks, widened her eyes, and could hardly believe it. This guy actually 
slapped himself on the face, but he just rescued him! 


"This is everyone who represents Jingan Division." Zhang Xiaojing said coldly. 


Yuan Zai was about to get angry, but saw Zhang Xiaojing suddenly shoot a sharp edge in his one eye. 
Yuan Zai felt a sensation of crotch, and the fear that was deeply rooted in his heart could not be 
eliminated now. Yuan Zai twitched back a few steps, a little farther away from that shaxing, rubbing his 
face and thinking not to let this embarrassment be seen by Wang Yunxiu. 


At this time, Tanqi ran breathlessly: "Pingkangfang heard from the news that the son may be heading to 
Shengpingfang Donggong Medicine Garden!" In her hand, she also held a tan horse with a tall head. 


No one knew where Li Bi was going, only Liu Luogu guessed that it was probably related to the place 
name mentioned last. This conjecture was quickly fed back to all Wanglou. It was daytime and the 
people had all returned to the square, and there was no one 

above the street. Wanglou took it easy, and caught Li Wei's grotesque fgure. 


After receiving this news, Zhang Xiaojingqiang dragged his tired body and gritted his teeth. Tan Qi also 
wanted to follow him, but he hadn't spoken yet. Zhang Xiaojing had already caught his horse's stomach 
and galloped away without even leaving a word. 


Tan Qi looked anxiously into the distance, and the dangling fgure seemed to fall off Malay at any time. 


From Pingkangfang to Shengpingfang, it takes four square feet south; from Jing'anfang to Shengpingfang, 
it only takes two squares to the east. 


Li Bi went one step ahead, but Zhang Xiaojing was closer. 

If there is a fairy who overlooks the entire Changan city, he will see that on the empty street, there are 
two small black spots desperately ***, one south and one east, the two are getting closer, and then they 
are The intersection of Chong Xuanping met together. 





The long hissing of the two horses sounded, and the two knights pulled the reins and stared at each 
other. 


"Zhang Xiaojing?" 
"Li Sicheng." 
The expressions of the two people are not the same, but there seem to be countless words in their eyes. 


God is like a witty haiyou. The current weather is as clear and clear as when the two met for the frst 
time before twelve hours. But something has changed forever. 


Since Zhang Xiaojing left Jing'an in Youyou, the two have only met once and have no chance to talk in 
detail. Although each other does not know what the other party has experienced, they believe that 
without the efforts of the other party, Chang'an City will look different. 


The two were never friends, but they were the most tacit partners. They met each other again, and did 
not ask for warmth-now is not the time to reminisce. 


"I'm going to the Donggong medicine garden. The prince is the chief of everything behind." Li Bi said 
concisely. His tone was very calm, but Zhang Xiaojing could see that he was like Taishang Xuanyuan 
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Upon hearing this place name, Zhang Xiaojing's one-eyed eyes widened, and he almost fell off 
immediately. Li Mi shook the reins and was about to drive the horse, but was stopped by Zhang Xiaojing. 


"Don't go, it's not him." Zhang Xiaojing's voice was weak and weak. 
Li Bi frowned, he knew Zhang Xiaojing would not say so for no reason. 


"Xiao Gui left a sentence before he died, a sentence that would make Chang'an City chaotic." 
"What is it?" 


Zhang Xiaojing didn't answer immediately, but looked up and looked east. At this time, the sun was 
hung high and the sky was bright and dazzling. The 108 squares of the entire Chang'an City were bathed 
in the warm early spring sunshine. Compared with it, no matter how magnifcent the light wheel was last 
night, it became as humble as a frefy. 


Li Bi followed Zhang Xiaojing's line of sight to see, on the east side of the Xuanping intersection of 
Yongchong where they stood, it was the Leyouyuan arched in Zhengdong, Chang'an. It is broad and high- 
tech, covering the four squares of Xuanping, Xinchang, Shengping, Shengdao-Donggong Medicine 
Garden, and is located in Shengpingfang in the southern foot of the original Leyou. Spring has arrived, 
and the original lush greenery, especially the rows of willow trees, show a vibrant green under the sun. 


"You only have to have another spring breeze, and by February at the latest, Leyou will be able to 
become green and green." Zhang Xiaojing lamented. 


"What the **** do you want to say?" Li Mi asked impatiently. 





Zhang Xiaojing sighed and slowly sang two poems: "| don't know who cut out the fne leaves, and the 
February spring breeze looks like scissors." 


Upon hearing this, Li Mi suddenly froze at once. 


Jasper makeup is a tree tall, with ten thousand pieces of green silk tapes hanging down. | don't know 
who cut out the fne leaves. The February spring breeze looks like scissors. No one knows when Chang'an 
goes up to the old man and goes down to the child. This is He Zhizhang's "Liu Zhi Ci". As a bad handsome 
in Chang'an, he handled cases in this literary capital where poets gathered. So when Xiao Gui sang the 
two poems, Zhang Xiaojing immediately judged who he was talking about. 


But the truth revealed by this is too amazing. 


Is the Jingan Order in charge of Changan's defense and defense actually the chief behind all this? How 
can this be? 


Zhang Xiaojing has always been suspicious of this, thinking that this is just the drug plan that Xiao Gui 

hoped would be a mess in Changan before his death. But when he heard Li Bi said he was going to the 
Donggong Medicine Garden, he immediately knew that this matter was most likely true. Xiao Xiao did 
not deceive his brother before he died. 


"Donggong Medicine Garden ... Donggong Medicine Garden ... How 
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all. It was obviously for the convenience of congratulation." Li Mi grabbed the reins and muttered to 
himself immediately. 
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to the senior ministers of the Togong line. He Zhizhang ’s house was set up in Xuanpingfang. The original 
intention was to make it easy to go to the medicine garden to get medicines — naturally, it was also 
convenient to connect with the backyard. He was misled by the two words of Donggong, but he did not 
expect that the one with the closest relationship here was actually Jing An Ling. 





24. SI CHU (9,00 - 9,59), PART 4 


"Unexpectedly ... Behind all this is He Jian. What did he plan? Why did he rely on?" Zhang Xiaojing 
couldn't fgure it out. 


Looking back now, He Zhizhang did have a lot of obstacles to Li Mi's actions in the Jingan Division. 
Although there is a sounding reason for every obstruction, from the effect point of view, it really 
delayed the investigation of the Turkic Wolf Guard. 

But here, there is an unreasonable doubt. 

"| remember that He Jianming was ... er, seriously ill and comatose." 
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At noon on the 14th, in order to gain control of the Jing'an Division, Li Bi used the death of Jiao Sui to 
return He Zhizhang to the house to recuperate. Then, when Shen Zhengshi—that is, after Zhang Xiaojing 
was captured by You Xiaowei—Li Bi went to Le Youyuan to visit He Zhizhang, hoping to ask him to come 
forward and negotiate with You Xiaowei but was rejected 
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According to foreign sources, He Zhizhang heard that Jingan Secretary was obstructed by You Xiaowei, 
and he was anxious and unconscious. Li Bi took this to threaten Gan Shoucheng and save Zhang Xiaojing. 
But Zhang Xiaojing knew that there were many doubts in Li Bi's narrative. He Zhizhang would never be 


so concerned about his own safety. He suddenly fell into a coma for only one reason-Li Bi. 


There is only one way in Huashan, and the boulders are in power. If you want to go up, you must 
remove all obstacles. 


"Are you sure he is really comatose?" Zhang Xiaojing asked. 


Li Bi noticed Zhang Xiaojing's eyes and said coldly: "Although Yao Wang's Yin Ya wine is an odd recipe, it 
is not appropriate to drink too much at a time, otherwise it will induce gale disease." 


This is indirectly affrming Zhang Xiaojing's doubts. 

In Zhang Xiaojing's mind, an amazing picture emerged. He Zhizhang lay down on the bed breathlessly, 
while Li Bi held the medicine cup, pours the tan medicine soup a little bit expressionlessly, and then 
covered his mouth with a pillow, waiting for the onset of the disease. He Zhizhang's hands began to 
dance desperately, but then he slowly lost his strength ... 


"Are you sure he is not cheating on you?" Zhang Xiaojing asked. 


Li Mi nodded with certainty. He now looks like a gray-faced stone statue of Weng Zhong, with no energy 
at all. After a while, Li Bifang slowly said, "| remember you asked Yao Runeng a question: if a boat is in 





the river and encounters a storm, an innocent person must be killed to sacrifce the river god, and the 
rest can live. How do you decide? Your answer? Yes kill-my answer is the same. " 


Zhang Xiaojing understood Li Li's words almost instantly. 


In order to save Chang'an, Zhang Xiaojing betrayed Xiao Yi and almost killed Li Bi in the Denglou, and Li 
Bi started He Zhizhang for the same reason. In order to achieve a more important goal, both men chose 
the path of virtue without turning back. But at this moment, Li Xiaojing saw Li Bi's painful expression, 
and he knew that the guilt he carried in his heart was not much lighter than himself. 


Both of them are very clear, this is a wrong thing to do, but the wrong is ultimately wrong. Every forced 
choice makes their souls darker. 


"But ..." Zhang Xiaojing frowned. "If He Jian is really seriously ill, how should | explain everything after 
that?" 


A thick self-deprecation appeared on Li Mi's face: "Maybe it is He Jian's plan that is too appropriate. He 
compromised that even if he was unconscious in the middle, the plan would be launched. He had 
calculated everything, but he didn't expect it. , | will suddenly put 

such a ruthless hand. " 


When he said this, he couldn't help laughing. 


The death of Jiao Sui, on the surface, Li Bi deliberately ran away from He Zhizhang. In fact, He Zhizhang 
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down and direct the next plan, but he did not expect that Li Bi would visit suddenly, nor did he expect to 
be brave and take up his own hands. 


The misunderstandings between the two people evolved into an extremely strange situation. The 
master messenger behind the scenes was killed before the plan was launched, but the plan was still 
carried out step by step. 


This is really ironic. 


Li Mi and Zhang Xiaojing stood right away and exchanged briefy. Previously, the two of them had 
different situations, and they only touched the corner of the shady scene. Now that the two meet again, 
broken tiles can fnally spell out the whole relief. 


He Zhizhang should have placed three chess pieces in Chang'an City, one for the Turkic Wolf Guard and 
one for the Cricket. The former is used to divert attention, and the latter is used to execute real plans. 
There is another one, which is the inside story of Jingan Hall, and it is necessary to take a key step to 
cooperate with the earthworm. 


It is not diffcult to make this series of arrangements quietly with He Zhizhang's status and means. 
"He Jian sold all the real estate in Beijing a while ago, and we all thought he was returning home, 


wealthy and old-aged, who thought he was putting money through the guardian and throwing it into the 
cricket." Li Bidao. Only in this way can we explain why the earthworm's energy is so great. 





"But..." Zhang Xiaojing still couldn't understand, "Why did he do such a thing?" 


He Zhizhang has enjoyed the title of the article for more than 20 years. No matter the holy family, 
prestige, and position have reached fullness, he has also given a very solemn manner to the offcial. Why 
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"Just ask him!" 


Li Bi suddenly lifted his whip and beat the horse's **** fercely. The mount jumped up in shock and 
drove towards Leyou. Zhang Xiaojing had expected that he would have such a response, and he also 
followed the shaking reins. 


He Zhizhang stayed in Leyouyuan's mansion and never left. There are too many things happening on this 
day. Whether he is really comatose or not, both of them need to meet him in person. 


Many dignitaries and nobles boarded the Leyouyuan Appreciation Lantern last night. The sides of the 
original road were full of food wreckage and scattered colored silk that were discarded by random. Eight 
horseshoes staggered on the rubbish, setting off a cloud of dust. Without any stagnation, the two riders 
went straight to Xuanping Square in the northeast corner. Along the way, Zhang Xiaojing talked about 
the Xiangxiang Pavilion, but Li Bi did not comment. 


Xuanping Square is easy to fnd, as long as you look at the densest place of willow trees. There are the 
most willows in the city, and there is a nickname Liujing. The two ran for a while and saw a lush willow 
forest in the distance. Among the green willows, you can see an exquisite mansion with black tiles and 
white walls. 


The terrain around here is not very fat, it is supposed that the horses have to slow down here. But Li Bi 
seemed to be crazy, continually beating the horses, speeding up, and rushing to the house. 


At this moment, the door of the house was slowly opened, and a person came out of it. He seemed to 
anticipate the arrival of the two rides, standing respectfully under the door lintel and greeted him with 
his fork. 


The two riders were getting closer and closer to the mansion, when Zhang Xiaojing suddenly felt 
something was wrong. He looked up and smelled a disturbing smell. 


"Li Sicheng, slow down!" 


Zhang Xiaojing shouted loudly, but Li Bi turned a deaf ear, whip madly, and in an instant he had passed 
through the willow woods and went straight to the mansion. At frst glance, Zhang Xiaojing couldn't 
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he was actually a short crossbow hanging on the side of the horse's belly. 


Tanqi is a mount that was obtained from Zhang Wujing from the horse team accompanied by Long 
Wujun. The bridle of the horse has not been removed. Without hesitation, Zhang Xiaojing took off the 
short crossbow, clicked on the crossbow arrow, and pulled the hanging knife towards the front. 





With a loud bang, the crossbow few out, spanning a dozen steps in one fnger, and pinned to the right 
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horse at once, and he stunned a few times on the ground. 


Li Bi had not yet understood what was happening, Zhang Xiaojing had already leaped forward, jumped 
directly from the horse, hugged Li Bi and rolled towards a pit beside him. And his mount continued to 
move forward due to strong inertia, crashing into a willow tree, broken and broken. 


At the next moment, the quiet mansion in Liulin burst suddenly, and a red fery fre burst from the inside, 
spraying bright fre and rubble 

in all directions, fying for a while, and the walls falling down against 

the willow, and set off at the top of the original Leyou. Severe fame storm. 


Unexpectedly, in this mansion, there was actually a huge ferce fre thunder. 


Zhang Xiaojing desperately pressed Li Mi's head down as close as possible to the pit, avoiding the shock 
waves that swept across. The top of the head futtered in the sand, and soon both were covered in a 
thick layer of soil. 


When everything calmed down, Zhang Xiaojing raised his head and shook off the soil on his head. The 
scenery in front of me has undergone earth-shaking changes: the willow forest is falling down, the rocky 
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and the black smoke curls up into the sky. As for the people waiting in front of the door, they were 
naturally devoured by the fre beast, crushing their bones. 


"Hahahaha ..." 
Zhang Xiaojing heard a strange laugh. The laughter came from underneath, and began to be very quiet, 
then louder and louder, and almost crazy in the end. Li Bi lay at the bottom of the pit, his face covered 


with dirt, and his muscles tremble tremblingly in the laughter, which changed the dirt into various 
shapes, with a strange expression. 


"To shut up!" 

Zhang Xiaojing roared fercely, bent down, and looked around cautiously. He had never imagined that He 
Zhizhang had even arranged ferce fre and thunder even in his mansion. If the enemy had arranged any 
backhand, it should be out now. But Li Mi shook his head: "There will be no ambush, there will be no. | 
already want to understand, | want to understand ..." 


"Why? Did you fnd anything again?" He asked. 


Li Bi's laughter was getting lower, but he said something inexplicable: "Zhang Xiaojing, you know, why 
am | a monk, why go back to the dunya and take over Jingan Division?" 


"For the prince?" 





Li Mi nodded slightly: "Yes, | can sacrifce everything for the prince." 
Then he paused and his tone became wonderful: "He Jian is also." 


"Ah?" Zhang Xiaojing was surprised, what does that mean? Is He Zhizhang still a loyal minister? 





24. SI CHU (9,00 - 9,59), PART 5 


"| saw Li Linfu before. He said a word to me, called 'Lego who doubts’, which means that the one who 
gains the most is always the most suspicious. Following this principle, | will doubt all this It's the Prince's 
initiative. But now it seems that | want to be worse ... This beneft may not be a real beneft, but it can 
also be loyal. " 


Zhang Xiaojing frowned, not understanding what he meant. Li Misu lying fat in the pit, looking at the sky 
with his eyes, murmured: 


"The main messenger behind the scene did two things before launching Que Lehuduo. One was to let 
me show up in the lamp tower and trick the prince to the Donggong medicine garden. You know this; 
the other is to use another letter. , Transferred Li Linfu to An Ye Fang Mansion. The two left the spring 
banquet at the same time, what do you think his intention was? " 

Zhang Xiaojing frowned and thought, but could not help being shocked. 
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not be more obvious. Once the emperor died, the crown prince 

could ascend to the throne. Li Linfu, who left halfway, will naturally be labeled as the initiator of the 


disaster and bear all the charges. 


He Zhizhang was never for his own beneft, nor for the beneft of his family. Everything he managed so 
hard was for the prince. 


"| didn't expect He Jian, the prince's guest, to be more fanatical than your Hanlin, who is dedicated to 
the East Palace ..." Zhang Xiaojing said at this time, the tone was not furious, but full of frustration. But 
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"No, not He Jian." Li Mi slowly shook his head. 


"What? No? But all the details are right ..." 


"Legals doubt that this beneft may not be real proft, or loyalty, or flial piety." Li Mi replied with a smile, 
pointing his hand forward, "The real black hand behind the scene is He Jian's son, He east." 


"That adopted child?" 

"He Jian is willing to be loyal to the prince, and his son, in order to fulfll his father's loyal wish, do his flial 
piety in his own way." Li Bi's tone was full of emotion, but did not continue to speak through. 

Zhang Xiaojing didn't know what to say at all. This guess is simply incredible, and it has completely 


exceeded the thinking of normal people. Only the craziest lunatics will think so. 


"Isn't someone crazy enough to come up with a plan like Que Lehuo?" Li Bi asked. 





"What evidence do you have for this statement?" 


Li Bi lay in the dirt pit and slowly raised a fnger: "You just said: When Yuan Zai framed Feng Dalun, he 
presented a piece of evidence saying that the bamboo books of Denglou were all endorsed by him, the 
chief of the Yu Ministry. So it made the earthworms pass through. This accusation is not wrong, but 
what really has the ability to do it is not Feng Dalun, but He Dong-his identity is Feng Dalun's boss, Yu 
Wailang, a member of the Yu Department! " 


This detail suddenly burst into Zhang Xiaojing's head, and his breath became heavy. That said, it can 
indeed explain why the craftsmen of Cricket can haunt the Denglou, and it ’s too easy for He Dong, a 
member of Yu Yu, a foreigner, to respond internally. 


"As for all the luxury houses in Yuyefang from Yuting, the identity of the concealed buyer has always 
been questioned. As the adopted son of He Jian, He Dong is not a citizen, but he is still in power, and he 
will go through the concealment procedures. , It's perfect. 


"He Jian is seriously ill. The eldest son, He Zengyuan, is in the army, and the youngest son is still in his 
babyhood. The only person who can attend the spring banquet on his behalf is He Dong. If you go to 
check the guest list in the government affairs building now, you 

must have his name. Only he can put down two letters at the 

banquet quietly, fshing out Prince Li Heng and the right phase Li Linfu. 


"Maybe He Dong knew that | had started with his father, but he couldn't bear it, and accompanied me to 
Gan Shoucheng to play a forced palace. At that time, | am afraid that he would have known that the 
cricket would do something for Jing Anji and secretly sneer. How many times. And | still feel like a fool, 
thinking that | deceived everyone-the order of the Cricket to kill me, | am afraid it was issued directly 
from He Dong. " 


All the clues were taken over by Li Mi. The explosion seemed to set aside all the fog, and a flial piety 
conspirator who worked painstakingly slowly surfaced. But Zhang Xiaojing couldn't imagine that this 
chaos that almost turned over Chang'an City was actually planned by a big flial son of Mu Ne. 


"| don't believe that without He Jian's tacit consent and cooperation, He Dong could not have such a 
strong control." 


Zhang Xiaojing also wanted to argue that Li Bi stared at him and shook his head bitterly: "We may never 
know this answer." 


"Why? Although He Jian was unconscious, as long as he grabbed He Dong... uh!" Zhang Xiaojing said the 
words, and realized the answer, because Li Bi kept looking at the piece of broken wall that had just 


formed, and the smoke was curling up. 


"The man who stood at the door just now is He Dong himself. He was a flial person when he died." 





The explosion just now was too violent. He Dong was standing in the core area, and he must have been 
dead. With his flial piety, he knew that after the conspiracy was revealed, he must not drag down the 
entire family, and death was the only option. 


The two slowly climbed out of the pit, helped each other, and walked towards the ruined Hezhai. The 
road was covered with mess and broken pieces of wood. The beauty just now turned into hell. He 
Dong's corpse has turned into powder with the bizarre ambition and flial piety. That great chaos that 
shocked the whole city actually started from here. 


Twelve hours ago, they never thought that such an ending would end here. 


The two stood in the ruins, but they did not know what to look for, so they had to stand still. He Dong 
must have withdrawn He Zhizhang before committing suicide. A flial son could not tolerate the crime of 
killing his father. But now even if He Zhizhang is found, it is meaningless. The old man is ill-advised and 
can't speak. Whether he has no knowledge of his plan to adopt his children, or secretly acquiesced, I'm 
afraid it will become a permanent mystery. 


Li Bi supported the only half of the house, suddenly turned to sneer at the light smoke in the air, as if 
talking to a new dead soul: "He 
Dong, He Dong, you can go with peace of mind. Your conspiracy 


Will not be made public, the innocent He family will not be dragged down by you, will continue to enjoy 
the glory and afterglow of He Jian, nothing will change. " 


Zhang Xiaojing's one-eyed shot suddenly shot out: "Why ?! How can such a big deal be handled like 
this?" 


"Because it is such a big deal, it will be handled in this way." Li Mi said indifferently, still staring at the 
light smoke in the air, "The emperor's relatives so trusted by the emperor were involved in the chaos in 
Chang'an? Should the court's face still be? Doesn't the emperor have no insight? " 


"On the ffth day of the frst lunar month, Tianzi has solemnly sent He Jian out of Chang'an City. He is 
already on his way home, not in Chang'an. No one dares to deny this fact. So the scapegoat that was 
fnally launched should be you The irrelevant Feng Dalun said. As for He Dong, he will be regarded as one 
of the victims of this chaos, and he will be killed by the ferce fre thunder of the cricket ... Ha ha. " 


Zhang Xiaojing was dumbfounded. 


Li Bichao walked a few more steps in the ruins, leaned over and picked up half of the blackened window 
panes, fddled with it, and thrown it away: "Unfortunately, after this incident, Jing Ansi will 

defnitely not be able to keep it. Get out of Chang'an. But you can 

rest assured that | promise to forgive you the death penalty, and | will defnitely do it; Tanqi wants to 
follow you and follow her, and | will let her go-but it is a pity that the prince, his future situation, just 
afraid It will get harder... " 





Zhang Xiaojing straightened up and walked to Li Mi. His shoulders were shaking, his lips were shaking, 
and the irrepressible anger in his eyes almost burst out. Li Mi thought he was going to do something 
with himself and straightened his chest. Unexpectedly, Zhang Xiaojing gritted his teeth and kicked the 
half-pane with a kick, almost roaring out: 


"The emperor, the prince, the throne, the Jing'an Division, the court, the interest, the loyalty ... is it just 
such a thing that you have considered all day?" 


"Otherwise?" Li Bi tilted his head. 


"There are millions of residents in Chang'an City. Just to give loyalty to the prince and to show flial piety 
to the father, can you bet on their lives? Do you know how many innocent people have been affected 
last night until now? Is it what human life is regarded as? Why do you care frst, not these people? Why 
are you so calm about such things? " 


Facing this sudden violent questioning, Li Bi sighed helplessly. He clapped his hands and walked slowly to 
the edge of the mansion. Here is almost the highest point of the original Leyou, you can 
overlook the whole city from afar, with excellent views. 


Li Bi stood still and pointed to the vast urban area in the distance, his expression was meaningful: "You 
have been a bad handsome for nine years, don't you understand? This is the character of Chang'an City." 


Zhang Xiaojing suddenly clenched his fngers and hit Li Mi with a punch. The latter fell between the ruins 
of He Zhai, with blood fowing from the corner of his mouth, his expression with a hint of bitterness and 
self-deprecation. 


Zhang Xiaojing has never been so angry, nor has he been so weak. He knew the nature of this monster in 
Chang'an City, but he never really liked it. He tried to struggle all the time, thinking of not being 
swallowed, but he was always torn and bruised. 


Suddenly, a few squeaks came from above. Zhang Xiaojing looked up, it turned out that Li Mi caused a 
small shock when he fell to the ground. The four door hairpins on the door frame of the Hefu door 
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Li Bi got up hard from the ground and wiped the blood from the corner of his mouth with his sleeve. The 
punch just now hit him hard. But Li Bid was not angry, and his voice was deeply tired and disheartened: 


"This time | was in red dust and learned from common affairs, but my heart was broken. If | don't go 
back to the mountain to practice again, I'm afraid that enlightenment will linger for a long time-how 
about you? 


Zhang Xiaojing shook his head and ignored the question. He limped through the ruins of He Mansion, 
standing on the edge of the high Le Youyuan, overlooking the entire Chang'an City. 


In his one-eyed eyes, 108 Square was arranged neatly and solemnly on both sides of Suzaku Street, 
shining brightly and vigorously under the sun. He once listened to the Hu people in the outer realm, and 
looking at the whole world, there is no greater and more spectacular city than Chang'an. The hustle and 





bustle of last night did not leave any scars on the body of this city. It is still so noble and magnifcent, as if 
it will continue like this forever. 


A drop of crystal tears fowed out of Zhang Xiaojing's long-dried eye socket. This was the frst time he had 
been in Changan for nine years. 
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25. POSTSCRIPTUM ONE 


Tianbao three years, is a calm year. In the history books, there are few things worth composing in this 
year. Despite the rumors of the advent of the gods in Chang'an, many people were taken away, but the 
offcial was not as secret. 


At the same time, Tianbao Sanzai is also an important year, and many people-including Datang himself- 
have undergone a huge turning point in this year. 


In April of this year, He Zhizhang's carriage returned to his hometown in Shanyin, but He Mansion closed 
the house and did not receive any guests on the grounds that the old man's boat was tired. It didn't take 
long for the news of He Zhizhang's death to pass. The father and gentleman of his hometown only had 
the opportunity to read the two poems left by the old man after returning home, and no one could see 
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culture and martial arts all paid tribute to poetry, which became a cultural event in the three years of 
air-laler-len 


At the same time, Wang Zhongsi, who was far away from the Shuofang side, suddenly launched an 
offensive against Turk that was several times more violent than before. After a few months of fghting, 
the Turkic Usumish Khan was defeated and killed, and the frst Beijing teacher was passed. His successor 
Baimei Khan was also killed the following year, and the rest was annexed by Hui Pu. Since then, the 
name of Turk has not been heard on the grassland. 


As the Shuo side fought fercely, the northeast direction was peaceful. An Hu Lu named An Lushan was 
promoted to Fan Yang's diplomatic envoy and Hebei's interview envoy in September this year, and he 
also served as Pinglu feudal envoy, becoming a rising political star in the Tianbao dynasty. His loyalty is 
impeccable, and he has won unanimous approval from the emperor to the right. He believes that he can 
be handed over to Hebei. 


But these are not the things that Tianzi is most concerned about. At the end of the three years of 
Tianbao, he offcially received Taizhen in the palace, and could not wait to be named a concubine the 
following year. From then on, the concubine met and lived like a fairy lover in Xingqing Palace. 


As atemporary government offce, Jing'an was quickly disbanded. Jing An Si Cheng Li Bi resigned and left 
Chang'an to start the journey to seek the way to Xianshan. This anecdote was once known as a beautiful 
talk among Changan residents. Although he returned to Chang'an halfway, he was forced to leave again 
under the pressure of Yang Guozhong and others. 


Having lost the most powerful prince Li Heng, only two years have passed. Since the fve years of Tianbao, 
the right phase Li Linfu has successively stirred up several major cases, such as the Wei Jian case and the 
Du Youlin case. The prince has lost many celebrities, and was even forced to marry twice, which is very 
embarrassing. He was so worried that his temples turned white. 


This situation continued until the chaos of An Shi in Tianbao for 14 years. Li Heng did not go to Shuzhong 
with the emperor, but fed to Lingwu ascended the throne, and respected the emperor as the emperor. 





So the Tang Dynasty formed the three forces of Emperor Shuzhong, Lingwu Emperor and Yongwang as 
far away as Jiangling. 


At this moment, Li Mi, who had not appeared for a long time, came out again and came to assist Li Heng, 
but he was resolutely not subject to offcial duties and would only stay as a guest secretary. Under his 
planning, Li Heng was able to defeat the rebels, defeat the rebels externally, press the Emperor Taiyong 
and the Yongwang internally, and fnally overcome the great cause of recovery. Li Bi was called "the 
prime minister in white clothes". After his success, Li Bi resigned again, hiding from the forest. After 
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dynasty. In his life, he went through four emperors of Xuan, Su, Dai and Germany, and he went up and 
down. 


In addition to Li Mi, another legendary fgure emerged during the Anshi Rebellion. This person is not a 
Middle-Eastern person, but a 

monk named Is. Iss has an extraordinary vision. He was active 

under Guo Ziyi's account, served as a counselor in the army, and served as an offcial to Jin Ziguanglu, a 
deputy envoy with Shuo Fangjie, tried the central prison supervisor, and gave Zi Jia. The Persian Temple 
was renamed Daqin Temple in Tianbao four years, and the development of Nestorianism in Datang 
reached its peak. In the second year of the founding of the middle school, Iss placed a stone monument 
in the courtyard of the Daqin Temple and named it "The Great Qin Scenery Popular Chinese Stele" to 
commemorate the diffcult journey of Nestorianism to China. This monument has been circulating for 
thousands of years, and has been today. 


But no matter whether Li Bi or Yisi are talking about the ups and downs of fate, they are not as 
legendary as Yuan Zai. After three years of Tianbao, this person's offcial career went smoothly, and in 
the cold body, he married Wang Yunxi's queen Yunxiu, and it was a strange talk. After the Anshi 
Rebellion began, Yuan Zai took the opportunity to seize every opportunity and gained Su Zong Li Heng's 
special attention and became a senior member of the court. After Suzong's death, he colluded with 
Quan Fuhuan Li Fuguo, and fnally took the stage to become the decisive minister of Daizong once, 
monopolizing power. Even Li Mi can't compete with it. 


However, after Yuan Zai's dictatorship, he accepted stolen goods, was corrupt and extravagant, and 
acted without care. His wife and son were rampant and arrogant. Daizong fnally couldn't bear it, and 
ordered his death. After Yuan Zai's death, his wife was exempted from death according to the laws of 
Tang Dynasty, but Wang Yunxiu said: "Thirteen wives of the Wang family, wives of the 

Taiyuan Festival in 20 years, and wives of the prime minister in 16 

years The thing of Yang? It's fortunate to die! "Then he died with him. 


But there are others who have failed to leave some traces in the history books like them. 


After the Anshi Rebellion calmed down, such a book suddenly appeared among the people. The title of 
the book was "The Deeds of Anlu Mountain" and the signature was Huayin County Wei Yao Runeng. But 
the author's life is completely blank except for this book. | don't know what motivated him to write such 
FMelelel.e 


This book records the life of An Lushan and is divided into three volumes: upper, middle, and lower. In 
the lower volume, Yao Runeng mentioned such a thing: 





Tianbao ffteen years on July 15th, the rebels approached the capital, and Xuanzong led the magistrates 
to fee Chang'an. On his way to Maweipo, Crown Prince Li Heng, Longwu General Chen Xuanli and others 
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encountered several Tubo envoys outside the Maweipo post. He was talking to them. Suddenly, a large 
number of soldiers were crowded around, shouting Yang Guozhong and Tubo colluding. 
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the team, frst shot Yang Guozhong off the horse, then cut off his head and cut the body to 
incompleteness. 


With Zhang Xiaojing taking the lead, the soldiers' morale was greatly boosted, and they surrounded the 
post with a vigorous effort, demanding the emperor to execute Yang Guifei. Xuanzong was forced to 
frustrate and had to endure the pain of Yang Guifei, so the army retreated. This is the famous Maweipo 
mutiny. 


This mutiny changed the fate of many people. But who exactly was the frst knight, what was his origin, 
and what was his fate later, there was no mention of it in the book, leaving only a name as if he were 
born. 


Perhaps, when Yao Ru was able to write this paragraph, he suddenly couldn't restrain his inner surge, so 
he wrote the name by hand. As for why he is so, it is not known to future generations. 





26. POSTSCRIPTUM 2 


The earliest idea of this novel comes from a question that some people know about: if you write the plot 
for "Assassin's Creed", where will you put the background? 

"Assassin's Creed" is a sandbox video game. The protagonist shuttles through an ancient or modern city 
and performs various assassination missions. | like to play. 

When | saw this problem, the first thing that came to mind was Chang'an City in the Tang Dynasty. 
Chang'an City in the Tang Dynasty was a dream place for me. This is a great city with an orderly and 
magnificent atmosphere, where all kinds of characters from the three religions, the nine streams, and 
the five lakes and the sea are gathered. The literary style and the grandeur are intertwined, the life is 
colorful and the atmosphere is diverse. There, anything can happen. It is really the most suitable stage 
for creators to think of. 

Imagine a figure of an assassin, jumping on the big wild goose pagoda under the full moon, chasing his 
fiery red lanterns from Suzaku Street to Qujiangchi, startled by the countless resident birds on the tour ... 
This is a picture full of sense The fragment of the mystery and the majestic entanglement at the same 
time, if it can be written, this should be a very interesting thing. 

So | wrote a few thousand words by hand. At first, | simply wanted to open a brain hole. | didn't expect 
to write more and more excited. A long story was formed in such a quiet way. As the story goes on, my 
ambitions are expanding. | tried to make it faster in rhythm, make the story structure more 
sophisticated, and make the character of each character closer to the cognition of modern people. To 
put it bluntly, what | hope to present is no longer a costumed assassin adventure story, but a modern 
story taking place in an international metropolis, but it happened to happen in ancient times. 


Fortunately, Chang'an is such a city with a temperament that transcends time and space. It can 
accommodate both classical and modern elements at the same time, and does not make people feel 
incompatible. So this story has gradually changed from a slow-moving costume legendary martial arts 
drama to a fast-paced lonely heroic drama with an ancient anti-terror theme. In order to make this 
characteristic more obvious, | also cut the plot again, just like the diversity of the American drama "24 
Hours". Every half hour is a chapter, a total of 24 chapters, which is exactly one day. 

The biggest challenge in writing such a work is not the weaving of stories and the shaping of characters, 
but the accurate description of the details of life in that era. In order for the reader to be immersive and 
truly feel a living city of Chang'an, the author must know the history: how to drink tea, how to eat, 
where to use the toilet, how to ride in the car, what women wear when they go out, men How to spend 
money when going out, up to the royal court system, down to the price of food, and even the direction 
of the sewers in Chang'an City, the shape of the barriers in the water, etc.-to describe, it is actually a 
whole world No matter how meticulous, it is not too much. 
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archaeological reports. | have also gone to Xi'an for several field visits, hoping to be closer to the real 
Chang'an City. 

Here, | would like to especially thank Mr. Yu Gengzhe, Jinghong, Sweeping Meow, Forest Deer, Black 
Belly and Little Hoof, etc. for their great support. They have provided me with many precious materials, 
and have taken the time to read the masterpiece carefully. Provide opinions on various texts and plots. 
This intention, | always remember five. For an amateur literary and history lover, it is great to know such 
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